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INTRODUCTION
Homer’s Iliad begins towards the close of the last of the ten years of the Trojan War: its incidents extend over some fifty days only, and it ends with the burial of Hector. The things which came before and after were told by other bards, who between them narrated the whole “ cycle ” of the events of the war, and so were called the Cyclic Poets. Of their works none have survived; but the story of what befell between Hector’s funeral and the taking of Troy is told in detail, and well told, in a poem about half as long as the Iliad. Some four hundred years after Christ there lived at Smyrna a poet of whom we know scarce anything, save that his first name was Quintus. He had saturated himself with the spirit of Homer, lie had caught the ring of his music, and he perhaps had before him the works of those Cyclic Poets whose stars had paled before the sun.
We have practically no external evidence as to the date or place of birth of Quintus of Smyrna, or for the sources whence be drew bis materials. His date is approximately settled by two passages in
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the poem, viz. vi. 531 sqq.} in which occurs an illustration drawn from the man-and-beast fights of the amphitheatre, which were suppressed by Theodosius I. (379-395 a.d.) ; and xiii. 335 sqqwhich contains a prophecy, the special particularity of which, it is maintained by Koechly, limits its applicability to the middle of the fourth century a.d.
His place of birth, and the precise locality, is given by himself in xii. 308-313, and confirmatory evidence is afforded by his familiarity, of which he gives numerous instances, with many natural features of the western part of Asia Minor.
With respect to liis authorities, and the use he made of their writings, there has been more difference of opinion. Since his narrative covers the same ground as the Aetkiopis (Coining of Meinnon) and the Iliupersis (Destruction of Troy) of Arctinus (cm*. 776 b.c.), and the Little Iliad of Lesches (arc. 700 b.c.), it has been assumed that the work of Quintus “ is little more than an amplification or re^ modelling of the works of these two Cyclic Poets.” This, however, must needs be pure conjecture, as the only remains of these poets consist of fragments amounting to no more than a veiy few lines from each, and of the “summaries of contents” made by the grammarian Proclus (circ. 140 a.d.), which, again, we but get at second-hand through the Bibliotheca of Photius (ninth century). Now, not merely do the only descriptions of incident that are found in the fragments differ essentially from the corresponding incidents as described by Quintus, but
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even in the summaries, ineagre as they are, we find, as German critics have shown by exhaustive investigation, serious discrepancies enough to justify us in the conclusion that, even if Quintus had the works of the Cyclic poets before him, which is far from certain, his poem was no mere remodelling of theirs, but an independent and practically original work. Not that this conclusion disposes by any means of all difficulties. If Quintus did not follow the Cyclic poets, from what source did he draw his materials ? The German critic unhesitatingly answers, “from Hom ex*.” As regards language, versification, and general spirit, the matter is beyond controversy; but when we come to consider the incidents of the story, we- find deviations from Homer even more serious than any of those from the Cyclic poets. And the strange thing is, that each of these deviations is a manifest detriment to the perfection of his poem; in each of them the writer has missed, or has rejected, a magnificent opportunity. With regard to the slaying of Achilles by the hand of Apollo only, and not by those of Apollo and Paris, he might have pleaded that Homer himself here speaks with an uncertain voice (cf. II. xv. 416-17, xxii. 355-60, and xxi. 277-78). But, in describing the fight for the body of Achilles (Od. xxiv. 36 sqq.\ Homer makes Agamemnon say
“ So we grappled the livelong day, and we had not refrained us then,
But Zeus eciifc a huiTicane, stilling the storm of the battle of men.”
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Now, it is just in describing such natural phenomena, and in blending them with the turmoil of battle, that Quintus is in his element; yet for such a scene he substitutes what is, by comparison, a lame and impotent conclusion. Of that awful cry that rang over the sea heralding the «coming of Thetis and the Nymphs to the deattwites of her son, and the panic with which it filled the host, Quintus is silent. Again, Hoiner (Od. iv. 274-89) describes how Helen came in the night with Deiphobus, and stood by the Wooden Horse, and called to each of the hidden warriors with the voice of his own wife. This thrilling scene Quintus omits, and substitutes nothing of his own. Later on, he makes Menelaus slay Deiphobus unresisting, iC heavy with wine,” whereas Homer (Od. viii 517-20) makes him offer such a magnificent resistance, that Odysseus and Menelaus together could not kill him without the help of Athena. In fact, we may say that, though there are echoes of the Iliad all through the poem, yet, wherever Hoiner has, in the Odyssey, given the outline-sketch of an effective scene, Quintus has uniformly neglected to develop it, has sometimes substituted something much weaker—as though he had not the Odyssey before him!
For this we have no satisfactory explanation to offer. He may have set his own judgment above Homer—a most unlikely hypothesis: he may have been consistently following, in the framework of his story, some original now lost to us: there may be more, and longer, lacunae in the text than any
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editors have ventured to indicate: but, whatever theory we adopt, it must be based on mere conjecture.
The Greek text here given is that of Koechly (1850) with many of Zimmermarm’s emendations, which are acknowledged in the notes. Passages enclosed in square brackets are suggestions of Koechly for supplying the general sense of lacunae. Where he has made no such suggestion, or none that seemed to the editors to be adequate, the lacuna has been indicated by asterisks, though here too a few words have been added in the translation, sufficient to connect the sense.
In the notes Ρ = Godex Pcirrhasianus.
ν = rulgata plerorumque lectio.
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THE FALL OF TROY
BOOK I
KOINTOY ΤίΙΝ ΜΕΘ ΟΜΗΡΟΝ Λ0Γ02 ΠΡΩΤΟΝ
E ὑ θ’ νττο Πηλείωνι δάμη θεοείκελος'Έκτωρ καί 6 πυρὴ κατέδαψε καὶ οστέα γαῖα κεκεὑθει, δὴ τότε Τρώες ἔμιμνον ἀνὰ Πριάμοιο πόληα δειδιὁτες μένος ήύ θρασύφρονος Αἰακίδαο· ἡύτ’ ἐνὶ ξυλόχοισι βὁες βΧοσυροΐο λέοντος	5
ἐλθέμεν οὐκ εθέΧονσιν ἐναντίαι, ἀλλὰ φέβονται ΙΧηΒον 7ΓΤώσσονσαι ἀνὰ ρωπήια πυκνά* ως οι ἀνὰ πτολίεθρον ύττέτρεσαν οβριμον avSpa μνησάμενοι ττροτέρων, όττόσων ἀπὸ θύμον ϊα'φεν θύων Ίδαιοιο περὶ προχοἣσι 'ΖκαμάνΒρον,	ίο
ὴ δ’ οσσονς φεύγοντας νττο μέγα τείχος οΧεσσεν, Ἕκτορά θ’ ως ἐδάμασσε και αμφείρνσσε πὸληι, άΧΧονς θ* ὼς ἐδάίξε δι’ άκαμάτοω θαλάσσης ὁππότε δὴ τὰ πρώτα φὲρε Τρώεσσιν ὅλεθρον. τῶν οἶ γε μνησθέντες ἀνὰ πτολίεθρον ἔμιμνον. 15 ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρα σφίσι ττένθος άνιηρον ττεπότητο ως ήδη στονοεντι καταιθομένης πυρὶ Τροίης.
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How died for Troy the Queen of the Amazons, Penthesileia
When godlike Hector by Peleides slain Passed, and the pyre had ravined up his flesh,
And earth had veiled his bones, the Trojans then
Tarried in Priam’s city, sore afraid
Before the might of stout-heart Aeacus’ son:
As kine they were, that midst the copses shrink From faring forth to meet a lion grim,
But in dense thickets terror-liuddled cower ;
So in their fortress shivered these to see That mighty man. Of those already dead They thought—of all whose lives he reft away As by Scamander’s outfall on he rushed,
And all that in mid-flight to that high wall He slew, how he quelled Hector, liow he haled His corse round Troy;—yea, and of all beside Laid low by him since that first day whereon O’er restless seas he brought the Trojans doom.
Ay, all these they remembered, while they stayed Thus in their town, and o’er them anguished grief Hovered dark-winged, as though that very day All Troy with shrieks were crumbling down in fire.
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Καὶ τότε Θερμώδοντος ἀπ’ εύρυπόροιο ρείθρων ήλυθε Πενθεσίλεια θεών ἐπιειμένη είδος, άμφω καί στονόεντος έεΧΒομένη ποΧέμοιο καϊ μἐγ’ άΧευαμένη στυγερήν και ἀεικία φήμην, μή τις ἐὰν κατὰ δῆμον εΧεγχείρσι χαΧέψτ) ἀμφὶ κασιγνητης3 ἦς εϊνεκα πένθος άεξεν9 Τππολύτη?· τὴν γάρ ρα κατἐκτανε δουρὶ κραταιψ,
οὐ μεν δή τι εκοΰσα9 τιτυσκομένη δ’ ἐλάφοιο* τουνεκ αρα Τροιης ερικυΒέος ΐκετο γ αίαν* πρὸς δ’ ἔτι οἱ τὁδβ θυμός άρήιος ορμαίνεσ κεν9 ὄφρα καθηραμένη περὶ Χύματα λυγρὰ φόνοιο σμερΒαΧέας θυέεσσιν Ἐριννύας ίλάσσηται, αἵ οἱ άΒεΧφειής κεχοΧωμέναι αύτίχ εποντο άφραστοι* κεῖναι γὰρ ἀεὶ περὶ ποσσὶν άΧιτρών στρωφώντ, οὐδέ τιν’ ἐστὶ θεὸς ἀλιτὁνθ’ υπαΧύζαι, συν Bi οΐ αΧΧαο εττοντο ΒυώΒεκα ττασαι άγαναί, πάσαο εεΧΒόμεναι πόΧεμον καί άεικέα χάρμην, αἴ οἱ ΒμωίΒες εσκον άγακΧειταί περ ἐοῦσαι* ἀλλ’ ἄρα πασάων μεγ ύπείρεχε Πενθεσίλεια* ώς δ’ ὅτ’ ἀν’ ονρανον ευρύν εν άστράσι Βία σελήνη έκπρέπει εν πάντεσσιν άριζήΧη γεγαυϊα αίθέρος άμφιραγέντος ύπο νεφέων εριΒούπων, εὖτ άνεμων ευΒτρσι μένος μέγα Χάβρον άέντων* ως ἦ γ’ ἐν ττάσῃσι μετέπρεπεν εσσυμέν^σιν. ἕνθ’ ἄρ’ ἔην Κλονίη Πολεμούσα τε Δηρινδη τε Εὐάνδρη τε καὶ ’Αύτανδρη καὶ δῖα Βρἐμουσα ἡδὲ καὶ Τττττοθῶμ μετὰ δ’ Ἀρμοθὁη κυανώπις ΆΧκιβίη τε καί Ἀντιβρὁτη καὶ Αηριμάχεια, τῇ δ’ ἔπι ΘερμώΒωσα μέγ εγχει κυΒιόωσα* τοσσαι άρ άμφιέποντο Βαϊφρονι Πενθεσιλείῃ*
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THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK I
Then from Thermodon, from broad - sweeping streams,
Came, clothed upon with beauty of Goddesses, Penthesileia—came athirst indeed For groan-resounding battle, but yet more Fleeing abhorred reproach and evil fame,
Lest they of her own folk should rail on her Because of her own sister s death, for whom Ever her sorrows waxed, Hippolyte,
Whom she had struck dead with her mighty spear, Not of her will—’twas at a stag she hurled.
So came she to the far-famed land of Troy.
Yea, and her warrior spirit pricked her on,
Of murder’s dread pollution thus to cleanse Her soul, and with such sacrifice to appease The Awful Ones, the Erinnyes, who in wrath For her slain sister straightway haunted her Unseen : for ever round the sinner’s steps They hover; none may ’scape those Goddesses.
And with her followed twelve beside, each one A princess, hot for war and battle grim,
Far-famous each, yet handmaids unto her: Penthesileia far outshone them all.
As when in the broad sky amidst the stars The moon rides over all pre-eminent,
When through the thunderclouds the cleaving heavens
Open, when sleep the fury-breathing winds ;
So peerless was she inid that charging host.
Clonto was there, Polemusa, Derinoe,
Evandre, and Antandto, and Bremusa,
Hippotho&, dark-eyed Harmotho&,
Alcibie^ Derimacheia, Antibrote^
And Thermodosa glorying with the spear.
All these to battle fared with warrior-souled Penthesileia: even as when descends
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οΐή δ’ ἀκαμάτοιο κατέρχεται Οὐλὑμποιο Ἠὼς μαρμαρέοισιν άγαΧΚομενη φρένας ΐτητοις Ὀράων μετ’ εϋττΧοκάμων, μετὰ δὲ σφισι πάσῃ? ἐκπρἐπει aykaov είδος άμωμητοις περ ἐούσῃς* τοίη Πενθεσίλεια μὁλεν ποτὶ Τρώϊον ἄστυ* ἔξοχος ἐν πάσῃσιν ’Αμαζὁσιν ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρῶες πάντοθεν ἐσσὑμενοι μέγ’ εθάμβεον, εὐτ’ ἐσίδοντο Χρέος ακαμάτοιο βαθνκνήμιδα θνγατρα εἰδομένην μακάρεσσιν, ἐπεί ρά οἱ ἀμφὶ προσώπῳ ἄμφω σμερδαΧεον τε καὶ αγλαόν εἶδος ὸρώρει,
U/	xU	ω	M#	All	ili	All	ill	·&,
μειδιόωσ ερατεινόν, ὑπ’ ὸφρύσι δ’ ἱμερὁεντες ὀφθαλμοὶ μάρμαιρον άΧίγκιον ἀκτίνεσσιν, αἰδὼς δ’ ἀμφερὑθηνε τταρηια, των δ’ ἐφύπερθε θεσπεσίη ἐπέκειτο χάρις καταειμενη ἀλκήν.
Λαοὶ δ’ άμφεγάννντο καὶ άγννμενοι το ττάροιθεν* ώς δ’ ὁπότ’ ἀθρήσαντες ἀπ’ οὕρεος άγροιωται *Ιριν άνεγρομενην ἐξ ενρυιτόροιο θαλάσσης, ομβρον οτ Ισγανόωσι θεονδέος, όττττότ άΧωαϊ ἦδη ατταναίνονται εέΧδόμεναι Διὸς ὕδωρ, ὸψὲ δ’ νπηγΧυνθη μέγας ουρανός, οἱ δ’ ἐσιδὁντες ἐσθλὺν σῆμ’ ανόμοιο καί νέτου ἐγγὺς ιόντος γαίρουσιν, το πάροιθεν εττιστ εν άγοντες άρονραις· ὼς ἄρα Τρώιοι υἷες, ὅτ’ ἔδρακον ἔνδοθι πάτρης δεινήν Πενθεσίλειαν ἐπὶ τττόΧεμον μεμαυΐαν, ψ]θεόν ἐλπωρὴ γὰρ ὅτ’ ἐ? φρένας άνδρος ικηται ἀμφ’ αγαθόν, στονόεσσαν άμαλΖύνει κακόιητα. τουνεκα καί ΤΙριάμοιο νόος ττοΧ4α στενάγοντος καί μεγ άκηγεμενοιο περὶ φρεσΐ τντθον ίάνθη* ως δ’ ὅτ ἀνὴρ άΧαοΐσιν ἐπ’ ομμασι πολλὰ μογήσας ίμείρων Ιδεειν ἱερὸν φάος ἣ θανεεσθαι 6
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THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK I
Dawn from Olympus’ crest of adamant,
Dawn, heart-exultant in her radiant steeds Amidst the bright-haired Hours ; and o’er them all, How flawless-fair soever these may be,
Her splendour of beauty glows pre-eininent;
So peerless amid all the Amazons Unto Troy-town Penthesileia came.
To right, to left, from all sides hurrying thronged The Trojans, greatly marvelling, when they saw The tireless War-god’s child, the mailed maid,
Like to the Blessed Gods ; for in her face Glowed beauty glorious ®and terrible.
Her smile was ravishing: beneath her brows Her love-enkindling eyes shone like to stars,
And with the crimson rose of shamefastness Bright were her cheeks, and mantled over them Unearthly grace with battle-prowess clad.
Then joyed Troy’s folk, despite past agonies,
As when, far-gazing from a height, the hinds Behold a rainbow spanning the wide sea,
When they be yearning for the heaven-sent shower, When the parched fields be craving for the rain; Then the great sky at last is overgloomed,
And men see that fair sign of coming wind And imminent rain, and seeing, they are glad,
Who for their corn-fields’ plight sore sighed before; Even so the sons of Troy when they beheld There in their land Penthesileia dread Afire for battle, were exceeding glad ;
For when the heart is thrilled with hope of good,
All smart of evils past is wiped away:
So, after all his sighing and his pain,
Gladdened a little while was Priam’s soul.
As when a man who hath suffered many a pang From blinded eyes, sore longing to behold The light, and, if he may not, fain would die,
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ἣ πόνω ίητἦρος άμυμονος ἡὲ θεοῖο ομματ άπαγλύσ αντος ἴδῃ φάος ήριγενείης, οὐ μὲν ὅσον τὺ πάροιθεν, ὅμως δ’ ἄρα βαών Ιάνθη 80 πολλῆς ἐκ κακὁτητος, ἔχει δ’ ἔτι πηματος ἄλγος αίνον υπό βλβφάροί,σι λελειμμἐνον* ὼς ἄρα δεινήν υἷὺς Λαομέδοντος έσέΒρακβ Πενθβσίλειαν* παυρον μὲν γήθησε, τὺ δὲ πλέον εἰσέτι παίδων αχνντ άποκταμένων. aye δ’ εἰς ὲὰ Βώματ άνασσαν, 85 καί μιν προφρονέως riev ἔμπεδον εὖτε θνηατρα τηλόθι νοστησασαν €€ΐκοστω λυκάβαντι, καί οἱ δόρπον ἔτευξε πανβίΒατον, οἷον ἔδουσι κυδάλιμοι βασιλήβς, ὅτ’ ἔθνβα δηώσαντες Βαίνυντ ἐν θαλίῃσιν άyaλλάμevoL περὶ νίκης* 90 δῶρα δέ οι Trope καλά καί ολβια, πολλὰ δ’ ὐπέστη Βωσέμεν, ἣν Τρώεσσι Βαϊζομένοος έπαμυνη. ἡ δ’ ἄρ’ ὐπὲσχετο ἔργον, δ οὓποτε θνητός ἐώλπει, δηώσειν ’ΑχιΧήα καί βυρέα λαόν όλέσσειν ’Αργβίων, πυρσόν δὲ νεῶν καθύπερθε βαλέσθαιγ’	95
νηπίη* οὐδὲ τι ἤδη ένμμβλίην Άχι,λήα, οσσον υπέρτατος ἦεν ἐνὶ φθισηνορύ χάρμη.
Τῆς δ’ ὦς οὖν ἐπάκουσεν ἐὺς πάῖς Ἠετίωνος ’Ανδρομάχη, μάλα τοῖο φίλῳ προσβλέξατο θυμω*
“ ἀ δειΧή, τί νυ τόσσα μέγα φρονέονσ ayopevets; 1Q0 οὐ γὰρ τοι σθένος ἐστὶν άταρβέί Πηλείωνι μάρνασθ\ άλλα σοι ωκα φόνον καί λοιγον ἐφήσει. λevyaλέη, τί μέμηνας αν α φρένας; ἦ νὑ τοι ἄγχι ἔστηκεν ©ανάτοιο τίλο? καὶ δαίμονος Α Ισα.
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Then at the last, by a cunning leech’s skill,
Or by a God’s grace, sees the dawn-rose flush,
Sees the mist rolled back from before his eyes,— Yea, though clear vision come not as of old,
Yet, after all his anguish, joys to have Some small relief, albeit the stings of pain "Trick sharply yet beneath his eyelids ;—so Joyed the old king to see that terrible queen—
The shadowy joy of one in anguish whelmed For slain sons. Into his halls he led the Maid,
And with glad welcome honoured her, as one Who greets a daughter to her home returned From a far country in the twentieth year;
And set a feast before her, sumptuous As battle-glorious kings, who have brought low Nations of foes, array in splendour of pomp,
With hearts in pride of victory triumphing.
And gifts he gave her costly and fair to see,
And pledged him to give many more, so she Would save the Trojans from the imminent doom. And she—such deeds she promised as no man Had hoped for, even to lay Achilles low,
To smite the wide host of the Argive men,
And cast the brands red-flaming on the ships.
Ah fool!—but little knew she him, the lord Of ashen spears, liow far Achilles’ might In warrior-wasting strife o’erpassed her own !
But when Andromache, the stately child Of king Eetion, heard the wild queen’s vaunt,
Low to her own soul bitterly murmured she :
Ah hapless ! why with arrogant heart dost thou Speak such great swelling words? No strength is thine To grapple in fight with Peleus’ aweless son.
Nay, doom and swift death shall he deal to thee. Alas for thee! What madness thrills thy soul ?
Fate and the end of death stand hard bj thee !
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'Ἕκτωρ γὰρ σέο πολλὸν υπέρτερος ἔπλετο δουρί· 105 ἀλλ’ ἐδάμη κρατερὸς περ ἐών, μίγα δ’ ήκαχε Τρώαν,
οἴ Ι θεόν ὦς Πάντες ἀνὰ πτὁλιν εἰσορὁωντο* καί μοι ἔην μίγα κῦδος ἰδ’ ἀντιθἐοις τοκίεσσι ζα>ος ἐών ώς εἴ με χυτὴ κατὰ γαῖα κεκεὑθει, πρίν ἐ δι* ἀνθερεῶνος ὐπ’ ἔγχεῖ θύμον όΧέσσαι. πο νῦν δ’ ἄρ’ ἀάσπετον ἄλγος οιζνρώς έσάθρησα, κείνον οτ άμφί πόΧηα ποδώκεες eopvov 'ίπποι ἀργαλέως Ἀχιλῆος, ὅ μ’ άνίρος εὖνιν ἔθηκε κουρείου, τό μοι αίνον άγος πέλει ήματα πάντα Λβς φάθ’ ἐὸν κατὰ θύμον ένσφνρος Ἠετιώνη 115 μνησαμένη ποσιος* μάλα γὰρ μίγα πένθος ἀἐξει ἀνδρὸς άποφθιμένοιο σαοφροσι θηΧντερυσιν,
Ἠέλιος δὲ θοῇσιν ἑλισσὁμενος περὶ δίνῃς δύσατ’ ἐς ώκεανοΐο βαθνν ρόον3 ηνντο δ’ ἡώς. οἱ δ’ ὅτε δὴ παύσαντο ποτού δαιτὁς τ’ ερατεινής, 120 δὴ τότε που δμωαὶ στόρισαν θυμήρεα λἐκτρα ἐν ΤΙριάμοιο δὁμοισι θρασνφρονι Πενθεσιλείῃ· ἡ δὲ κιονσ εὕδεσκεν ὕπνος δὲ οἱ ὄσσε κάΧνψε νήδυμος ἀμφιπεσών μὁλε δ’ αἰθέρος ἐξ νπάτοιο Παλλάδος ἐννεσίῃσι μἐνος δολὁεντος Ὀνείμου, 125 οππως μιν Χεύσσονσα κακόν Τρώεσσι γἐνηται οἷ τ’ αὐτῇ, μεμαυῖα ποτὶ πτοΧέμον στροφαΧιηηα} καί τα μὲν ὼς ὦρμαινε Ζαίφρων Τριτογένβια· τῇ δ’ ἄρα λυγρὸς Ὄνειρος έφίστατο πατρϊ ἐοικὼς, και μιν εποτρννεσκε ποδάρκεος ἄντ’ ΆγίΧήος	130
1 Zimmermann, for πτολἐμοιο φάλαγγας of ν.
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Hector was mightier far to wield the spear Than thou, yet was for all his prowess slain,
Slain for the bitter grief of Troy, whose folk The city through looked on him as a God.
My glory and his noble parents’ glory Was he while yet he lived—O that the earth Over my dead face had been mounded high,
Or ever through his throat the breath of life Followed the cleaving spear! But now have I Looked—woe is me !—on grief unutterable,
When round the city those fleet-footed steeds Haled him, steeds of Achilles, who had made Me widowed of mine hero-husband, made My portion bitterness through all my days.”
So spake Eetion’s lovely-ankled child Low to her own soul, thinking on her lord.
So evermore the faithful-hearted wife Nurseth for her lost love undying grief.
Then in swift revolution sweeping round Into the Ocean’s deep stream sank the sun,
And daylight died. So when the banqueters Ceased from the wine-cup and the goodly feast, Then did the handmaids spread in Priam’s halls For Penthesileia dauntless-souled the couch Heart-cheering, and she laid her down to rest;
And slumber mist-like overveiled her eyes [depths Like sweet dew dropping round. From heavens’ blue Slid down the might of a deceitful dreain At Pallas’ hest, that so the warrior-maid Might see it, and become a curse to Troy And to herself, when strained her soul to meet The whirlwind of the battle. In this wise The Trito-born, the subtle-souled, contrived:
Stood o’er the maiden’s head that baleful dream In likeness of her father, kindling her Fearlessly front to front to meet in fight
II
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θαρσαΧέως μάρνασθαν ἐναντίον* ἡ δ’ άίονσα ηήθββν ἐν φρεσὶ πάμπαν* οϊσσατο yap μέγα έργου εκτεΧέσενν αὐτῆμαρ ἀνὰ μύθον οκρνοεντα· νηπίη· ἦ ρ’ ἐπίθησβν οίζνρφ περ Ὀνβίρφ έσπερίω, ος φῦλα ποΧντΧήτων ανθρώπων	135
θἐλγει ἐνὶ Χεχέεσσνν ἄδην έπνκέρτομα βάζων, ος μιν ἄρ’ εξαπάφησεν εποτρύνων πονέεσθαν.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δή ρ’ ἐπόρουσβ ροδοσφνρος ήριγἐνεια, δὴ τὑτε Πενθεσίλεια μέγ’ ενθεμένη φρεσὶ κάρτος ἐξ εὐνῆς ἀνέπαλτο καὶ ἀμφ’ ώμοισιν εΒυνε	140
τεύχεα ΒανΒαΧοεντα, τά οι θεὸς ώπασεν'Άρης, πρώτα μὲν ἄρ κνήμησνν ἐπ’ άpyυφέησvv εθηκε κνημῖδας χρνσέας, αν οι ἔσαν εὖ άραρνϊαΐ' εσσατο δ’ αὖ θώρηκα παναίοΧον* ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ ωμοις θηκατο κνδνόωσα μέ<γα ξίφος, ψ πέρν πάντη 145 κουλεὸς εὖ ήσκητο δι cvpyvpov ἡδ’ εΧέφαντος* ἂν δ’ ἔλετ’ ἀσπίδα δῖον αΧίηκιον αντvyv μήνης, ή θ’ ὑπὲρ ώκεανοΐο βαθυρρόου άντέΧΧησιν ἥμισυ πεπΧηθνΐα περὶ yvaμπτήσv κεραίης* τοίη μαρμαίρεακεν άάσπετον* άμφϊ δὲ κρατί	150
θῆκε κόρνν κομοωσαν εθείρησν χρνσέησνν ο)ς ή μεν μοροεντα περί χρο'ϊ θηκατο τεύχη. άστεροπή δ3 ἀτάλαντος εείΒετο, την ἀπ’ Όλυμπου ἐς yatav προϊησι Ανος μένος άκαμάτονο Βενκνύς άνθρώποισν μένος βαρυηχέος ομβρου 155 ἡὲ ποΧνρροίζων ανέμων αΧΧηκτον ίωήν.
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Fleetfoot Achilles. And she heard the voice,
And all her heart exulted, for she weened That she should on that dawning day achieve A mighty deed in battle’s deadly toil—
Ah, fool, who trusted for her sorrow a dream Out of the sunless land, such as beguiles Full oft the travail-burdened tribes of men, Whispering mocking lies in sleeping ears,
And to the battle’s travail lured her then !
But when the Dawn, the rosy-ankled, leapt Up from her bed, then, clad in mighty strength Of spirit, suddenly from her couch uprose Penthesileia. Then did she array Her shoulders in those wondrous-fashioned arms Given her of the War-god. First she laid Beneath her silver-gleaming knees the greaves Fashioned of gold, close-clipping the strong limbs. Her rainbow-radiant corslet clasped she then About her, and around her shoulders slung,
With glory in her heart, the massy brand Whose shining length was in a scabbard sheathed Of ivory and silver. Next, her shield Unearthly splendid, caught she up, whose rim Swelled like the young moon’s arching chariot-rail When high o’er Ocean s fathomless-flowing stream She rises, with the space half filled with light Betwixt her bowing horns. So did it shine Unutterably fair. Then on her head She settled the bright helmet overstreamed With a wild mane of golden-glistering hairs.
So stood she, lapped about with flaming mail,
In semblance like the lightning, which the might, The never-wearied might of Zeus, to earth Hurleth, what time he showeth forth to men Fury of thunderous-roaring rain, or swoop Resistless of his shouting host of winds.
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αὐτίκα δ’ iytcoveovaa διὲκ μεγάροιο νέεσθαι δοιοὺς εἵλετ’ άκοντας υπ’ ἀσπίδα, δεξιτερῇ δὲ βουπλῆγ’ άμφίτνττον, τον οι Ἕρις ωττασε δεινὴ θνμοβόρον ττοΧέμονο πελώριον ἔμμεναι ἄλκαρ. τῷ εττνκαγχαΧόωσα τάχ’ ήλυθβν ἔκτοθι πύργων Τρώας ἐποτρὑνουσα μάχην ἐς κυδιάνεφαν εΧθ έμεναν τοι δ’ ὦκα συναηρόμενον πεπίθοντο ἄνδρες ἀριστἣες, καίπερ πάρος οὐκ ἐθέλοντες σ τη μεν at άντ Ἀχιλῆος· ὁ γὰρ περνΒάμνατο πάντας.
ἡ δ’ ἄρα κνΒνάασκεν άάσχετον· ἔξετο δ’ ιπττῳ καλώ, ώκντάτψ, τον οἱ ἄλοχος Βορἑαο ωττασεν Ὠρείθυια πάρος Θρῄκηνδε κ ιον ση ξείνιον, ος τε θοῇσι μετἐπρεπεν Ἀρπυίῃσι. τῷ ρα τὁθ’ εζομένη λίπεν ἄστεος αἰπὰ μεΧαθρα εσθΧη Πενθεσίλεια* Xvypal δέ μιν ότρύνεσκον Κῆρες ὁμῶς ττρώτην τε καὶ ύστατίην ἐπὶ δῆριν εΧθέμεν* ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρώες άνοστήτονσι πόδεσσι πολλοὶ ἔποντ’ ἐπὶ δῆριν άνανδέα τΧημονι κούρη ἰλαδὸν, ἡύτε μῆλα μετὰ κτνΧον, ος & άμα παντων ν ισ σ ο μενών ττροθέησι δαημοσύνη σί νομηος· ὼς ἄρα τῇ 7* έφέττοντο βίῃ μίγα μανμώωντες Τρώες εν σ θενέες καν Αμαζόνες οβριμόθυμοι. ἡ δ’ οίη Τριτωνίς, οτ ηΧνθεν άντ α Γιγάντων,
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Then in hot haste forth of her bower to pass Caught she two javelins in the hand that grasped Her shield-band; but her strong right hand laid hold
On a huge halberd, sharp of either blade,
Which terrible Eris gave to Ares’ child To be her Titan weapon in the strife That raveneth souls of inert. Laughing for glee Thereover, swiftly flashed she forth the ring Of towers. Her coming kindled all the sons Of Troy to rush into the battle forth Which crowneth men with glory. Swiftly all Hearkened her gathering-cry, and thronging came, Champions, yea, even such as theretofore Shrank back from standing in the ranks of war Against Achilles the all-ravager.
But she—in pride of triumph on she rode Throned on a goodly steed and fleet, the gift Of Oreithyia, the wild North-wind’s bride,
Given to her guest the warrior-maid, what time She came to Thrace, a steed whose flying feet Could match the Harpies’ wings. Riding thereon Penthesileia in her goodlihead Left the tall palaces of Troy behind.
And ever were the ghastly-visaged Fates Thrusting her on into the battle, doomed To be her first against the Greeks—and last!
To right, to left, with unreturning feet The Trojan thousands followed to the fray,
The pitiless fray, that death-doomed warrior-maid, Followed in throngs, as follow sheep the ram That by the shepherd’s art strides before all.
So followed they, with battle-fury filled,
Strong Trojans and wild-hearted Amazons.
And like Tritonis seemed she, as she went To meet the Giants, or as flaslieth far
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ἢ Ἕρις ἐγρεκύδοιμος ἀνὰ στρατόν αίσσουσα,	180
τοίη ἐνὶ Τρώεσσι θοὴ πέλε Πενθεσίλεια.
Καὶ τότε δὴ Κρονίωνι ττοΧυτΧήτους ἀναείρας χεῖρας Λαομέδοντος ἐὺ'ς γόνος ἀφνειοῖο εὐχετ’ ἐς ἱερὸν αἰπὺ τετραμμένος ’Ιδαίοιο Ζηνός, δ? ’Ίλιον αἰὲν ἐνῖς ε*πώερκεται οσσοις* 185 “κλῦθι, πάτερ, καὶ λαὺν Άχαιικόν ἣματι τῷδε δὺς πεσέειν ὑπὸ χερσϊν Ἀρηιάδος βασιΧείης, καὶ δ’ αὖ μιν τταΧίνορσον εμόν ττοτϊ δῶμα σάωσον αζόμενος τ eo ν via πελώριον οβριμον Ἀρην, αυτήν θ’, οΰνεκ1 Ιοικεν εττουρανίησι θεήσιν -	190
ἐκπάγλοος, καὶ σεῖο Θεοῦ γἐνος ἐστὶ γενέθΧης. αἴδεσσαι δ’ ἐμὺν ἦτορ, ἐπεὶ κακὰ πολλὰ τέτληκα παίδων όΧΧυ μενών, οὕς μοι περὶ Κἣρβς εμαρψαν Ἀργείων τταλάμῃσι κατὰ στόμα δηιοτῆτος* αἴδεο δ’, εως ἔτι ττανροι ἀφ’ αίματος εἰμεν άγανον 195 Δαρὸάνου, εως ἀδάϊκτος ἔτι τττόΧις, οφρα καί ημείς εκ φόνου apyaXeoio καί Ἀρεος αμττνευσωμενΓ
Ἠ ρα μἐγ ευχόμενος* τῷ δ* αίετος οξὺ κεκ\η<γως ἤδη αττοττνείουσαν εχων όνύχεσσι ττεΧειαν εσσνμενως οϊμησεν αριστερός· ἀμφὶ δὲ θυμῷ 200 τάρβησε Πριάμοιο νόος, φάτο δ-* οὐκέτ’ αθρήσειν ζωήν Πενθεσίλειαν ἀπὺ πττοΧεμοιο κιουσαν· καὶ τὺ μὲν ως ἤμελλον ετήτυμον ήματι κείνω Κἣρες νητεκτεΧεειν* ό δ’ ἄρ’ άχνυτο θυμόν iaC/ώς. ι6
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Through war-hosts Eris, waker of onset-shouts.
So mighty in the Trojans’ midst she seemed, Penthesileia of the flying feet.
Then unto Cronos’ Son Laomedon’s child Upraised his hands, his sorrow-burdened hands, Turning him toward the sky-encountering fane Of Zeus of Ida, who with sleepless eyes Looks ever down on Ilium ; and he prayed :
“ Father, give ear! Vouchsafe that on this day Achaeans host may fall before the hands Of this our warrior-queen, the War-god’s child;
And do thou bring her back unscathed again Unto mine halls : we pray thee by the love Thou bear’st to Ares of the fiery heart Thy son, yea, to her also !—is she not Most wondrous like the heavenly Goddesses ?
And is she not the child of thine own seed ?
Pity my stricken heart withal! Thou know’st All agonies I have suffered in the deaths Of dear sons whom the Fates have torn from me By Argive hands in the devouring fight. Compassionate us, while a remnant yet Remains of noble Dardanus’ blood, while yet This city stands unwasted! Let us know From ghastly slaughter and strife one breathing-space ! ”
In passionate prayer he spake :—lo, with shrill scream
Swiftly to left an eagle darted by And in his talons bare a gasping dove.
Then round the heart of Priam all the blood Was chilled with fear. Low to his soul he said:
“ Ne’er shall I see return alive from war Penthesileia ! ” On that selfsame day The Fates prepared his boding to fulfil;
And his heart brake with anguish of despair.
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Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἀπάνευθεν εθάμβεον, εὐτ’ ἐσίδοντο 205 Τρώας ἐπεσσυμἐνους καὶ Ἀρηίδα Πενθεσίλειαν, τοὺς μὲν δὴ θήρεσσιν ἐοικὁτας, οἶ τ’ ἐν ὅρεσσι ττοίμνῃς εΐροττόκοισι φόνον στονόεντα φέρουσι, την δὲ πυρὸς ριπῇ ivaXiyKiov, η τ’ ἐπὶ θάμνος μαίνεται, άζαΧεοισιν ἐπειγομἐνου ανόμοιο·	210
καί τις αμ αηρομόνοισιν ἔπος ποτὶ τοῖον εειττεν*
“ τίς δὴ Τρώας eyeipe μεθ* Ἕκτορα 8τ)ωθέντα, οὺς φάμεν οὐκέτι νῶϊν νπαντιάσειν μεμαῶτας ; νῦν δ' άφαρ αίσσουσι ΧιΚαιόμενοι μέγα χάρμης. καί νύ τις ἐν μεσσοισιν έττοτρύνει ττονεεσθαι*	213
φαίης κεν θεόν ἔμμεν, ἐπεὶ μίγα μήδεται ἔργον. ἀλλ’ ἄγε θάρσος αατον ἐνὶ στέρνοισι Χαβόντες ἀλκἣς μνησώμεσθα Βαϊφρονος* οὐδὲ γὰρ ἡμεῖς νόσφι θεῶν Τρώεσσι μαχησόμεθ' ηματι τῷδε.’·’
Λίϊς φάτο* τοι δὲ φαεινα περὶ σφίσι τενχεα θἐντες	220
νηών έξεχέοντο μένος καταειμενοι ώμοις· συν δ’ εβαΧον θηρεσσιν έοικότες ωμοβόροισι δῆριν ἐς αίματόεσσαν, ὁμοῦ δ’ ἔχον ἔντεα καΧά, εγχεα καί θώρηκας ἐῦσθενἑας τε βοείας καὶ κόρνθας βριαράς, ἕτερος δ’ έτερον χρόα χαΧκφ 223 τὑπτον ἀπηλεγἐως* τὺ δ’ ερεύθετο Τρώϊον οὖδας.
Ἕνθ’ ἕλε Πενθεσίλεια Μολίονα Τίερσίνοόν τε E ΙΧισσόν τε καί Αντίθεο ν καί ἀγήνορα Aepvov f/IπτταΧμόν τε καί Ἀῖμονίδην κρατερόν τ Ἐλάσ-
ΙΤΓΤΓθν"
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Marvelled the Argives, far across the plain Seeing the hosts of Troy charge down on them,
And midst them Pentliesileia, Ares’ child.
These seemed like ravening beasts that mid the hills Bring grimly slaughter to the fleecy flocks ;
And she, as a rushing blast of flame she seemed That maddeneth through the copses summer-scorched,
When the wind drives it on ; and in this wise Spake one to other in their mustering host:
“ Who shall this be who thus can rouse to war The Trojans, now that Hector hath been slain— These who, we said, would never more find heart To stand against us ? Lo now, suddenly Forth are they rushing, inadly afire for fight!
Sure, in their midst some great one kindleth them To battle’s toil! Thou verily wouldst say This were a God, of such great deeds he dreams !
Go to, with aweless courage let us arm Our own breasts: let us summon up our might In battle-fury. We shall lack not help Of Gods this day to close in fight with Troy.”
So cried they ; and their flashing battle-gear Cast they about them : forth the ships they poured Clad in the rage of fight as with a cloak.
Then front to front their battles closed, like beasts Of ravin, locked in tangle of gory strife.
Clanged their bright mail together, clashed the spears,
The corslets, and the stubbom-welded shields And adamant helms. Each stabbed at other’s flesh With the fierce brass: was neither ruth nor rest,
And all the Trojan soil was crimson-red.
Then first Penthesileia smote and slew Molion; now Persinous falls, and now Eilissus; reeled Antitheus ’neath her spear :
c 2
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Δηρινόη δ’ ἕλε Λαογὁνον, Κλονίη δὲ Μένιππον, 230 ος ρα πάρος Φυλακἣθεν έφέσπετο ΙΙρωτεσιλάψ, ὅππως κε Τρώεσσιν ένσθενέεσσί μάχηται. τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ ἀποφθιμἐνοιο Ποδάρκεῖ θυμὸς ορίνθη ’Ιφικληιάδῃ* τὸν γὰρ μέγα φίλαθ’ εταίρων αϊψα δ’ ὅ γ’ αντίθεη ν Κλονίη ν βάλε, τῆς δὲ Βιαπρο 235 ἦλθε δόρυ στιβαρον κατο, νηδύος, ἐκ δέ οἱ ωκα δουρὶ %ύθη μέλαν αἷμα, συνἑσπετο δ’ έγκατα πάντα' τῆς δ’ ὰρα Πενθεσίλεια χολώσατο, καί ὑμ Ποδάρκεα
οϋτασεν ἐς μνωνα παχνν περιμήκεί δουρὶ χειρος Βεξιτερής, διὰ δὲ φλέβας αίματοέσσας 240 κέρσε, μέλαν δέ οἱ αἷμα δι’ ἔλκεος ούταμένοιο εβλνσεν έσ συ μεν ως* ὁ δ’ ἄρα στενάχων άπορον σ εν εϊσοπίσω* μάλα γάρ οἱ εΒάμνατο θύμον ἀνίη* τού δ’ ἄρ’ ἀπεσσυμἐνοιο ποθὴ Φνλάκεσσιν ἐτὐχθη ἄσπετος* ος δ’ ἄρα βαιον ἀπὸ πτόλεμοιο λιασθεϊς 245 κάτθανε καρπαλίμως σφετέρων εν χερσίν εταίρων. Ιδομενεὺς δὲ Βρέμουσαν ενηρατο δονρατι τυψας Βεξιτερον παρά μαξόν, άφαρ δε οἱ ἦτορ ελυσεν η δ’ ἔπεσεν μελίῃ ἐναλίγκιον, ἦν τ’ ἐν ορεσσο Βονροτόμοι τέμνουσιν ύπείροχον, ἡ δ’ ἀλεγεινὺν 250 ροΐζον όμως καί Βονπον ερενπομένη προίησιν* ὼ? ἡ ἀνοιμώξασα πέσεν, τῆς δ’ άψεα πάντα λνσε μέρος, ψνχη δ’ ἐμίγη πολναέσιν ανραις. Βὐάνδρην δ’ ἄρα Μηριόνης ἰδὲ Θερμώδωσαν εἷλεν έπεσσυμένας ολοην ἀνὰ δηιοτῆτα	255
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The pride of Lemus quelled she: down she bore Hippalmus ’neath her horse-hoofs ; Haemcm’s son Died; withered stalwart Elasippus’ strength.
And Dermoe laid low Laogonus,
And Clonto Menippus, him who sailed Long since from Phylace, led by his lord Protesilaus to the war with Troy.
Then was Podarces, son of Iphiclus,
Heart-wrung with ruth and wrath to see him lie Dead, of all battle-comrades best-beloved.
Swiftly at Clome he hurled, the maid Fair as a Goddess : plunged the unswerving lance ’Twixt hip and hip, and rushed the dark blood forth After the spear, and all her bowels gushed out. Then wroth was Penthesileia; through the brawn Of his right arm she drave the long spear’s point, She shore atwain the great blood-brimming veins, And through the wide gash of the wound the gore Spirted, a crimson fountain. With a groan Backward he sprang, his courage wholly quelled By bitter pain; and sorrow and dismay Thrilled, as he fled, liis men of Phylace.
A short way from the fight he reeled aside,
And in his friends’ arms died in little space.
Then with his lance Idomeneus thrust out,
And by the right breast stabbed Breinusa. Stilled For ever was the beating of her heart.
She fell, as falls a graceful-shafted pine Hewn mid the hills by woodmen: heavily,
Sighing through all its boughs, it crashes down.
So with a wailing shriek she fell, and death Unstrung her every liinb : her breathing soul Mingled with multitudinous-sighing winds.
Then, as Evandre through the murderous fray With Thermodosa rushed, stood Meriones,
A lion iit the path, and slew : his spear
21
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τῇ μὲν dp ἐς κραδίην ἐλάσας δόρυ, τῇ δ’ ὑπὸ νηδὺν φάσγανον ἐγχρίμἡνας* τὰς δ’ έσσνμένως λίπεν αἰών.
Δηρινὁην δ’ ἐδάμασσεν Ὀιλέος ὄβριμος υίὸς ἔγχεῖ ὸκριὁεντι διὰ κΧηϊΒα τυχήσας.
Ἀλκιβίης δ’ ἄρα Τυδείδης καὶ Δηριμαχείης 260 ἄμφω κρᾶτ’ ἀπἐκοῆτε σὺν ανγβσιν ἄχρι? ἐπ’ ωμούς άορι XevyαΧέφ* ταὶ δ’ ἡύτε πόρτιες ἄμφω κάππεσον, ας τ’ αἰζηὸς ἄφαρ ψυχής άπαμβρστ] κόψας αὐχενίους στιβαρφ βουπλῆγι τένοντας* ως αἱ Τυδείδαο ττέσον παλάμη σ ι δαμεῖσαι	‘2bo
Τρώων ἅμ πεδίον σφετέρων ἀπὸ νόσφι καρήνων. τῇσι δ’ἔπι 'ϊ,θένέΧος κρατερον κατἐπεφνε Κάβειρον, ος κίεν ἐκ μὴστοῖο λιλαιὁμενος πολεμίζειν Ἀργείοις, οὐδ’ αὖθις ἑὴν νοστήσατο ττάτρην. τον δὲ Πάρις κραδίην ἐχολώσατο δῃωθέντος,	270
και ἡ’ ἔβαλε %6evi\oio κατάντιον' οὐδ’ ἄρα τὸν γε οΰτασεν ἐσσύμενος περ, ἀπεπλάγχθη γὰρ ὸιστὺς ἄλλῃ, ὅπη μιν Κἣρες ἀμείλιχοι Ιθννβσκον κτεῖνε δ’ ἄρ’ έσσνμένως Eνήνορα χαΧκβομίτρην, ὅ? ρ’ ἐκ ΑονΧιχίοιο Kiev Τρώεσσι μάχεσθαι. *275 τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ αποφθιμένοιο ττάις ΦνΧήος dyavov1 ωρίνθψ μαΧα δ’ ὧκα λὲων ὼς πώεσι μήΧων ἔνθορε* τοι δ’ &μα Πάντες ὐπέτρεσαν οβριμον ανδρα-
κτεῖνε γὰρ Ίτνμονήα καί Τππασίδην 'AyέΧαον, οι ρ ἀπὸ Μιλήτοιο φέρον Α αν α οι σ ιν όμοκΧήν 280 Νάστῃ ὓπ’ άντιθέω καὶ·ὺπ’ Ἀμφιμάχῳ μεγαθὑμρ,
1 Zimmennarm, from Ρ for ayavbs of ν.
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Right to the heart of one he drave, and one Stabbed with a lightning sword-thrust ’twixt the hips:
Leapt through the wounds the life, and fled away. Oileus’ fiery son smote Derino&
’Twixt throat and shoulder with his ruthless spear; And on Alcibte Tydeus’ terrible son Swooped, and on Derimacheia : head with neck Clean from the shoulders of these twain he shore With ruin-wreaking brand. Together down Fell they, as young calves by the inassy axe Of brawny flesher felled, that, shearing through The sinews of the neck, lops life away.
So, by the hands of Tydeus’ son laid low
Upon the Trojan plain, far, far away
From their own highland-home, they fell. Nor these
Alone died; for the might of Sthenelus
Down on them hurled Cabeims’ corse, who came
From Sestos, keen to fight the Argive foe,
But never saw his fatherland again.
Then was the heart of Paris filled with wrath For a friend slain. Full upon Sthenelus Aimed he a shaft death-winged, yet touched him not, Despite his thirst for vengeance : otherwhere The arrow glanced aside, and carried death Whither the stem Fates guided its fierce wing,
And slew Evenor brazen-tasleted,
Who from Dulichium came to war with Troy.
For his death fury-kindled was the son Of haughty Phyleus : as a lion leaps Upon the flock, so swiftly rushed he: all Shrank huddling back before that terrible man. Itymoneus lie slew, and Hippasus’ son Agelaus : from Miletus brought they war Against the Danaan men by Nastes led,
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****** * ot Μυκάλην ἐνίμοντο Λάτμοιὁ τε λευκὰ κάρηνα Β par/χον τ’ ἄγκεα μάκρα καί ήιοεντα Πάνορμον Μαιάνδρου τε ρέβθρα βαθνρρόου, ος ἡ’ ἐπὶ γαῖαν Καρῶν άμττβΧόβσσαν ἀπὸ Φρυγίης πολυμήλου εἷσι ττοΧυγνάμπτοισιν ἑλισσὁμενος προχοῇσι. καὶ τοὺς μὲν κατἐπεφνε Μέγης ἐν δηιοτῆτι· άλλους δ’ αὖτ’ ἐδάμασσεν, ὅσους κἐχε δουρὶ κελαινῷ·
ἐν γάρ οἱ στίρνοισι θράσος βάλε Τριτογένεια, οφρα Κ€ δυσμενέεσσιν ὸλέθριον ἦμαρ ἐψείη. Δρησαῖον δ’ ἐδάμασσεν άρηίφιΧος Πολυποίτης, τὸν τἐκε δῖα Νἐαιρα περίφρονι Θειοδάμαντι μιχθεῖσ’ ἐν λεχέεσσιν ὑπαὶ ΧιττνΧψ νιφὁεντι, ἡγι θεοὶ Νιὁβην λᾶαν θέσαν, ἧς ἔτι δάκρυ πουλὺ μάλα στυφελἣς καταΧείββται νψόθι πὲτρης,
καί οἱ σνστοναχονσι poal ττοΧνηχέος Ἕρμου καὶ κορνφαί %ΐ7τνΧου ττ€ρίμήκ€€ς, ων καθύττερθ^ν βχθρη μηλονὁμοισιν ἀεὶ περιπἐπτατ’ ὁμίχλη· ἡ δὲ πόλει μέγα θαύμα τταρεσσνμ&οισι βροτοϊσιν, ovvbk eoLKe γυναικι ττοΧνστονψ, ἦ τ’ ἐπὶ λυγρῷ πἐνθεῖ μνρομένη μάλα μύρια Βάκρνα %εύει· καὶ τὺ μὲν άτρβκέως φτ)ς ἔμμεναι, ὁππὁτ’ ἄρ’ αὐτὴν
τηλόθεν ἀθρήσειας* ἐπὴν δὲ οἱ ἐγγὺς ΐκηαι,
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The god-like, and Amphimachus mighty-soulecl.
On Mycale they dwelt; beside their home
Rose Latmus’ snowy crests, stretched the long glens
Of Branches, and Panormus’ water-meads.
Maeander s flood deep-rolling swept thereby,
Which from the Phrygian uplands, pastured o’er By myriad flocks, around a thousand forelands Curls, swirls, and drives his hurrying ripples on Down to the vine-clad land of Carian men.
These mid the storm of battle Meges slew,
Nor these alone, but whomsoe’er his lance Black-shafted touched, were dead men; for his breast
The glorious Trito-bom with courage thrilled To bring to all his foes the day of doom.
And Polypoetes, dear to Ares, slew Dresaeus, whom the Nymph Neaera bare To passing-wise Theiodamas : for these Spread was the bed of love beside the foot Of Sipylits the Mountain, where the Gods Made Niobe a stony rock, wherefrom Tears ever stream : high up, the rugged crag Bows as one weeping, weeping: waterfalls Cry from far-echoing Hermus, wailing moan Of sympathy: the sky-encountering crests Of Sipylus, where alway floats a mist Hated of shepherds, echo back the cry.
Weird marvel seems that Rock of Niobe To men that pass with feet fear-goaded : there They see the likeness of a woman bowed,
In depths of anguish sobbing, and her tears Drop, as she mourns grief-stricken, endlessly.
Yea, thou wouldst say that verily so it was,
Viewing it from afar; but when hard by Thou standest, all the illusion vanishes;
And lo, a steep-browed ro&k, a fragment rent
*5
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φαίνεται αίττήεσσα ττετρη %ιττύΧοιό τ’ ἀπορρώξ. ἀλλ’ ἡ μὲν μακάρων ὸλοὺν γοΧον εκτεΧεονσα μύρεται εν πότρῃσιν Ιτ’ αχνυμενρ εικνΐα.
Ἀλλοι δ’ ἀμφ’ ἄλλοισι φόνον καί κηρ ετίθεντο άργαΧέην δεινός γὰρ ενεστρωφατο Κυδοιμὺς λαοῖς ἐν μέσσοισιν* άταρτηρον δὲ οἱ ἀγχι εἴστήκει Θανάτοιο τέλος, περὶ δὲ σφισι Κῆρες XεvyaXέaι στρωφώντο φόνον στονόεντα φερονσαι. πολλῶν δ’ ἐν κονίησι Χύθη κέαρ ήματι κείνψ Τρώων τ’ Ἀργείων τε, πολύς δ’ ἀλαΧητὸς όρώρει· ον yὰρ ττως άττεΧηγε μένος μίγα Πενθεσιλείης, ἀλλ’ ὦς τίς τε βόεσσι κατ ονρεα μάκρα λέαινα ένθόρχι ἀίξασα βαθυσκοττεΧου δἱὰ βησσης αΐματος ίμείρονσα, τό οἱ μάλα θύμον Ιαίνει* ὼς τῆμος Ααναοΐσιν Ἀρηϊὰς ενθορε κούρη. οἱ δ’ ὀπίσω γαζοντο τεθηττότα θύμον εγοντες, ἡ δ’ ἔπετ’ ἦύτε κῦμα βαρνγΒονποιο θαλάσσης νήεσιν ωκείησιν, ὅθ’ ἱστία λευκὰ ττετάσση οὖρος ἐπειγὁμενος, βοόω σ ι δὲ πάντοθεν ακραι ττόντον ερευηομενοιο ποτὶ γθονος yova μακρήν* ως η y εσττομενη Ααναων ἐδάιζε φάXayyaς, καί σφιν ἐπηπείλησε μίγα φρεσϊ κνΒιόωσα«
“ ὦ κύνες, ως Πριάμοιο κακήν αττοτίσετε Χώβην σήμερον ον yap πώ τις ἐμὺν σθένος ἐξυπαλύξας γάρμα φίΧοις τοκεεσσι καί νίάσιν ἡδ’ άΧογοισιν εσσεται· οίωνοϊς δὲ βόσις καί θηρσϊ θανόντες 20
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From Sipylus—yet Niobe is there,
Dreeing her weird, the debt of wrath divine,
A broken heart in guise of shattered stone.
All through the tangle of that desperate fray Stalked slaughter and doom. The incarnate Onset-shout
Raved through the rolling battle ; at her side Paced Death the ruthless, and the Fearful Faces, The Fates, beside them strode, and in red hands Bare murder and the groans of dying men.
That day the beating of full many a heart,
Trojan and Argive, was for ever stilled,
While roared the battle round them, while the fury Of Penthesileia fainted not nor failed;
But as amid long ridges of lone hills A lioness, stealing down a deep ravine,
Springs on the kine with lightning leap, athirst For blood wherein her fierce heart revelleth ;
So on the Danaans leapt that warrior-maid.
And they, their souls were cowed: backward they shrank,
And fast she followed, as a towering surge Chases across the thunder-booming sea A flying bark, whose white sails strain beneath The wind’s wild buffeting, and all the air Maddens with roaring, as the rollers crash On a black foreland looming on the lee Where long reefs fringe the surf-tormented shores. So chased she, and so dashed the ranks asunder Triuinphant-souled, and hurled fierce threats before : "Ye dogs, this day for evil outrage done To Priam shall ye pay 1 No man of you Shall from mine hands deliver his own life,
And win back home, to gladden parents’ eyes,
Or comfort wife or children. Ye shall lie Dead, ravined on by vultures and by wolves,
27
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κείσεσθ’, οὐδὲ τι τύμβος ἐφ’ νμίας ΐξεται αἴη?. 330 πῇ νῦν Τυδείδαο βίη, πῇ δ’ Αἰακίδαο, ποῦ δὲ και Αϊαντος; τοὺς γὰρ φάτις ἔμμεν ὰρίσ-τους*
ἀλλ,’ ἐμοὶ οὐ τλήσονται ἐναντία δηριάασθαι, μή σφιν ἀπὸ μέλεωνψνχάς φθιμένοισι πελάσσω.”
Ἠ ρα καὶ Ἀργείοισι μἐγα φρονέονσ evopovae 335 θηρϊ βίην ςίκνϊα, ττοΧνν δ’ ὕπεδάμνατο λαὺν ἄλλοτε μὲν βονττΧτγγι βαρνστόμψ, άλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ττάΧΧονσ ὸξὺν άκοντα· φἐρεν δέ οἱ αἰόλος ίππος ἰοδὁκην και τόξον ἀμείλνχον, εἴ που ἄρ’ αὐτῇ Xpet-ω αν αίματόεντα μόθον ββλέων akeyeiv&v 340 καὶ τοξοιο πὲλ-οιτο* θοοὶ δέ οἱ ἄνδρες ἔποντο Ἕκτορος άηχ^μάχοιο κασίγνητο! τε φίλοι τε οβριμον ἐν στίρνοισιν άναπνβίοντες Ἀρηα, οἳ Ααναούς ἐδάιζον ἐυξὲστῃς μελίῃσι* τοι δὲ θοοῖς φύλλοισιν ἐοικὁτες ἢ ῆτεκάδεσσι 346 ττίτττον €πτασσύτ€ροι3 μίγα δ’ ἔστενεν ἄσπετος αἶα αἵματι δευομένη νεκὑεσσί τε πεπΧηθυῖα* ἵπποι δ’ ἀμφὶ βἐλεσσι πεπαρμἐνοι ἢ μελίῃσιν ὑστάτιον χρζμίτιζον ἐὸν μἐνος ἐκπνείοντες* οί δὲ κὁνιν βρν<γμοΐσιι φραγμένοι άστταίρ€σκον 350 τοὺς δ’ ἄρα Τρώιοι ίπποι ἐπεσσύμενοι μετόπισθεν ἄντλον ὅπως στείβεσκον ὁμοῦ κταμΑνοισι πεσὸν-τ ας.
1 Zimmermann, for λαχμοῖσι of Koechly, and ὅραχμοῖσι of AMP.
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And none shall heap the earth-mound o’er your clay.
Where skulketh now the strength of Tydeus’ son, And where the might of Aeacus’ scion ? Where Is Aias’ bulk? Ye vaunt them mightiest men Of all your rabble. Ha ! they will not dare With me to close in battle, lest I drag Forth from their fainting frames their craven souls! ” Then heart-uplifted leapt she on the foe,
Resistless as a tigress, crashing through Ranks upon ranks of Argives, smiting now With that huge halberd massy-headed, now Hurling the keen dart, while her battle-horse Flashed through the fight, and on his shoulder bare Quiver and bow death-speeding, close to her hand, If inid that revel of blood she willed to speed The bitter-biting shaft. Behind her swept The charging lines of men fleet-footed, friends And brethren of the man who never flinched From close death-grapple, Hector, panting all The hot breath of the War-god from their breasts, All slaying Danaans with the ashen spear,
Who fell as frost-touched leaves in autumn fall One after other, or as drops of rain.
And aye went up a moaning from earth’s breast All blood-bedrenched, and heaped with corse on corse.
Horses pierced through with arrows, or impaled On spears, were snorting forth their last of strength With screaming neigliings. Men, with gnashing teeth
Biting the dust, lay gasping, while the steeds Of Trojan charioteers stormed in pursuit,
Trampling the dying mingled with the dead As oxen trample corn in threshing-floors.
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Καί τις ἐνὶ Τρώεσσιν άηάσσατο μακρὰ γεγη-
θών,
ὦς ἴδε Πενθεσίλειαν ἀνὰ στρατόν άίσσουσαν ΧαίΧαττι Kvavey εναΧιηκιον, ἦ τ’ ἐνὶ π ὸν τῳ	355
μαίνεθ\ ὅτ’ αχηοκερήι συνέρχεται ήεΧίου ῖς· καί ρ ο γε μαἡνιδίῃσιν ἐπ’ εΧττωρήσιν ἔειπεν ὦ φίλοι, ὡς άναφανΒον ἀπ’ ουρανού εἰλήλουθε σήμερον αθανάτων τις, ἵν’ Ἀργείοισι μάχη ται ἡμῖν ἦρα φερουσα Διὸς κρατερόφρονι βονΧή, 360 ὺς τάχα που μέμνηται εύσθενέος Πριάμοιο, ος ρά οἱ εύχεται είναι ἀφ’ αίματος άθανάτοιο. οὐ γὰρ τήνδε γυναῖκα γ’ όϊ'ομαι είσοράασθαι αντως θαρσαΧεην τε και ἀγλαὰ τεύχε εχονσαν, ἀλλ’ ἄρ’ Άθηνα/ην ἢ καρτερόθυμον Ἐνυὼ	365
ἢ Ἕριδ’ ἢ κλειτὴν ΑητωίΒα· καί μιν οίω σήμερον Ἀργείοισι φόνον στονόεντα βαΧέσθαι νήάς τ εμττρήσειν όΧοφ πυρί, τῇσι πάροιθεν ήΧνθον ἐς Τροίην νῶϊν κακὰ πολλὰ φέροντες, ήΧνθον άσχετον ἄμμιν ὐπ’ Ἀρεῖ Ίτημα φεροντες· 370 ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰν τταΧινορσοι ἐς Ἑλλάδα νοστήσαντες ττάτρην ενφρανέονσιν, ἐπεὶ θεὺς ἄμμιν άρήηειΓ Λί1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη Τρώων τις ἐνὶ φρεσϊ ττά<γχυ γεγηθὡς, νήπιος* οὐδ’ ἄρ’ εφράσσατ ειτεσσνμενον βαρν 7τήμα
οΐ αὐτῷ καὶ Τρωσὶ και αυτή Πενθεσιλείῃ.	375
οὐ γάρ πώ τι μόθοιο Βνσηχέος άμφιπίττυστο Αἴας όβριμόθνμος ἰδε πτολίπορθος ΆχιΧΧεύς, ἀλλ,’ αμφω περί σήμα ΜενοιτιάΒαο κεχνντο μνησάμενοι ετάροιο* 7εύς δ’ ἔχεν αΧΧνΒις ἄλλον.
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Then one exulting boasted mid the host Of Troy, beholding Penthesileia rush On through the foes’ array, like the black storm That maddens o’er the sea, what time the sun Allies his might with winter’s Goat-homed Star; And thus, puffed up with vain hope, shouted he : iC O friends, in manifest presence down from heaven One of the deathless Gods this day hath come To fight the Argives, all of love for us,
Yea, and with sanction of almighty Zeus,
He whose compassion now remembereth Haply strong-hearted Priam, who may boast For his a lineage of immortal blood.
For this, I trow, no mortal woman seems,
Who is so aweless-daring, who is clad In splendour-flashing arms: nay, surely she Shall be Athene, or the mighty-souled Enyo—haply Eris, or the Child Of Leto world-renowned. O yea, I look To see her hurl amid yon Argive men Mad-shrieking slaughter, see her set aflame Yon ships wherein they caine long years agone Bringing us many sorrows, yea, they came Bringing us woes of war intolerable.
Ha! to the home-land Hellas ne’er shall these With joy return, since Gods on our side fight.”
In overweening exultation so Vaunted a Trojan. Fool!—he had no vision Of ruin onward rushing upon himself And Troy, and Penthesileia’s self withal.
For not as yet had any tidings come Of that wild fray to Aias stormy-souled,
Nor to Achilles, waster of tower and town.
But on the grave-mound of Menoetius’ son They twain were lying, with sad memories Of a dear comrade crushed, and echoing
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τοὺς γὰρ δὴ μακάρων τις ἐρήτυε νόσφι κυΒοιμοϋ, 380 ὅφρ’ aXeyeivov οΧεθρον άναττΧησωσι δαμέντες πολλοὶ ὑπὸ Τρώεσσι καὶ ἐσθλῇ Πενθεσιλείῃ, ἦ σφιν έττασσυτεροις κακά μηΒετο, καί οί ἅεξεν ἀλκὴ ὁμῶς καὶ θάρσος ἐπὶ πλέον, οὐδέ ποτ’ αιχμήν
μαψιΒίην ϊθυνεν, ἀεὶ δ’ ἣ νώτα δάὶζε	385
φευηόντων ἣ στέρνα καταντίον αισσοντων* θερμω δ’ αϊματι πάμπαν ἐδεύετο, γυῖα δ’ ἐλαφρὰ ἔπλετ’ εττεσσνμένης· κάματος δ’ οὐ δάμνατο θύμον
άτρομον, ἀλλ’ ἀδάμαντος ἔχεν μένος· εἰσέτι γάρ μιν,
οὔπω ἐπὶ κΧόνον αίνον εττοτρύνουσ Ἀχιλἣα,1 389ικ ΑΙσα λυγρὴ κνΒαινεν, αττοιτροθι δ’ εστηυϊα 390 χάρμης κυΒιάασκεν όΧέθριον, ου ν εκ ἔμελλε κούρην ου μετά Βηρόν ὺπ’ ΑΙακίΒαο χέρεσσι δάμνασθ’· ἀμφὶ δε μιν ζόφος εκρυφε· τὴν δ’ όρόθννεν
αἰὲν ἄϊστος ἐοῦσα καὶ ἐ? κακόν ἦγεν ὄλεθρον ύστατα κυΒαίνουσ’· ἡ δ’ ἄλλοθεν άΧΧον εναιρεν. 395 ώς δ’ ὁπὁθ’ έρσηεντος ἔσω κηττοιο θοροϋσα ·.ττοίης εΧΒομένη θνμηΒέος εϊαρι ττόρτις άνέρος ου τταρεόντος έττέσσυται ἄλλοθεν ἄλλῃ σινομἐνη φυτὰ ττάντα νέον μάλα τηΧεθόωντα, καὶ τὰ μὲν ὰρ κατεΒαψε, τα δ’ ἐν πόσιν ήμάΧ-Βυνεν	400
1 Zimmermann, for MS. οὅνε/ca μοῖρα ποτί κλεινὅν δτρύνουοτ* ἀχιλῆα.
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Each one the other’s groaning. One it was Of the Blest Gods who still was holding back These from the battle-tumult far away,
Till many Greeks should fill the measure up Of woeful havoc, slain by Trojan foes And glorious Penthesileia, who pursued With murderous intent their rifted ranks,
While ever waxed her valour more and more,
And waxed her might within her: never in vain She aimed the unswerving spear-thrust: aye she pierced
The backs of them that fled, the breasts of such As charged to meet her. All the long shaft dripped With steaming blood. Swift were her feet as wind As down she swooped. Her aweless spirit failed For weariness nor fainted, but her might Was adamantine. The impending Doom,
Which roused unto the terrible strife not yet Achilles, clothed her still with glory ; still Aloof the dread Power stood, and still would shed Splendour of triumph o’er the death-ordained But for a little space, ere it should quell That Maiden ’neath the bands of Aeacus’ son.
In darkness ambushed, with invisible hand Ever it thrust her ον, and drew her feet Destruction-wanl, and lit her path to death With glory, while she slew foe after foe.
As when within a dewy garden-close,
Longing for its green· springtide freshness, leaps A heifer, and there rangeth to and fro,
When none is by to stay her, treading down All its green herbs, and all its wealth of bloom, Devouring greedily this, and marring that With trampling feet; so ranged she, Ares’ child,
33
D
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
ὼς ἄρ’ Αχαιών νΐας ἐπεσσυμἐνη καθ’ όμιλόν κούρη Ἕνυαλίη τοὺς μὲν κτάνε, τοὺς δ’ εφόβησε.
ΤρωιάΒες δ’ ἀπάνευθεν άρήια epya γυναικὸς θαύμαζον, πολεμοιο δ’ ἔρως λάβεν ἱπποδάμοιο Ἀντιμάχοιο θνηατρα Μενεπτολέμοιο δ’ ἄκοιτιν Τ ισιφόνην κ ρ areρη σ ι δ’ ὑπὸ φρεσὶν ἐμμεμαυῖα θαρσαλέον φάτο μῦθον όμήλικας ότρύνονσα δῆριν ἐπὶ στονόεσσαν* ἔγειρε δὲ οἱ θράσος αλκήν* “ ὦ φίλαι, άλκιμον ἦτορ ἐνὶ στέρνοισι λαβοΰσαι άνΒράσιν ήμετεροισιν όμοίιον, οί περὶ ττάτρης δυσμενέσιν μάρνανται ὑπὲρ τεκεων τε και ήμέων, ονποτ αναπνείοντες όϊζνος—ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐταὶ παρθεμεναι φρβσϊ θύμον ϊσης μνησώμεθα χάρμης· ον γὰρ ἀπόπροθεν εἰμεν ένσθενεων αίζηών, ἀΧλ’ οἷον κείνοισι πόλει μἐνος ἔστι καὶ ἡμῖν Ισοι δ’ οφθαλμοί και γούνατα, πάντα δ’ όμοια, ξννον δ’ αὖ πἀντεσσι φάος καὶ νήχυτος ἀήρ, φορβή δ’ οὐχ ετερη* τί δ’ ἐπ’ άνΒράσι λώιον άλλο θήκε θεός; τῷ μή τι φεβώμεθα όηιοτήτα. ἣ οὐχ όράατε yvvaiKa μεη αίζηών προφέρονσαν άγχεμάχων; τής δ’ οὔτι πόλει σχεδὸν οὔτε ηενεθλη
οντ άρ Ιον πτολίεθρον, ὑπὲρ ξεινοιο δ’ άνακτος μάρναται έκ θνμοιο καί ονκ εμπάζεται ἀνδρῶν ενθεμένη φρεσϊ θάρσος άταρτηρόν τε νόημα· ἡμῖν δ’ άλλοθεν άλλα παραι πόσιν aXyea Κεῖται· τῆς μὲν γὰρ φίλα τέκνα καί άνερες άμφι πόληι 34
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Through reeling squadrons of Aehaea’s sons,
Slew these, and hunted those in panic rout.
From Troy afar the women marvelling gazed At the Maid’s battle-prowess. Suddenly A fiery passion for the fray hath seized Antimaclius’ daughter, Meneptoleinus’ wife, Tisiphone. Her heart waxed strong, and filled With lust of fight she cried to her fellows all,
With desperate-daring words, to spur them on To woeful war, by recklessness made strong:
“ Friends, let a heart of valour in our breasts Awake ! Let us be like our lords, who fight With foes for fatherland, for babes, for us,
And never pause for breath in that stem strife I Let us too throne war’s spirit in our hearts l Let us too face the fight which favoureth none !
For we, we women, be not creatures cast In diverse mould from men : to us is given Such energy of life as stirs in them.
Eyes have we like to theirs, and liinbs : throughout Fashioned we are alike : one common light We look on, and one common air we breathe :
With like food are we nourished :—nay, wherein Have we been dowered of God more niggardly Than men ? Then let us shrink not from the fray! See ye not yonder a woman far excelling Men in the grapple of fight ? Yet is her blood Nowise akin to ours, nor fighteth she For her own city. For an alien king She warreth of her own heart’s prompting, fears The face of no man ; for her soul is thrilled With valour and with spirit invincible.
But we — to right, to left, lie woes on woes About our feet: this mourns beloved sons,
And that a husband who for hearth and home
35
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ωλ\ννθ\ αι δὲ τοκῆας ὸδυρὁμεθ’ οὐκέτ’ ἐὸντας· ἄλλαι δ’ αὖτ’ άκάχηνται ἀδελφειῶν ἐπ’ ὀλέθρῳ καὶ 7τηῶν- οὐ γάρ τις οϊζυρής κακὁτητος ἄμμορος· ἐλπωρὴ δὲ πόλει καὶ δοὑλιον ἦμαρ 430 εἰσιδἑειν* τῷ μή τις ἔτ’ άμβόλίη ττολέμοω εϊη τειρομέντ^σιν* εοικε γὰρ ἐν δαὶ μᾶλλον τεθνάμεν ἣ μετόπισθεν ὺπ’ ἀλλοδαποῖσιν ἄγεσθαι νηπιάχοις αμα παισὶν ἀνιηρῇ ὐπ’ ἀνἀγκῃ άστεος αίθομένοιο real άντρων οὐκέτ’ ἐὸντων.” 435
ΛΙὰς ἄρ’ ἔφη· πάσῃσι δ’ ἔρα)? στνγεροΐο μοθοιο ἔμπεσεν* έσ συ μένω ς δὲ πρὸ τείχεος ορμαίνεσκον βήμεναι ἐν τεὐχεσσιν ἀρηγὑμεναι μεμαυῖαι ἄστεῖ καὶ λαοῖσιν* ορίνετο δέ σφισι θυμός, ώς δ’ ὅτ’ ἔσω σίμβλοιο μέγ ίνζωσι μέλισσαν 440 χείματος οὐκέτ’ ἐὁντον, ὅτ’ ἐς νομον εντννονται έλθέμεν, οὐδ’ ἄρα τῇσι φίλον πόλει ἔνδοθι μίμνειν, ἄλλη δ’ αὖθ’ ετέρην ττ ροχαλίζεται έκτος ἄγεσθαι· ὼς ἄρα Τρωιάδες ποτὶ φνλοττιν εηκονέονσαι άλληλας ωτρννον ἀπόπροθι δ’ είμια θἐντο	445
καὶ ταλάρους, ἀλεγεινὰ δ’ ἐπ’ εντεα γείρας ϊαλλον.
Καί νύ κεν ἄστεος ἐκτὺς αμα σφετέροισιν ολοντο άνΒράσι καί σθεναρφσιν Άμαζόσιν εν δαὶ* κείνῃ, εἰ μή σφεας κατέρνξε πύκα φρονέονσα Θεανώ έσσνμένας τηνντοΐσι τταραυΒησασ ἐπέεσσι· 450 “ τίπτε ποτὶ κλόνον αίνον ἐελδὁμεναι ττονέεσθαι, σχέτλιαι, οὔτι πάροιθε ττονησάμεναι περὶ χάρμη?, ἀλλ’ ἄρα νηίΒες epyov ἐπ’ ατλητον μεμανΐαι 3^
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Hath died ; some wail for fathers now no inore; Some grieve for brethren and for kinsmen lost. Not one but hath some share in sorrow’s cup. Behind all this a fearful shadow looms,
The day of bondage ! Therefore flinch not ye From war, O sorrow-laden ! Better far To die in battle now, than afterwards Hence to be haled into captivity To alien folk, we and our little ones,
In the stem grip of fate leaving behind A burning city, and our husbands’ graves/’
So cried she, and with passion for stem war Thrilled all those women; and with eager speed They hasted to go forth without the wall Mail-clad, afire to battle for their towri And people : all their spirit was aflame.
As when within a hive, when winter-tide Is over and gone, loud hum the swarming bees What time they make them ready forth to fare To bright flower-pastures, and no more endure To linger there within, but each to other Crieth the challenge-cry to sally forth ;
Even so bestirred themselves the women of Troy, And kindled each her sister to the fray.
The weaving-wool, the distaff far they flung,
And to grim weapons stretched their eager hands.
And now without the city these had died In that wild battle, as their husbands died And the strong Amazons died, had not one voice Of wisdom cried to stay their maddened feet, When with dissuading words Theano spake :
“ Wherefore, ah wherefore for the toil and strain Of battle’s fearful tumult do ye yearn,
Infatuate ones ? Never your limbs have toiled In conflict yet. In utter ignorance
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ορννσθ’ άφραΒέως; οὐ γὰρ σθένος εσσεται Ισον ἡμῖν καὶ Ααναοϊσιν έπισταμένοισι μάχεσθαι,	455
αὐτὰρ Ἀμαζὁσι δῆρις ἀμείλιχος ίτητασίαι τε εΰαΒον ἐξ αρχής καί ο σ άνέρες epya μέΧονταί' τοΰνεκ άρα σφίσι θυμός ἀρήϊος αἰὲν ορωρεν, οὐδ’ άνΒρών Βενονται, ἐπεὶ πόνος ἐς μίγα κάρτος θύμον άνηέξησε καί άτρομα yovvar εθηκε,	460
τὴν δὲ φάτις καί Ἀρηος ἔμεν κρατεροΐο θχτγατρα' τ ψ οι θηλυτέρην τιν εριζέμεν οΰτι ἔοικεν* ἡ6 τάχ’ αθανάτων τις ἐπήλυθεν εύχομένοισιν. πᾶσι δ’ ἄρ’ άνθρώποισιν όμόν γένος, ἀλλ’ ἐπὶ ἔργα στρωφώντ αΧΧος ἐπ’ ἄλλα* νὲλει δ’ άρα κείνο φέριστον	465
ἔργον, ὅ τι φρεσὶν ἦσιν ἐπιστάμενος πονέηται* τοΰνεκα Βηιοτήτος άποσχόμεναι κεΧαΒεινής ιστόν επεντννεσθε φίλων ἕντοσθε μελάθρων. άνΒράσι δ’ ήμετέροισι περί πτολέμοιο μελήσει. εΧπωρή δ’ ἀγαθοῖο τάχ’ εσσεται, οϋνεκ ’Αχαιούς 470 Βερκόμεθ* όλΧνμένους, μέγα δὲ κράτος ορνυται άνΒρών
ήμετέρων οὐδ’ εστικακον Βέος· οΰτι yap ἄστυ δήιοι ἀμφὶς ἔχουσι ν άνηΧέες, ουτ άXεyειvη yiver ἀναγκαίη καὶ θηλυτέρῃσι μάχεσθαιΓ 'Ὠς φάτο* ταὶ δ’ έπίθοντο πα^Χαιοτέρτ} περ εονστ), 475 υσμίνην δ’ ἀπάνευθεν εσεΒρακον. ἡ δ5 ἔτι Χάους Βάμνατο Πενθεσίλεια, περιτρομέοντο ὃ’ Αχαιοί,
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Panting for labour unendurable,
Ye rush on all-unthinking; for your strength Can never be as that of Danaan men,
Men trained in daily battle. Amazons Have joyed in ruthless fight, in charging steeds, From the beginning: all the toil of men Do they endure; and therefore evermore The spirit of the War-god thrills them through. They fall not short of men in anything :
Their labour-hardened frames make great their hearts For all achievement: never faint their knees Nor tremble. Rumour speaks their queen to be A daughter of the mighty Lord of War.
Therefore no woman may compare with her In prowess—if she be a woman, not A God come down in answer to our prayers.
Yea, of one blood be all the race of men,
Yet unto diverse labours still they tum;
And that for each is evermore the best Whereto he bringeth skill of use and wont.
Therefore do ye from tumult of the fray Hold you aloof, and in your women’s bowers Before the loom still pace ye to and fro;
And war shall be the business of our lords.
Lo, of fair issue is there hope : we see The Achaeans falling fast: we see the might Of our men waxing ever : fear is none Of evil issue now : the pitiless foe Beleaguer not the town : no desperate need There is that women should go forth to war.”
So ened she, and they hearkened to the words Of her who had garnered wisdom from the years;
So from afar they watched the fight. But still
Penthesileia brake the ranks, and still
Before her quailed the Achaeans : still they found
39
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οὐδὲ σφιν θανάτοιο πέλε στσνὁεντος ἄλυξις* ἀλλ’ ἅτε μηκάδες αἶγες ὐπὺ βΧοσνρησι ηένυσσι πορδάλιος κτείνοντο, ποθὴ δ’ ἔχεν οὐκέτι χάρμη? άνέρας ἀλλὰ φοβοιο, καὶ ἄλλυδις ήιον ἄλλοι οἱ μὲν άττορρίψαντες ἐπὶ χθονα τεὐχε’ ἀπ’ ώμων, οἱ δ’ ἄρα σὺν τεὐχεσσι, καὶ ηνίοχων ἀπάνευθεν ίπποι ἴσαν φεύγοντες· ἐπεσσυμἐνοις δ’ ἄρα χάρμα ἔπλετ’, α/πόΧΧνμένων δὲ πολὺς στόνος* οὐδὲ τις ἀλκὴ
jivero τειρομένοισι* μινυνθάδιοι δὲ πέλοντο ττ αυτές, οσονς ίκίχανεν ἀνὰ κρυερον στόμα χάρμης. ώς δ’ ὅτ’ έτηβρίσασα μίγα στονὁεσσα θύελλα ἄλλα μὲν ἐκ ρ Ι ζέω ν χαμάδις βάλε δἐνδρεα μάκρα ἄνθεσι τηΧεθόωντα, τὰ δ’ ἐκ ττρέμνοιο κέδασσβν νψόθεν, ἀλλήλοισι δ’ ἐπὶ κΧασθέντα κέχυνται· ὦς Δαναών κέκΧιντο πολὺς στρατὸς ἐν κονίησι Μοιράων ἰὁτητι καὶ Ιγχεῖ Πενθεσιλείης.
Αὐτὰρ ἐπεὶ καὶ νῆες έννπρησεσθαι e μέλλον χερσϊν ΰτΓο Τρώων, τότε που μενεδήϊος Αἴας οἰμωγῆς ἐσάκουσε καὶ ΑΙακίδην προσέειπεν “ ώ Ἀχιλεῦ, περὶ δή μοι άττείροτος ήλυθεν αὐδὴ ονασιν ώς ττοΧέμοιο σννεσταότος μεγάλοιο* ἀλλ’ ἴομεν, μὴ Τρώες ύττοφθάμενοί τταρά νηυσίν Ἀργείους ὸΧέσωσι, καταφΧέζωσί δὲ νῆας· νῶϊν δ* άμφοτέροισιν εΧεγχείη ἀλεγεινὴ ἔσσεται* οὐ γὰρ ἔοικε Διὸς μεγάλοιο γεγῶτας αίσχννειν ττατερων iepov γἐνος, οἶ ρα καὶ αὐτοὶ 4°
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Nor screen nor hiding-place from imminent death. As bleating goats are by the blood-stained jaws Of a grim panther tom, so slain were they.
In each man’s heart all lust of battle died,
And fear alone lived. This way, that way fled The panic-stricken: some to earth had flung The armour from their shoulders ; some in dust Grovelled in terroi· ’neath their shields : the steeds Fled through the rout unreined of charioteers.
In rapture of triumph charged the Amazons,
With groan and scream of agony died the Greeks. Withered their manhood was in that sore strait; Brief was the span of all whom that fierce maid Mid the grim jaws of battle overtook.
As when with mighty roaring bursteth down A storm upon the forest-trees, and some Uprendeth by the roots, and on the earth Dashes them down, the tall stems blossom-crowned, And snappeth some athwart the trunk, and high Whirls them through air, till all confused they lie A ruin of splintered stems and shattered sprays;
So the great Danaan host lay, dashed to dust By doom of Fate, by Penthesileia’s spear.
But when the very ships were now at point To be by hands of Trojans set aflame,
Then battle-bider Aias heard afar
The panic-cries, and spake to Aeacus’ son :
Ci Achilles, all the air about mine ears Is full of multitudinous cries, is full Of thunder of battle rolling nearer aye.
Let us go forth then, ere the Trojans win Unto the ships, and make great slaughter there Of Argive meix, and set the ships aflame.
Foulest reproach such thing on thee and me Should bring ; for it beseems not that the seed Of mighty Zeus should shame the sacred blood
4*
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το πρὶν ἅμ’ Ἠρακλῆι Βαϊφρονι ΑαομέΒοντος Ύροίην,1 αγλαόν ἄστυ, Βιέττραθον ἐγχεἰῃσι*	505
ώς καὶ νυν τέλέβσθαι ὑφ’ ἡμετίρῃσιν ὀίω χερσίν, ἐπεὶ μίγα κάρτος ἀεξεται άμφοτέροισιν”
ΛΟς φάτο* τῷ δ ’ἐπίθησε θρασύ σθένος ΑΙακίΒαο* κλαγγήν γὰρ στονὁεσσαν υπέκλυεν ουασιν οϊσιν. ἄμφω δ’ ώρμηθησαν ἐπ’ ἔντεα μαρμαίροντα* 510 καὶ τὰ μὲν έσσάμβνοι κατεναντίον εσταν ομίλου· τῶν δ’ άρα τεὐχεα καλὰ μέγ’ 6βράχε· μαίνβτο Bi σφιν
Ισον θυμός Ἀρηι· τόσον σθένος άμφοτέροισι Βωκβν ἐττειγομἐνοισι σακέσπαλος Ἀτρυτώνη. Ἀργεῖοι δ’ βχάρησαν, ἐπεὶ ἴδον άνΒρε κράταιος 515 εΙΒομένω τταίΒεσσιν Άλωήος μεγάλοιο, οἶ ποτ’ ἐπ’ εὐρὺν ’Όλυμπον ἔφαν θὲμεν οΰρεα μακρὰ
5Όσσαν τ’ αἰπεινὴν καὶ Πήλιον ύψικάρηνον,
οττττως δὴ μεμαωτε καὶ ουρανόν είσαφίκωνταί'
τοίοο άρ άντέστησαν άταρτηροϋ ττολέμοιο	„ 520
ΑΙακίΒαι, μέγα χάρμα λιλαιομένοισιν Ἀχαιοῖς,
άμφω ἐπειγόμενοι Βηίων ἀπὸ λαὺν ὸλέσσαι.
πολλοὺς δ’ ἐγχείῃσιν ἀμαιμακέτῃσι Βάμασσαν*
ως ὃ’ ὅτε ττίονα μήλα βοοΒμητήρε λέοντβ
ευρόντ ἐν ξυλόχοισν φίλων ἀπάνευθε νομηων 525
1 Zimmemann (for MS. Τροίας), whose arrangement of lines is adopted.
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Of hero-fathers, who themselves of old With Hercules the battle-eager sailed To Troy, and smote her even at her height Of glory, when Laomedon was king.
Ay, and I ween that our hands even now Shall do the like: we too are mighty men.”
He spake : the aweless strength of Aeacus’ son Hearkened thereto, for also to his ears By this the roar of bitter battle came.
Then basted both, and donned their warrior-gear All splendour-gleaming: now, in these arrayed Facing that stormy-tossing rout they stand.
Loud clashed their glorious armour: in their souls A battle-fury like the War-god’s wrath Maddened ; such might was breathed into these twain
By Atrytorib, Shaker of the Shield,
As on they pressed. With joy the Argives saw The coming of that mighty twain: they seemed In semblance like Aloeus’ giant sons Who in the old time made that haughty vaunt Of piling on Olympus’ brow the height Of Ossa steeply-towering, and the crest Of sky-encountering Pelion, so to rear A mountain-stair for their rebellious rage To scale the highest heaven. Huge as these The sons of Aeacus seemed, as forth they strode To stem the tide of war. A gladsome sight To friends who have fainted for their coming, now Onward they press to crush triumphant foes.
Many they slew with their resistless spears ;
As when two herd-destroying lions come On sheep amid the copses feeding, far From help of shepherds, and in heaps on heaps
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πανσυδίῃ κτείνωσιν, ἄχρις μελαν αἷμα πιὁντες σπλάγχνων ἐμπλήσωυται τὴν πολυχανδἐὰ νηδνν ὼς οἶ γ’ ἄμφω δΧεσσαν άττειρεσιον στρατόν ἀνδρῶν.
Ἕνθ’ Λίως ἕλε Αηίογρν καὶ ἀρήιον Γ/Τλλον,
Eυρννομόν τε φιΧοπτοΧεμον καὶ Ἐνυἐὰ δῖον. 530 Ἀντάνδρην δ’ ἄρα Πηλείδης ἕλε και Πολεμούσαν ἡδὲ καί Ἀντιβρὁτην, μετὰ δ’ Τπποθὁην ἐρίθυμον, τῇσι δ’ ἔφ’ Ἀρμοθὁην ἐπὶ δ’ ᾤχετο λαὺν ατταντα συν Τελαμωνιάδῃ μεγαΧήτορι* των δ’ ὑπο χερσι ττυκναί τε σθεναραί τε κατηρείττοντο φάΧαγγες 535 ρεῖα καὶ δτραΧεως, ώσει πυρὶ δάσκιος ὕλη ονρεος ἐν ξυνοχῇσιν ετησττεργρντος άήτεω.
Τοὺς δ’ ὁπότ’ εἰσενὁησε δαίφρων ΤΙενθεσίΧεια Θήρας ἔπω? θννοντας άνά μόθον οκρνόεντα, ἀμφοτέρων ὦρμησε κατάντιον, ήύτε Χν<γρή	540
πόρδαλις ἐν ξνΧόχοισιν ολέθριο ν ἦτορ ἔχουσα αἰνὰ πτερισσαίνουσα θ Spy κατεναντ εττ ιόντων άγρεντέων, οϊττερ μιν ἐν εντεσι θωρηχθέντες έσσυμίνην μίμνονσι πεττοιθότες ἐγχείῃσιν ὼς ἄρα Πενθεσίλειαν ἀρήιοι ἄνδρες εμιμνον	545
δούρατ’ ἀειράμενοι* περὶ δέ σφισι χαλκος ἀύτει κινν μενών πρώτη δ’ εβαΧεν ττεριμήκετον ἔγχος εσθΧή Πενθεσίλεια* τὺ δ’ ἐς σάκος Αιακίδαο ἷξεν, άττεπΧώγχθη δὲ διατρνφεν εὖτ’ ἀπὸ ττέτρης* τοι’ ἔσαν Ἠφαίστοιο ττερίφρονος αμβροτα δώρα. 550 ἡ δ’ ἕτερον μετὰ χβρσὶ τιτύσκετο θονρον άκοντα Αἴσντος κατεναντα καί άμφοτεροισιν απειλεί*
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Slay them, till they have drunken to the full Of blood, and filled their maws insatiate With flesh, so those destroyers twain slew on, Spreading wide havoc through the hosts of Troy.
There Deiochus and gallant Hyllus fell By Aias slain, and fell Eurynomus Lover of war, and goodly Enyeus died.
But Peleus’ son burst on the Amazons Smiting Antandre, Polemusa then,
Antibroto, fierce-souled Hippothoe,
Hurling Harmoth.o& down on sisters slain.
Then hard on all their reeling ranks he pressed With Telamon’s mighty-hearted son ; and now Before their hands battalions dense and strong Crumbled as weakly and as suddenly As when in mountain-folds the forest-brakes Shrivel before a tempest-driven fire.
When battle-eager Penthesileia saw These twain, as through the scourging storm of war Like ravening beasts they rushed, to meet them there She sped, as when a leopard grim, whose mood ^ Is deadly, leaps from forest-coverts forth,
Lashing her tail, on hunters closing round,
While these, in armour clad, and putting trust In their long spears, await her lightning leap;
So did those warriors twain with spears upswung Wait Penthesileia. Clanged the brazen plates About their shoulders as they moved. And first Leapt the long-shafted lance sped from the hand Of goodly Penthesileia. Straight it flew To the shield of Aeacus’ son, but glancing thence This way and that the shivered fragments sprang As from a rock-face ; of such temper were The cunning-hearted Fire-god’s gifts divine.
Then in her hand the warrior-inaid swung up A second javelin fury-winged, against
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“ νυν μὲν ἐμῆς ἀπὸ χειρὸς ἐτώσιον ἑκθορεν ἔγχος· ἀλλ’ ὁ ίω τάχα τῷδε μένος καί θύμον ολέσσειν υμέων ἀμφοτέρων, οἶ τ’ ἄλκιμοι εὐχετάασθε ἔμμεναι ἐν Δαναοῖσιν ελαφρότερη δὲ μόθοιο εσσεται ἱπποδάμοισι τότε Τρώεσσιν οίζνς. ἀλλά μοι άσσον ϊκεσθε κατο, κλόνον, ὅφρ’ ἐσί-δησθε,
οσσον Άμαξόσι κάρτος ἐνὶ στηθεσσιν ορωρεν καί yap μεν (γένος ἐστὶν Ἀρήιον* οὐδὲ με θνητός (γείνατ ἀνήρ, ἀλλ’ αὐτὸ? Ἀρης άκόρητος ομόκλής· τοννεκά μου μένος ἐστὶ πολὺ ττροφερέστατον
ϊ ο. «	»
ανορων.
ἦ, μέγα [καγχαπὸωσα κατὰ φρένας* ηκε δ’ ἄρ’
ἔχχος
δεύτερον] οι δ’ έyέλaσσavs ἄφαρ δέ οἱ ηλασεν αίχμη
ΑΧ αν τ ος κνημΐΒα ττανάρηνρον* οὐδέ οἱ εἴσω ηλνθεν ες %ροα καλόν ἐπειγομἐνη περ ίκέσθαι· ον yap δὴ ττέττρωτο μιγήμεναι at ματ ι κείνον Βνσμενέων στονόεσσαν ἐπὶ πτολέμοισιν ἀκωκήν. Αἴας δ’ οὐκ άλέyιζεv Ἀμαζὁνος, ἀλλ’ ἄρα Τρώων ἐς Ίτληθνν αν ο ρ ον σ 6· λίττεν δ’ ἄρα Πηλείωνι οιῴ Πενθεσίλειαν, ἐπεί ῄά οι ἐν φρεσϊ θνμος ῄδεεν, ώ? Ἀχιλῆι καὶ ίφθίμη περ εονσα ρηίδιος πόνος ἔσσεθ’ ὅπως ἴρηκι ττέλεια*
Ή δὲ μίγα στονάγγησεν ετώσια δοῦρα βαλονσα καί μιν κερτομέων ττροσεφώνεε Πηλέος νιος*
“ ὦ γύναι, ὼς άλίοισιν άγαλλομένη εττέεσσιν
Φ
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Aias, and with fierce words defied the twain:
“ Ha, from mine hand in vain one lance hath leapt!
But with this second look I suddenly
To quell the strength and courage of two foes,—
Ay, though ye vaunt you mighty men of war Amid your Danaans ! Die ye shall, and so Lighter shall be the load of wars affliction That lies upon the Trojan chariot-lords.
Draw nigh, come through the press to grips with me, So shall ye learn what might wells up in breasts Of Amazons. With my blood is mingled war !
No mortal man begat me, but the Lord Of War, insatiate of the battle-cry.
Therefore my might is more than any mail’s.”
With scornful laughter spake she: then she hurled Her second lance; but they in utter scorn Laughed now, as swiftly flew the shaft, and smote The silver greave of Aias, and was foiled Thereby, and all its fury could not scar The flesh within; for fate had ordered not That any blade of foes should taste the blood Of Aias in the bitter war. But he Recked of the Amazon naught, but turned him thence
To rush upon the Trojan host, and left Penthesileia unto Peleus’ son Alone, for well he knew his heart within That she, for all her prowess, none the less Would cost Achilles battle-toil as light,
As effortless, as doth the dove the hawk.
Then groaned she an angry groan that she had sped
Her shafts in vain; and now with scoffing speech
To her in tum the son of Peleus spake:
i<r Woman, with what vain vauntings triumphing
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ἡμέων ήλυθες ἄντα λιλαιομἐνη ποΧεμίζενν, οἳ μίγα φέρτατοι εἰμεν ετηχθονίων ηρώων ἐκ γὰρ δη Κρονίωνος ἐριγδοὑποιο γενέθλη ς βύχόμεθ* ἐκγεγάμεν τρομεεσκε δὲ καὶ θοὸς "Ἕκτωρ ἡμέας, εἰ καὶ ἄπωθεν εσέΒρακεν α ίσσ όντας δῆριν ἐπὶ στονόεσσαν ἐμὴ δέ μιν εκτανεν αιχμή 580 καὶ κρατβρόν περ ἐὁντα· σὺ δ’ ἐν φρεσὶ πάγχυ μέμηνας,
ἢ μέγ’ ετΧης καὶ νωιν έτΓηπτείΧησας ολέθρου σήμερον ἀλλὰ σοι εἶθαρ εΧενσεται ύστατον ημαρ* οὐδὲ γὰρ οὐδ’ αυτός σε ττατηρ ἔτι ρύσεται Ἀρης 585 ἐξ ἐμέθεν τίσει? δὲ κακόν μάρον, εὖτ’ ἐν ορεσσι κεμμας όμαρτήσασα βοοΒμητηρι λέοντι. ἣ οὔπω πὸδ’ ἄκουσα?, ὅσων νττοκονττπεσε γυῖα Ξάνθον πὰρ ττροχοησιν ὑφ’ ήμετέρης παλάμῃσιν; ἦ σευ πευθομἐνης μάκαρες φ ρ ένας έξείΧοντο 590 καί νοον, οφρα σε Κῆρες αμείΧιχον άμφιχάνωσιν;” Ὄ9 είττών οϊμησε κραταιη χειρί τ ιτ αίνων Χαοφόνον δόρυ μακράν ὑπαὶ Χ,είρωνι πονηθέν αἶψα δ’ ὑπὲρ μαζοίο Βαίφρονα ΤίενθεσίΧειαν οὕτασε 8εξιτεροΐο· μέΧαν Bi οι ερρεεν αΐμα	595
ἐσσυμένως· ἡ δ’ εἶθαρ ύττεκΧάσθη μεΧέεσσιν εκ δ’ εβαΧεν χενρος ττέΧεκυν μέγα ν άμφϊ Βέ οι νὺξ όφθαΧμονς ηχΧνσε καί ἐς φρένα δῦσαν ανίαν. ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼ ς αμττννε και εἴσιδε δήιον ἄνδρα ἡδη μιν μέΧΧοντα καθεΧκέμεν ώκέος Χτττνον·	600
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Hast thou come forth against us, all athirst To battle with us, who be mightier far Than earthbom heroes? We from Cronos* Son,
The Thunder-roller, boast our high descent.
Ay, even Hector quailed, the battle-swift,
Before us, e’en though far away he saw Our onrush to grim battle. Yea, my spear Slew him, for all his might. But thou—thine heart Is utterly mad, that thou hast greatly dared To threaten us with death this day ! On thee Thy latest hour shall swiftly come—is come!
Thee not thy sire the War-god now shall pluck Out of mine hand, but thou the debt shalt pay Of a dark doom, as when mid mountain-folds A pricket meets a lion, waster of herds.
What, woman, hast thou heard not of the heaps Of slain, that into Xanthus’ rushing stream Were thrust by these mine hands?—or hast thou heard
In vain, because the Blessed Ones have storn Wit and discretion from thee, to the end That Doom’s relentless gulf might gape for thee ? ” He spake ; he swung up in his mighty hand And sped the long spear warrior-slaying, wrought By Chiron, and above the right breast pierced The battle-eager maid. The red blood leapt Forth, as a fountain wells, and all at once Fainted the strength of Penthesileia’s limbs; Dropped the great battle-axe from her nerveless hand;
A mist of darkness overveiled her eyes,
And anguish thrilled her soul. Yet even so Still drew she difficult breath, still dimly saw The hero, even now in act to drag Her from the swift steed’s back. Confusedly She thought: “ Or shall I draw my mighty sword,
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μείναι ἐπεσσυμἐνοιο θοον Άχιλήος ερωήν, ἣ κραιπνώς Ίππο ω κατ ώκυτάτοιο θορουσα λίσσεσθ’ άνέρα δῖον, υποσχέσθαι δέ οἱ ωκα χαλκόν ὰλις καὶ χρυσόν, α τε φρένας ἔνδον Ιαίνει £505 θνητών ανθρώπων, εἰ καὶ μάλα τις θρασύς εἴη, τοῖς ἦν πως πεπίθοιτ’ ὸλοὸν σθένος ΑΙακίδαο* ἣ καὶ όμηλικίην αίδεσσάμενος κατὰ θύμον δῴη νόστιμον η μα ρ εελδομένη περ αλνξαι.
Καὶ τὺ μὲν ὼς ὦρμαινε* θεοὶ δ’ έτέρωσε βαλοντο, 610 τῆ 7ὰρ ἐπεσσύμενος μέ/ ἐχώσατο Πηλἐος υἱός, καί οἱ άφαρ συνέπειρεν ἀελλὁποδος δέμας ίππον εντέ τος ἀμφ’ όβελοισιν ὑπὲρ πνρός αίθαλόεντος σπλάγχνα διαμπείρησιν έπειγόμενος ποτὶ δόρπον, ἣ ὦς τις στονόεντα βαλών ἐν ορεσσιν άκοντα 615 θηρητηρ έλάφοιο μέσην διὰ νηδνα κέρση έσσνμένως, πταμένη δὲ διαμπερές οβριμος αϊχμη πρέμνον ές νψικόμοιο πάγη δρυὸς ήέ νυ πεύκη?· ὼ? ἄρα Πενθεσίλειαν ὁμῶς περικαλλέι Ίππω αντίκρυ διάμησεν ὕπ’ ἔγχεῖ μαιμώωντι	620
Πηλείδης· ἡ δ’ ωκα μίγη κονίη καὶ ολέθρω ενσταλέως εριποΰσα κατ οὕδεος· οὐδέ οἱ αἰδὼς ησχννσν δέμας ηύ* τάθη δ’ ἐπὶ νηΒνα μακρω δουρὶ περισπαίρονσα, θοψ δ’ επεκεκλιτο ϊππψ' εὖτ’ ἐλάτη κλασθεΐσα βίτρ κρυερον Βορέαο,	625
ἦν τί που αίπντάτην άνά τ άγκεα μάκρα καί ύλην,
οι αυτή μέγ’ άγαλμα, τρέφει παρά πίΒακι γαΐα·
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And bide Achilles’ fiery onrush, or Hastily cast me from my fleet horse down To earth, and knee] unto this godlike man,
And with wild breath promise for ransoming Great heaps of brass and gold, which pacify The hearts of victors never so athirst For blood, if haply so the murderous might Of Aeacus’ son may hearken and may spare,
Or peradventure may compassionate My youth, and so vouchsafe me to behold Mine home again ?—for Ο, I long to live ! ”
So surged the wild thoughts in her ; but the Gods Ordained it otherwise. Even now rushed on In terrible anger Peleus’ son: he thrust With sudden spear, and on its shaft impaled The body of her tempest-footed steed,
Even as a man in haste to sup might pierce Flesh with the spit, above the glowing hearth To roast it, or as in. a mountain-glade A hunter sends the shaft of death clear through The body of a stag with, such winged speed That the fierce dart leaps forth beyond, to plunge Into the tall stem of an oak or pine.
So that death-ravening spear of Peleus’ son Clear through the goodly steed rushed on, and pierced
Penthesileia. Straightway fell she down Into the dust of earth, the arms of death,
In grace and comeliness fell, for naught of shame Dishonoured her fair form. Face down she lay On the long spear outgasping her last breath, Stretched upon that fleet horse as on a couch ;
Like some tall pine snapped by the icy mace Of Boreas, earth’s forest-fosterling Reared by a spring to stately height, amidst Long mountain-glens, a glory of mother earth;
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τοίη ΐΐενθεσΐλεια κατ ὼκἑος ἧριπεν 'Ιππον θηητή περ ἐοῦσα* κατεκΚάσθη δὲ οἱ ἀλκή.
Τρῶες δ’ ὼ? ἐσίδοντο Βαϊκταμένην ἐνὶ χάρμη, πανσυδίῃ τρομέοντες ἐπὶ πτὁλιν ἐσσεύοντο άσπετ άκηχεμενοι μετγαΧφ περὶ πενθεί θύμον. ώς δ’ ὅτ’ ἀν’ εύρεα πόντον επιβρισαντος άητεω ναυται νη ολέααντες νπεκπροφνηωσιν οΚεθρον, πανροι πολλὰ καμόντες όϊζνρής άλος εϊσω3 όψε δ’ ἄρα σφίσι 7οὐα φάνη σχεδὸν ἡδὲ καὶ ἄστυ,
τοὶ δὲ μἀγῳ στονὁεντι τετρνμενοί άψεα πάντα ἐξ ἁλὺς αίσσονσι μὲγ’ άγννμενοι περί νηὸς ἡδ’ ιτ άρων, ου? αἰνὺν ὑπὸ ζόφον ηΧασε κύμα* ὦς Τρώες ποτὶ ἄστυ πεφνζότες ἐκ πόΧέμοιο κλαῖον Πάντες Ἀρηος α μαι μακετοίο θνγατρα καί Χαούς, οἳ δῆριν ἀνὰ στονόεσσαν ὅλοντο.
Τῇ δ’ έπικαηγαΧοων μεγάλ’ εὐχετο Πηλέος υἱός* “ κεῖσὁ νυν ἐν κονίησι κυνων βόσις ἡδ’ οιωνών, δειλαίη* τίς γὰρ σε παρήπαφεν αντί ἐμεῖο ἐλθἐμεν; ἦ που ἔφησθα μάχης ἄπο νοστησασα οϊσίμ€ν άσπετ α Β ώρα παρά ΪΙρίάμοίο γεροντος κτείνασ Άργείους· ἀλλ’ οὐ τὁδε σοίγε νόημα αθάνατοί ἐτέλεσσαν, ὲπει μέγα φέρτατοί είμεν ηρώων, Δαναοῖσι φάος μέγα, Τρωσὶ δὲ πῆμα ἡδὲ σοι αἰνομορῳ, ἐπειή νύ σε Κῆρες ερεμναΐ 5*
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So from the once fleet steed low fallen lay Penthesileia, all her shattered strength Brought down to this, and all her loveliness.
Now when the Trojans saw the Warrior-queen Struck down in battle, ran through all their lines A shiver of panic. Straightway to their walls Turned they in flight, heart-agonized with grief.
As when on the wide sea, ’neath buffetings Of storm-blasts, castaways whose ship is wrecked Escape, a remnant of a crew^ forspent With desperate conflict with the cruel sea :
Late and at last appears the land hard by,
Appears a city : faint and weary-limbed With that grim struggle, through the surf they strain
To land, sore grieving for the good ship lost;
And shipmates whom the terrible surge dragged down,
To nether gloom ; so, Troy ward as they fled From battle, all those Trojans wept for her,
The Child of the resistless War-god, wept For friends who died in groan-resounding fight.
Then over her with scornful laugh the son Of Peleus vaunted: “ In the dust lie there A prey to teeth of dogs, to ravens’ beaks,
Thou wretched thing ! Who cozened thee to come Forth against me ? And thoughtest thou to fare Home from the war alive, to bear with thee Right royal gifts from Priam the old king,
Thy guerdon for slain Argives ? Ha, ’twas not The Immortals who inspired thee with this thought, Who know that I of heroes mightiest am,
The Danaans’ light of safety, but a woe To Trojans and to thee, O evil-starred!
Nay, but it was the darkness-shrouded Fates And thine own folly of soul that pricked thee on
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καί νόος οξοροθννο yvvaiK&v ἔργα λιποῦσαν
βημοναι ἐς πόλεμον, τον περ τρομέουσι καί
>/ »
άνομες.
‘Ὠς εἰπὼν μέλίην ἐξείρυσε Πηλτὰς υἱὺς ώκέος ἐξ ΐτπτοιο καί αίνής Πενθεσιλείης*	635
αμφω δ’ αστταίροσκον ὑφ’ ὲν δόρυ δῃωθἐντες. ἀμφὶ δὲ οι κράτος κόρνν εἶλετο μαρμαίρουσαν ἡελίου άκτΐσιν άλίγκιον ἣ Διὸς αἴγλη· τῆς δὲ και ἐν κονίησι καὶ αϊματι πεπτηυίης ἐξεφάνη έρατβσιν υπ’ οφρύσι καλὰ πρόσωπα 660 καίπερ αιτοκταμένης* οἱ δ’, ώς ἴδον, αμφιέιτοντβς Ἀργεῖοι θάμβησαν, ἐπεὶ μακάροσσιν έωκβι. κεῖτο 7ὰρ ἐν τεὐχεσσι κατὰ χθονὸς ἡὓτ’ ἀτειρὴς νΑρτεμις μπνώονσα, Διὸς τέκος, εὖτε κάμῃσι 7υῖα κατ’ οΰρεα μάκρα θοονς βάΧΚονσα λἑοντας* 665 αὐτὴ γάρ μιν ἔτευξε καὶ ἐν φθιμένοισιν ἀγητὴν Κύπρις εν στέφανος κρατερον τταράκοιτις Ἀρηος, ὄφρα τι και Πηλῆος άμνμονος νΐ ακαχησρ.
7Γθ\\οϊ δ’ εὺχετὁωντο κατ’ οἰκία νοστήσαντες τοίης ἧς άΑογριο τταρα λεχέεσσιν ίανσαι.	670
καί δ’ Ἀχιλεὺς άλίαστον €ψ ενετείρετο θνμψ, οννεκά μιν κατέιτεφνε καί ούκ aye Βίαν ακοιτιν Φ θ τὴν εἰς ενπωΧον, ἐπεὶ μέyεθ6ς το καί εἶδος ἔπλετ’ ἀμὡμητός τε καὶ άθανάτρσιν ομοίη.
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To leave the works of women, and to fare To war, from which strong men shrink shuddering back.”
So spake he, and his aslien spear the son Of Peleus drew from that swift horse, and from Penthesileia in death’s agony.
Then steed and rider gasped their lives away Slain by one spear. Now from her head he plucked The helmet splendour-flashing like the beams Of the great sun, or Zeus’ own glory-light.
Then, there as fallen in dust and blood she lay,
Rose, like the breaking of the dawn, to view ’Neath dainty-pencilled brows a lovely face,
Lovely in death. The Argives thronged around, And all they saw and marvelled, for she seemed Like an Immortal. In her armour there Upon the earth she lay, and seemed the Child Of Zeus, the tireless Huntress Artemis Sleeping, what time her feet forwearied are With following lions with her flying shafts Over the hills far-stretching. She was made A wonder of beauty even in her death By Aphrodite glorious-crowned, the Bride Of the strong War-god, to the end that he,
The son of noble Peleus, might be pierced With the sharp arrow of repentant love.
The warriors gazed, and in their hearts they prayed That fair and sweet like her their wives might seem,
Laid on the bed of love, when home they won.
Yea, and Achilles’ very heart was wrung With love’s remorse to have slain a thing so sweet, Who might have borne her home, his queenly bride, To chariot-glorious Phthia ; for she was Flawless, a very daughter of the Gods,
Divinely tall, and most divinely fair.
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Ἀρεῖ δ’ ἔμπεσε πένθος ὑπὸ φρἐνας ἀμφὶ θυγατρὸς
θύμον ἀκηχεμἐνῳ· τά%α δ’ ἔκθορεν Oὐλύμποιο σμερδαλἐφ ἀτάλαντος ἐὺ* κτνττεοντι κβραννφ, ον τε Ζεὺς ττροίησιν, ὁ δ’ ακαμάτης ἀπὸ χειρὺς ἔπσυται ἣ ἐπὶ ττοντον άττβίριτον ἣ ἐπὶ γαῖαν μαρμαίρων, τῷ δ’ ἀμφὶ μέγας πελεμίζετ’ ’Όλυμπος·
τοῖος ’Άρης τ αναοΐο δι’ ή ίρος άσχαΧοων κήρ ίσσντο συν τεὐχεσσιν, ἐπεὶ μάρον αίνον ακονσς τταιδος βής· τω yap ρα κατ ονρανον evpvv ἐὁντι Αὖραι μνθησαντο θοαϊ Βορἐαο θύyaτpeς κονρης αίνον οΧβθρον· ὁ δ’ ὦς κΧνεν, ἶσος ἀέλλῃ Ίδαίων ορέων ἐπεβήσατο* τοῦ δ’ ὑπὸ ττοσσϊν ayKea κίνυτο μακρά βαθνρρωχμοί τε χαράδραο καὶ Ποταμοὶ καὶ Πάντες aireipkaioi πὁδες Τδης. καί νὑ κε Μυρμιδὁνεσσι ττοΧνστονον ωττασεν ἦμαρ,
εἰ μη μιν Ζεὺς αντος ἀπ’ O ὐλύμποιο φόβηαβ σμβρδαλἐχς στεροπῇσι καὶ ὰργαλέοισι κεραυνοῖς, οἶ οἱ πρόσθε ποδῶν θαμέες ττοτόωντο δι’ αϊθρης Seivov ατταιθόμζνοί' ο δ’ ἄρ’ βΐσοροων ἐνὁησε πατρὸς ἐριγδοὑποιο μέγα βρομέονσαν δμοκΧην ἔστη δ’ ἐσσύμενός περ ἐπὶ τττολέμοιο κνδοιμόν. ως δ’ ὅτ’ ἀπ’ ηΧιβάτον σκοτηης ττεριμηκεα Χάαν Χάβρος όμως άνεμοισιν άττορρήξη Διὸς ομβρος, ομβρος άρ ἡὲ κεραυνός, hriKTVirkovai ὃ€ βησσαι Χάβρα κυλινδομἐνοιο, ὁ δ’ άκαμάτω ὑπὸ ροίζω ἔσσυτ’ ἀναθρώσκω ν μάλα ταρφεα, μἔχρις ικηται 'χώρον ἐπ’ ἰσὁπεδον, σταίη ο αφαρ ονκ ίθέΧων περ·
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Then Ares’ heart was thrilled with grief and rage For his child slain. Straight from Olympus down He darted, swift and bright as thunderbolt Terribly flashing from the mighty hand Of Zeus, far leaping o’er the trackless sea,
Or flaming o’er the land, while shuddereth All wide Olympus as it passeth by.
So through the quivering air with heart aflame Swooped Ares arinour-clad, soon as he heard The dread doom of his daughter. For the Gales, The North-wind’s fleet-winged daughters, bare to him,
As through the wide halls of the sky he strode,
The tidings of the maiden’s woeful end.
Soon as he heard it, like a tempest-blast Down to the ridges of Ida leapt he: quaked Under his feet the long glens and ravines Deep-scored, all Ida’s torrent-beds, and all Far-stretching foot-hills. Now had Ares brought A day of mourning on the Myrmidons,
But Zeus himself from far Olympus sent Mid shattering thunders terror of levin-bolts Which thick and fast leapt through the welkin down Before his feet, blazing with fearful flames.
And Ares saw, and knew the stormy threat Of the mighty-thundering Father, and he stayed His eager feet, now on the very brink Of battle’s turmoil. As when some huge crag Thrust from a beetling cliff-brow by the winds And torrent rains, or lightning-lance of Zeus,
Leaps like a wild beast, and the inountain-glens Ming back their crashing echoes as* it rolls In mad speed on, as with resistless swoop Of bound on bound it rushes down, until It cometh to the levels of the plain,
And there perforce its stormy flight is stayed ;
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ως Διὸς ὄβριμος νιος Ἀρης ἀἐκοντί γε θυμῷ ἔστη ἐπειγὁμενός περ, ἐπεὶ μακάρων μεδέοντι Πάντες ὁμῶς εϊκονσιν 'Ολύμπιοι, οννεκ άρ αὐτῶν πολλὸν υπέρτατος ἐστι, πόλει δὲ οἱ ἄσπετο? ἀλκή. 705 πολλὰ δὲ ττορφύροντα θοὸς νόος οτρννεσκεν ἄλλοτε μὲν Κ ρονίδαο μέγ’ άσχαΧοωντος ἐνιπὴ ν σμερδαΧέη7/ τρομέοντα πρὸς ούρανον άπονέεσθαι, ἄλλοτε δ’ οὐκ ἀλέγειν αφετέρου πατρὸς, ἀλλ’ Ἀ%ιλῆι
μῖξαι ἐν αι ματ ι χεΐρας άτειρέας, ὸῆτε δὲ οι κη ρ 710 μνήσαθ\ ο σοι καί Ζηνὺς ἐνὶ πτοΧέμ'Όΐσι Β ά μη σ αν νίέες, οῖς οὐδ’ αὐτὸς έττηρκεσεν οΧΧνμένοιαιν τοΰνεκ ἀπ’ Ἀργείων ἑκὰς ἡίεν* ἦ γὰρ ἔμελλβν κεισθαι ὁμῶς Τιτἣσι δαμεὶς στονοεντι κεραννφ, εἰ Διὸς άθανάτοιο τταρέκ νοον αΧΧα μενοίνα, 715
Καὶ τὁτ’ αρηϊοι υἷες ευ σ θενέων Ἀργείων σὑλεον ἐσσυμένως β εβρ οτ ω μένα τεύχεα νεκρών 7τάντῃ ἐπεσσύμενοι· μέγα δ’ αχνντο ΤίηΧέος υἱός κοὑρης είσοροων ἐρατὸν σθένος εν κονίησι· τοννεκά οι κραδίην δΧοαΙ κατέδατττον ανϊαι	720
οτπτοσον ἀμφ’ ετάροιο πάρος Πατρὁκλοιο δαμέντος.
Θερσίτης δὲ μιν αντα κακφ μίγα νείκεσε μνθω*
“ ὧ ΆχιΧευ φρένας αίνε, τίη νύ σευ ήτταφε δαίμων θυμὸν ἐνὶ στέρνοισιν Άμαζονος εϊνεκα Χυγρἧς, ἦ νὧιν κακὰ πσλΛὰ ΧιΧαίετο μητίσασθαι;	725
τῆς τοι ἐνὶ φρεσϊ σῇσι γυναιμανὲς ἦτορ ἔχοντι μέμβλεται ώς αΧοχοιο ποΧνφρονος, ήν τ’ ἐπὶ ἔδνοις κουριδίην μνήστευσας ἐελδὁμενος ηαμέεσθαι.
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So Ares, battle-eager Son of Zeus,
Was stayed, how loth soe’er ; for all the Gods To the Ruler of the Blessed needs must yield,
Seeing he sits high-throned above them all,
Clothed in his might unspeakable. Yet still Many a wild thought surged through Ares’ soul, Urging him now to dread the terrible threat Of Cronos’ wrathful Son, and to return Heavenward, and now to reck not of his Sire,
But with Achilles’ blood to stain those hands,
The battle-tireless. At the last his heart Remembered how that many and many a son Of Zeus himself in many a war had died,
Nor in their fall had Zeus availed them aught. Therefore he turned him from the Argives — else, Down smitten by the blasting thunderbolt,
With Titans in the nether gloom he had lain,
Who dared defy the eternal will of Zeus.
Then did the warrior sons of Argos strip With eager haste from corpses strown all round The blood-stained spoils. But ever Peleus’ son Gazed, wild with all regret, still gazed on her,
The strong, the beautiful, laid in the dust;
And all his heart was wrung, was broken down With sorrowing love, deep, strong as he had known When that beloved friend Patroclus died.
Loud jeered Thersites, mocking to his face:
“ Thou sorry-souled Achilles! art not shamed To let some evil Power beguile thine heart To pity of a pitiful Amazon Whose furious spirit purposed naught but ill To us and ours ? Ha, woman-mad art thou,
And tby soul lusts for this thing, as she were Some lady wise in household ways, with gifts And pure intent for honoured wedlock wooed !
Good had it been had her spear reached thine heart,
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ως σ ὄφελον κατὰ δῆριν ύποφθαμένη βάλε δουρί, οὕνεκα θηΚυτέρησιν ἄδην έπντέρπεαι ἦτορ,	730
οὐδέ νὑ σοι τι μέμηΧεν ἐνὶ φρεσὶν ούΧομένρσιν ἀμφ’ αρετής κΧυτόν ἔργον, ἐπὴν ἐσίδησθα ηυναΖκα. σχέτΧιε, ποῦ νύ τοι ἐστιν ἐὺ σθένος ἡδὲ νόημα; πῇ δὲ βίη βασΐΧήος άμύμονος; οὐδέ τι οίσθα οσσον ἄχος Τρώεσσι γυναιμανέονσι τέτυκται; 735 ου γὰρ τερπωΧής δΧοώτερον ἄλλο βροτοϊσιν ἐς Χέχος ίεμένης, ἦ τ’ άφρονα φώτα τίθησι καί πινντόν περ εὸντα* πόνῳ δ’ ἄρα κῦδος ἀπηδεῖ* ἀνδρὶ <γὰβ αἐχμητῇ νίκης κλέος ἔργα τ’ Ἀρηος τερπνά' φυγοπτολέμφ δὲ ηνναικων εΰαδεν εὐνή.” 740 Ἠ μίγα νεικείω ν* ὁ δέ οἱ περιχώσατο θνμω ΐΙηΧείδης ἐρίθυμος* ἄφαρ δέ Ι χειρὶ κραταιή τύψε κατά ηναθμοιο καί ου ατος' οι δ’ άμα πάντες ἐξεχύθησαν οδόντες ἐπὶ χθόνα, κάππεσε δ’ αντος πρηνής· ἐκ δέ οἱ αἷμα διὰ στόματος πεφόρητο 745 ἀθρόον· αϊψα δ’ αναΧκις από μεΧέων φύγε θυμός άνέρος ούτιδανοΐο· χάρη δ’ ἄρα λαὸς Αχαιών' τους yap νείκεε πάμπαν έπεσβοΧίησι κακήσιν αυτός ἐὼν Χωβητός· ὁ γὰρ Ααναών πέΧεν αιδώς. καί ρά τις ώδ’ εϊπεσκεν άρηϊθόων Ἀργείων*	750
“ οὐκ ἀγαθὸν βασιΧήας ύβριζέμεν άνδρΐ χέρηι ἀμφαδὸν ούτε κρυφηδόν, ἐπεὶ χόλος αἰνὸς ὑπηδεῖ* ἔστι Θέμις, καὶ γλώσσαν άναιδέα τίνυται Ἀτη, ἦ τ’ αἰεὶ μερόπεσσιν ἐπ’ άXyεσιv ἄλγος άέξειΓ ΛΩς ἄρ’ εφη Ααναων τις* ὁ δ’ άσχαΧόων ἐνὶ θνμω 755 Πηλείδης ἐρίθυμος ἔπος ποτὶ τοῖον ἔειπεν 6ο
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The heart that sighs for woman-creatures still!
Thou carest not, unmanly-souled, not thou,
For valour’s glorious path, when once thine eye Lights on a woman! Sorry wretch, where now Is all thy goodly prowess ?—where thy wit ?
And where the might that should beseem a king All-stainless ? Dost not know what misery This self-same woman-madness wrought for Troy ? Nothing there is to men more ruinous Than lust for woman’s beauty; it maketh fools Of wise men. But the toil of war attains Renown. To him that is a hero indeed Glory of victory and the War-god’s works Are sweet. ’Tis but the battle-blencher craves The beauty and the bed of such as she! ”
So railed he long and loud: the mighty heart Of Peleus’ son leapt into flame of wrath.
A sudden buffet of his resistless hand Smote ’neath the railer’s ear, and all his teeth Were dashed to the earth : he fell upon his face : Forth of his lips the blood in torrent gushed :
Swift from his body fled the dastard soul Of that vile mddering. Achaea’s sons Rejoiced thereat, for aye he wont to rail On each and all with venomous gibes, himself A scandal and the shame of all the host.
Then mid the warrior Argives cried a voice:
“ Not good it is for baser men to rail On kings, or secretly or openly;
For wrathful retribution swiftly comes.
The Lady of Justice sits on high ; and she Who heapeth woe on woe on humankind,
Even At£, punisheth the shameless tongue.”
So inid the Danaans cried a voice : nor yet Within the mighty soul of Peleus’ son Lulled was the storm of wrath, but fiercely he spake:
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“ κεϊσο νυν ἐν κονίησι λελασμἐνος άφροσυνάων ον yap άμείνονι φωτϊ χρεών κακόν άντι ερίζειν ὼς καί που τὺ πάροιθεν Ὀδυσσῆος τάλαον κηρ ὰργαλέως ωρινας ἐλέγχεα μύρια βάζων·	760
ἀλλ’ οὐ Πηλείδης τοι ὁμοίϊος εξεφαάνθην, ος σευ θύμον έλυσα καὶ οὐκέτι1 χειρὶ βαρείς πληξάμενος* σὲ δὲ πότμος ἀμείλιχος άμφεκά-λυῆτεν,
σῇ δ’ ολι<γοΒρανίρ θύμον λίπες· ἀλλ’ ἀπ’ ’Αχαιών ερρε καί ἐν φθιμενοισιν εττεσβοΧίας ἀγὁρευε.” 765 *Ὀς εφατ ΑιακίΒαο θρασύφρονος άτρομος υιός* Τυδείδης δ’ ἄρα μοῦνος ἐν Ἀργείοις Ἀχιλῆι χώετο Θερσίταο δεδουπότον, οννεκ άρ αυτόν εὐχετ’ ἀφ’ αίματος είναι, ἐπεὶ πὲλεν ὺς μὲν άηαυον Τυδἐος οβριμος νιος, ὁ δ’ Ἀγρίου ίσοθέοιο,	770
Ἀγριο υ, ος τ’ Οίνήος ἀδελφεὸς ἔπλετο δίο υ*
Οἰνεὺς δ’ υἱἐὰ ηείνατ άρήιον ἐν Δαναοῖσι
Τυδἐα* τοῦ δ’ ἐτέτυκτο πάῖς σθεναρός Διομήδης.
τοὔνεκα Θερσίταο περὶ κταμένοιο γαΑέφθη.
καί νν κε ΤΙήλείωνος εναντίον ηρατο χεΐρας, 775
εἰ μή μιν κατέρυξαν ’Αχαιών φέρτατοι νϊες,
πολλά τταρηγορεοντες ομΐλαΒον ὼς δὲ καὶ αυτόν
Πηλείδην ετέρωθεν ερήτυον ἦ γὰρ ἔμελλον
ἤδη καὶ ξιφέεσσιν ἐριδμαίνειν οἱ άριστοι
Ἀργείων* τοὺς γάρ ρα κακός γρΚος δτρύνεσκεν.	780
ὰΧλ’ οἱ μὲν ττεττίθοντο *παραιφασίτ)σιν εταίρων.
Οἱ δὲ μέγ’ οίκτείραντες ayavrjv Πενθεσίλειαν ΆτρεϊΒαι βασίλήες ὰγασσάμενοί ε και αυτοί Τρωσὶ Βόσαν ποτὶ ἄστυ φέρειν ερικνΒέος*ϊλου 1 Ziramermann, for ούκ ἐπΙ of ν.
02
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συν σφοΐσιν τενχεσσιν, ἐπεὶ Πριάμοιο νόησαν ἀγγελίην ιτ ρ ο ιόντος* ὁ γὰρ φρεσὶν ἦσι μενοίνα κούρην όβριμόθνμον όμως τεὐχεσσι καὶ ϊττττω ἐς μίγα σήμα βαΧόσθαι άφνειου Ααομόδοντος. καί οι ττυρκαϊην νηήσατο πρόσθε πόληος ύψηΧήν, εύρεΐαν νττερθε δὲ θηκατο κούρην ττοΧΧοΐς σὺν κτεάτεσσιν, ὅσα κταμενη εττεωκει ἐν πυρὶ συηκείασθαι έϋκτεάνψ βασιΧείη. καί την μὲν κατεΒαψε θοον μόνος Ἠφαίστοιο, φλὸξ ὸλοή* λαοὶ δὲ περισταδὸν αΧΧοθεν άΧΧοι ττυρκαϊην σβόσσαντο θοώς εύώΒεϊ οὶνῳ. ὸστἐὰ δ’ άΧΧεξαντες αΒην εττ όχευαν αΧειφα ἡδὺ καὶ ἐς κοίΧην χηΧον θεσαν ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτοῖς ττίονα Βημόν ὕπερθε βάΧον βοός, ή τ’ ἀγέλῃσιν Ιδαίοις ἐν ορεσσι μετεττρεττε φερβομενησι.
Τρῶες δ’ ὧστε θύyaτpa φίλην ττερικωκύσαντες αχνύμενοι τάρχυσαν ενΒμητον περὶ τεῖχος ττύρηψ ἔπι ττρονχοντι παρ* όστεα ΑαομεΒοντος fjpa φόροντες 'Άρηι και αὐτῇ Πενθεσιλείῃ. καί οι τταρ κατ έθαψαν Αμαζόνας, οσσαι α μ αὐτῇ εσττόμεναι ποτὶ δῆριν ὐπ’ Άργείοισι Βάμησαν ον yap σφιν τύμβοιο ττοΧνκΧαύτοιο μέγηραν Άτρεΐδαι, Τρώεσσι δ’ εντττοΧεμοισιν οττασσαν εκ βεΧόων ερύσασθαι, όμως κταμόνοισι καί άΧΧοις· 64
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Her body to the men of Troy, lo bear Unto the burg of Ilus far-renowned With all her armour. For a herald came Asking this boon for Priam ; for the king Longed with deep yearning of the heart to lay «That battle-eager maiden, with her arms,
And with her war-horse, in the great earth-mound Of old Laomedon. And so he heaped A high broad pyre without the city wall:
Upon the height thereof that warrior-queen They laid, and costly treasures did they heap Around her, all that well beseems to bum Around a inighty queen in battle slain.
And so the Fire-god’s swift-upleaping might,
The ravening flame, consumed her. All around The people stood on every hand, and quenched The pyre with odorous wine. Then gathered they The bones, and poured sweet ointment over them, And laid them in a casket: over all Shed they the rich fat of a heifer, chief Among the herds that grazed on Ida’s slope.
And, as for a beloved daughter, rang
All round the Trojan mens heart-stricken wail,
As by the stately wall they buried her On an outstanding tower, beside the bones Of old Laomedon, a queen beside A king. This honour for the War-god’s sake They rendered, and for Penthesileia’s own.
And in the plain beside her buried they The Amazons, even all that followed her To battle, and by Argive spears were slain.
For Atreus’ sons begrudged not these the boon Of tear-besprinkled graves, but let their friends, The warrior Trojans, draw their corpses forth,
Yea, and their own slain also, from amidst The swath of darts o’er that grim harvest-field.
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ου γὰρ ἐπὶ φθιμἐνοισι πόλει κότος, ἀλλ’ ελεεινοί δήιοι οὐκέτ εόντες, ἐπὴν ἀπὺ θυμός οΧηται.	810
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ απάνενθε Βόσαν πυρὶ πολλὰ κάρηνα ηρώων, οί δή σφιν ὁμοῦ κτάθεν ήδ’ ἐδάμησαν Τρώων ἐν παΧάμησιν ἀνὰ στόμα Βηιοτήτος, ^ πολλὰ μάχ’ άχννμενοί κταμένων υπέρ, εξοχα δ’ ἄλλων
ἀμφ’ αγαθόν μύροντο Ποδάρκεος* οὐ γὰρ ἐπ
ἐσθλοῦ	815
δεύετ’ ἀδελφειοῖο μὡχῃ ἔνι Πρωτεσιλάου· ἀλλ’ ὁ μὲν ἤδη πρόσθεν ὑφ1 Ἕκτορι κεῖτο δαϊ-χθεϊς
ἡὺς Πρωτεσίλαος· ὁ δ’ ἔγχεῖ Πενθεσιλείης βΧήμενος ’Αργείοισι Xvypov περικάββαΧε πένθος· τοΰνεκά οἱ πΧηθύν μεν άπόπροθι ταρχύσαντο	820
τεθναότων κείνφ δὲ πέριξ εβάΧοντο καμόντες οϊψ ση μ άρίΒηΧον, ἐπεὶ θρασύς επλετο θνμω. νόσφί δὲ Θερσίταο Xvypov Be μας οντιΒανοΐο θάψαντες ποτϊ νηας ευπρώρονς άφίκοντο ΑΙακίΒην ΆχιΧήα μίγα φρεσϊ κνΒαίνοντες.	825
ἦμος δ’ αἰγλήεσσα κατ’ ώκεανοϊο βεβηκει ηώς, ἀμφὶ δὲ γαῖαν έκίΒνατο θεσπεσίη νύξ, δὴ τὑτ’ ἄβ εν κΧίσίης Ἀγαμέμνονος αφνειοίο Βαίνυτο ΙΙηλείδαο /3ίη* σὺν δ’ ἄλλοι ὰριστοι τερποντ εν θαΧίης μεχρις ήώ Βίαν Ικέσθαι.	S30
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Wrath strikes not at the dead : pitied are foes When life has fled, and left them foes no more.
Far off across the plain the while uprose Smoke from the pyres whereon the Argives laid The many heroes overthrown and slain * By Trojan hands what time the sword devoured; And multitudinous lamentation wailed Over the perished. But above the rest Mourned they o’er brave Podarces, who in fight Was no less mighty than his hero-brother Protesilaus, he who long ago Fell, slain of Hector: so Podarces now,
Struck down by Penthesileia’s spear, hath cast Over all Argive hearts the pall of grief.
Wherefore apart from him they laid in clay The common throng of slain ; but over him Toiling they heaped an earth-mound far-descried In memory of a warrior aweless-souled.
And in a several pit withal they thrust The niddering Thersites’ wretched corse.
Then to the ships, acclaiming Aeacus’ son,
Returned they all. But when the radiant day Had plunged beneath the Ocean-stream, and night, The holy, overspread the face of earth,
Then in the rich king Agamemnon’s tent Feasted the might of Peleus’ son, and there Sat at the feast those other mighty ones All through the dark, till rose the dawn divine.
ρ 2
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ΛΟΓΟΣ ΔΕΤΤΕΡ05
Αὐτὰρ ἐπεὶ κορυφὰς ορίων ὑπὲρ ἡχηέντων λαμπρόν ὑπὲρ φάος ἦλθεν ἀτειρέος ἡελίοιο, οἱ μὲν ἄρ’ ἐν κλισίῃσιν ’Αχαιών οβριμοι υἷες 7ήθεον άκαμάτω μἑγ’ ἐπευχήμενοι Ἀ%ιλῆι.
Τρῶες δ’ αὖ μύροντο κατὰ πτὁλιν ἀμφὶ δὲ πύργους
ὲζὁμενοι σκοπίαζον, ἐπεὶ φόβος ἔλλαβε πάντας, μὴ δή που μἐγα τεῖχος ὑπερθὁρῃ ὄβριμος ἀνὴρ αυτούς τε κτείνῃ κατὰ τε πρήσῃ πυρὶ πάντα. τοῖσι δ’ ἄρ’ ἀγνυμἐνοισι γέρων μετἐειπε Θυμοίτης* “ ὦ φίλοι, οὐκέτ’ ἐγωγε περὶ φρεσὶν οιδα νοἣσαι, οττητως ἔσσεται αΧκαρ άνιηρον πολἐμοιο Ἕκτορος ἀγχεμἀγοιο δεδουπότος, ος μίγα Τρώων κάρτος ἔην τὺ πάροιθε* καὶ οὐδ’ ὅ γε Κῆρας ἄλυξεν,
ἀλλ’ ἐδάμη ’παλάμῃσιν Ἀχιλ·λἑος, ᾤ περ ὸία> καὶ θεόν άντιάσαντα μάχη ἔνι δῃωθῆναι* ο ἴη ν τήνδ’ ἐδάμασσεν ἀνὰ κΚονον, ηνττερ οἱ ἄλλοι Ἀργεῖοι φοβίοντο, δαϊφρονα Πενθεσίλειαν καὶ γὰρ ἔην ἔκπαγλος· eymye μιν ώς ένοησα,
6δ
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BOOK II
How Memnon, Son of the Dawn, for Trofs sake fell in the Battle
When o’er the crests of the far-echoing hills The splendour of the tireless-racing sun Poured o’er the land, still in their tents rejoiced Achaea’s stalwart sons, and still acclaimed Achilles the resistless. But in Troy Still mourned her people, still from all her towers Seaward they strained their gaze ; for one great fear Gripped all their hearts—to see that terrible man At one bound overleap their high-built wall,
Then smite with the sword all people therewithin, . And burn with fire fanes, palaces, and homes.
And old Thymoetes spake to the anguished ones :
“ Friends, I have lost hope: mine heart seeth not Or help, or bulwark from the storm of war,
Now that the aweless Hector, who was once Troy’s mighty champion, is in dust laid low.
Not all his might availed to escape the Fates,
But overborne he was by Achilles’ hands,
The hands that would, I verily deem, bear down A God, if he defied him to the fight,
Even as he overthrew this warrior-queen Penthesileia battle-revelling,
From whom all other Argives shrank in fear.
Ah, she was marvellous ! When at the first I looked on her, meseemed a Blessed One
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ώίσάμην μακάρων τίν ἀπ’ ούρανοϋ ένθάΚ ίκέσθαι ἡμῖν χάρμα φερουσαν· δ δ’ οὐκ ἄρ’ ἐτήτυμον ἦεν. ἀλλ* ἀγ6 φραζώμεαθα, τί λώιον ἄμμι γένηται, ἢ ἔτι που στυγεροΐσι, μαχώμεθα δυσμενεεσσνν> ἢ ἡδη φεύyωμεv ἀπ’ αστεος όλλυμενοι,ο' οὐ γὰρ ἔτ’ Ἀργείοισι δυνησὁμεθ’ άντιφερίζειν μαρναμενου κατὰ δῆριν αμείλικτου 'Κχιλήος”
*Ὀ9 ἄρ’ ἔφη* τον δ’ υἱός άμείβετο Λαομἐδοντος· “ ὧ φίλος ή ὃ’ ἄλλοι Τρώες σθεναροί τ’ έττίκουροι, μή νύ τι δειμαίνοντες ὲἣς χαζώμεθα πάτρης, μηδ’ ἔτι δυατμενέεσσί μαχώμβθα τῆλε πόληος, ἀλλά που ἐκ πτνρηων καί τείχεος, εἰσόκεν ἔλθῃ Μίμνω ν όβριμόθυμος ay ω ν άπερείσια φυλά λαών, οί ναίουσι μβλάμβροτον ΑΙΘΰόπεναν. ήδη yap ρα καί αυτόν οίομαι ἀγχὁθι γαίης ἔμμβναι ὴμετἑρη?· ἐπεὶ ἦ νύ οἱ οὔτι νέον γε ἀγγελίην ττ ρ ο βήκα pey άχνυμένος περί θνμώ' αυτά ρ ο y ἀσπασίως μοι υττεσχετο πάντα τελέσσαι ἐλθὼν ἐ? Τροίην καί μιν σχεδὸν ἔλπομαι εἶναι. ἀλλ’ ἄγε τλήτ ἔτι βαιόν, ἐπεὶ πολὺ λώιον εστι θαρσαλέως άττολεσθαι ἀνὰ κλὁνον, ἡὲ φυyόντας ζώειν άλΧοδαττοΙσι παρ άνδράσιν αϊσχε έχοντας Ἠ ρ’ ὁ γὲρων ἀλλ’ οὔτι σαόφρονι Πουλυδά-μαντι
ήνδανεν είσέτι δῆρις, εύφρονα δ’ εκφατο μύθον “ εἰ μὲν δὴ Μέμνων τοι ἀριφραδέως κατενευσεν ήμέων αίνον όλεθρον άττωσεμεν, οὔτι μεyaίpω μίμνειν άνερα δῖον ἀνὰ ππὸλιν* ἀλλ’ ἄρα θυμφ 70
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From heaven had come down hitherward to bring Light to our darkness—ah, vain hope, vain dream ! Go to, let us take counsel, what to do Were best for us. Or shall we still maintain A hopeless fight against these ruthless foes,
Or shall we straightway flee a city doomed ?
Ay, doomed!—for never more may we withstand Argives in fighting field, when in the front Of battle pitiless Achilles storms.”
Then spake Laomedon’s son, the ancient king: ee Nay, friend, and all ye other sons of Troy,
And ye our strong war-helpers, flinch we not Faint-hearted from defence of fatherland I Yet let us go not forth the city-gates To battle with yon foe. Nay, from our towers And from our ramparts let us make defence,
Till our new champion come, the stormy heart Of Memnon. Lo, he coineth, leading on Hosts numberless, Aethiopia’s swarthy sons.
By this, I trow, he is nigh unto our gates ;
For long ago, in sore distress of soul,
I sent him urgent summons. Yea, and he Promised me, gladly promised me, to come To Troy, and make an end of all our woes.
And now, I trust, he is nigh. Let us endure A little longer then ; for better far It is like brave men in the fight to die Than flee, and live in shame mid alien folk.’’
So spake the old king ; but Polydamas,
The prudent-hearted, thought not good to war Thus endlessly, and spake his patriot rede :
“ If Memnon have beyond all shadow of doubt Pledged him to thrust dire ruin far from us,
Then do I gainsay not that we await
The coming of that godlike man within
Our walls—yet, all, mine heart misgives me, lest,
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δείδω, μὴ σὺν ὲοῖσι κιὼν ἐτάροισι δαμείη κεῖνος ἀνήρ, πολλοῖς δὲ καὶ ἄλλοι? πῆμα ηβνηταο ήμετέροις· δεινόν γὰρ ἐπὶ σθένος ορνυτ ’Αχαιῶν. ἀλλ’ ἄγε, μηδὲ πόληος ὲῆς ἀπὸ τῆλε φυyovτες αϊσχβα πολλὰ φέρω μεν άναΧκείη ὑπὸ λνγρῇ	50
αλλοδαπήν περόωντες ἐπὶ χθόνα, μηδ’ ἔτι πάτρη μίμνοντες κτεινώμεθ' ὑπ’ Ἀργείων ορυμαγδού, ἀλλ,’ ἦδη Ααναοΐσι, καὶ εἰ βράδυ, λώιον εἴη είσέτι κυδαλίμην Ἑλένη ν καὶ κτῆμα τ’ ἐκείνης, ἡμὲν ὅσα 2πάρτηθεν avrjyayev ἡδὲ καὶ αΧΧα, 55 διττάκι τὁσσα φέροντας υπέρ πόλιος τε καὶ αυτών ἐκδὁμεν, εως οὐ κτῆσιν άνάρσια φυΧα ΒέΒασται ἡμετἑρην, οὐδ’ ἄστυ κατηνυκε πῦρ άί'ΒηΧον. νυν δ’ ἄγ’ ἐμοὶ πείθεσθε περὶ φρεσίν* οὐ γὰρ ὸίω ἄλλον άμείνονα μητιν ivl Τρώεσσι φράσασθαι*	60
εἴθ’ ὄφελον καὶ πρόσθεν ἐμῆς έπάκουσεν έφετμής Ἕκτωρ, ὑππὁτε μιν κατερήτυον ἔνδοθι πάτρης.”
Λί1ς φάτο Πουλυδάμαντος ἐὺ σθένος* ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρώες
ηνεον είσαΐοντες ἐνὶ φρεσίν, οὐδ’ ἀναφανδὸν μύθον εφαν ττάντες yap eov τρομέοντες άνακτα 65 άζοντ ἡδ’ Ἑλένην, κείνης ενεκ οΧΧύμενοί περ. τον δὲ καὶ έσθΧον εόντα Πάρι? μίγα νείκεσεν ἄντην*
“ Πουλυδάμα, σὺ μὲν ἐσσὶ φυyo^ττ6Xεμoς καί ἄναλκις,
οὐδὲ σοὶ ἐν στέρνοισι πόλει μενεδήιον ἦτορ,
ἀλλὰ δἐος καὶ φυζα· σὺ δ’ εὐχεαι εἶναι αριστος 70
ἐν βουΧτ)' πάντων δὲ χερείονα μήδεα οϊΒας*
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Though he with all his warriors come, he come But to his death, and unto thousands more,
Our people, nought but misery come thereof;
For terribly against us leaps the storm Of the Achaeans’ might. But now, go to,
Let us not flee afar from this our Troy To wander to some alien land, and there,
In the exile’s pitiful helplessness, endure
All flouts and outrage ; nor in our own land
Abide we till the storm of Argive war
O’er whelm us. Nay, even now, late though it be,
Better it were for us to render back
Unto the Danaans Helen and her wealth,
Even all that glory of women brought with her From Sparta, and add other treasure—yea,
Repay it twofold, so to save our Troy And our own souls, while yet the spoilers hand Is laid not on our substance, and while yet Troy hath not sunk in gulfs of ravening flame.
I pray you, take to heart my counsel! None Shall, well I wot, be given to Trojan men Better than this. Ah, would that long ago Hector had hearkened to my pleading, when I fain had kept him in the ancient home ! ”
So spake Polydamas the noble and strong,
And all the listening Trojans in their hearts Approved; yet none dared utter openly The word, for all with trembling held in awe Their prince and Helen, though for her sole sake Daily they died. But on that noble man Turned Paris, and reviled him to his face :
“ Thou dastard battle-bleneher Polydamas!
Not in thy craven bosom beats a heart That bides the fight, but only fear and panic.
Yet dost thou vaunt thee—quotha!—still our best In counsel!—no man’s soul is base as thine 1
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ἀλλ’ aye δὴ σὺ μὲν αὐτὸς άττοσγεο δηιοτῆτος, μίμνε δ’ ἐνὶ μεγάροισι καθήμενος* αντάρ οι ἄλλοι ἀμφ’ ἐμε θωρηξονταν άνά πτὁλιν, eta ο κε μῆχος εν ρω μεν θνμήρες άvηXeyεoς πολέμοιο· οὐ γὰρ νόσφι πόνοιο καὶ apyaXeov πολέμοιο ἀνθρώποις μίγα κῦδος ἀέξεται ἡδὲ καὶ epyov φυζα δὲ νηττιάχονσι μάλ’ εὔαδεν ἡδὲ γυναιξί· κείνης θύμον εονκας* ἐγὼ δὲ τοι οὔτι πέποιθα μαρναμένφ* παντων γὰρ άμαΧΒννεις θρασύ κάρτος
Ἠ μέγα νεικείω ν* ὁ δὲ χωὁμενος φάτο μύθον Π ονΧνΒάμας* οὐ γὰρ οἱ εναντίον αζετ αν σαι, κεῖνος, ἐπεὶ στυγερός καὶ ἀτάσθαλος ἡδ’ ἀεσίφρων,
ος φίλα μὲν σαίνησνν ενωτταΒόν, ἄλλο. δὲ θνμω ττορφνρει καί κρνβΒα τον ον τταρεόντα χαΧεπτη' τῷ ρα καὶ ἀμφαδίῃ μέγα· νείκεσε δῖον ανακτα·
“ ὦ μοι ετηγβονίων ττάντων οΧοώτατε φωτών, σὺν θράσος ήγαγε νῶϊν οίζνα, σὸς νόος ἔτλη δῆριν ωπειρεσίην καν τλήσεται, είσ&κε ττάτρην σὺν λαοῖς σφετερονσι Βαϊζομένην έσίΒηαν άΧΧ* ἐμὲ μὴ τοιόνΒε Χάβοι θράσος, άμφί Βε τάρβος
άσφαΧες αἰὲν ἔχοιμι, σόον δέ μοι οἷκον οφέΧΧον” Λί1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη. ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὔτι ττροσεννεττε Πουλυ-Βάμαντα*
μνήσατο yap, Τρώεσσιν ὅσας εφέηκεν άννας ἡδ5 ὁπόσας ἔτ’ εμεΧΧεν, ἐπεί ρά οἱ αίθόμενον κήρ μᾶλλον ἐφώρμαινεν θανεενν η νόσφν γενέσθαι αντίθεης Ελένης, ἦς εΐνεκα Τρώιοι υἷες νψόθεν εσκοττίαζον ἀπ’ άστεος αίττεννοϊο δἑγμβνοι Ἀργείους ἡδ’ ΑίακίΒην Ἀχιλῆα.
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Go to, thyself shrink shivering from the strife ! Cower, coward, in thine halls ! But all the rest,
We men, will still go armour-girt, until We wrest from this our truceless war a peace That shall not shame us! 5Tis with travail and toil Of strenuous war that brave men win renown ;
But flight?—weak women choose it, and young babes!
Thy spirit is like to theirs. No whit I trust Thee in the day of battle—thee, the man Who maketh faint the hearts of all the host! ”
So fiercely he reviled : Polydamas Wrathfully answered; for he shrank not, he,
From answering to his face. A caitiff hound,
A reptile fool, is he who fawns on men Before their faces, while his heart is black With malice, and, when they be gone, his tongue Backbites them. Openly Polydamas Flung back upon the prince his taunt and scoff:
“ O thou of living men most mischievous!
Thy valour—quotha!—brings us misery I Thine heart endures, and will endure, that strife Should have no limit, save in utter ruin Of fatherland and people—for tliy sake !
Ne’er may such wantwit valour craze my soul!
Be mine to cherish wise discretion aye,
A warder that shall keep mine house in peace.” Indignantly he spake, and Paris found No word to answer him, for conscience woke Remembrance of all woes he had brought on Troy, And should bring; for his passion-fevered heart Would rather hail quick death than severance From Helen the divinely fair, although For lier sake was it that the sons of Troy Even then were gazing from their towers to see The Argives and Achilles drawing nigh,
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Τοῖσι δ’ ἄρ’ οὐ μετὰ δηρὸν ἀρήϊος ήλυθε Μίμνω ν,	100
Μὑμνων κνανεοισι μετ’ Αἰθιὁπεσσιν ανάσσων, ος κίε λαόν ἄγω ν άπερείσιον* ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρῶες γηθοσυνοί μιν ΪΒοντο κατὰ πτόλιν, ἡύτβ ναῦται χείματος ἐξ ὸλοοῖο δι’ αἰθέρος άθρήσωσιν ήδη τειρόμενοι Ελίκης περιηγέος αἴγλη ν	105
ὼ? λαοὶ κεχάροντο περισταΒόν, βξοχα δ’ ἄλλων ΑαομεΒοντιάδης· μάλα γάρ νύ οἱ ἦτορ εώΧπει δῃώσειν πυρὶ νἣας ὐπ’ ἀνδράσιν Αἰθιὁπεσσιν, οΰνεκ ἔχον βασιΧήα πελώριον ἡδὲ καὶ αυτοί πολλοὶ ἔσαν καὶ πάντες ἐς Ἀρεα μαιμώω ντες*	ΠΟ
τῷ ρ’ ἄμοτον κνΒαινεν ἐὺν ηόνον Ἠριγενείης δωτίνῃς ἀγαθῇσι καί ευφροσύνη τεθαλυίῃ· ἀλλήλοις δ’ οάριζον ἐπ’ εἰλαπίνη καὶ ἐδωδῇ, ος μὲν ἀριστῆας Δαναών καί οσ ἄλγε’ άνετΧη εξενεπων, 6 δὲ πατρὸς εοῦ καὶ μητέρος Ἠοῦς 115 αθάνατον βίον alev, ἀπειρεσίης τε ρέεθρα Τηθύος, ωκεανόν τε βαθυρρόον Ιερόν οΙΒμα ἡδὲ καὶ ακαμάτου περατα χθονὸς ἀντολίας τε ήεΧίον, καὶ πάσαν ἀπ* ώκεανοΐο κέλευθον μἐχρις ἐπὶ ΤΙριάμοιο πόλιν καὶ πρώονας ’Ίδης, 120 ἡδὲ καὶ ὼ? ἐδάῖξεν ὑπὸ στιβαρχισι γερεσσιν άρηαλεων ΧοΧυμων ιερόν στρατόν, οἶ μιν Ιόντα έίρηον, δ καὶ σφίσι πήμα και άσχετον ωπασε πότμον.
καὶ τὰ μὲν ὦς ἀγὁρευε καὶ ὡς ἴδεν ἔθνεα φωτών μύρια* τοῦ δ’ ἀίοντος ὑπὸ φρεσι τ ερπετό θυμὸς, 12ο ;6
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But no long time thereafter came to them Memnon the warrior-king, and brought with him A countless host of swarthy Aethiops.
From all the streets of Troy the Trojans flocked Glad-eyed to‘gaze on him, as seafarers,
With ruining tempest utterly forspent,
See through wide-parting clouds the radiance Of the eternal-wheeling Northern Wain;
So joyed the Troyfolk as they thronged around,
And more than all Laomedon’s son, for now Leapt in his heart a hope, that yet the ships Might by those Aethiop men be burned with fire;
So giantlike their king was, and themselves So huge a host, and so athirst for fight.
Therefore with all observance welcomed he The strong son of the Lady of the Dawn With goodly gifts and with abundant cheer.
So at the banquet King and Hero sat And talked, this telling of the Danaan chiefs,
And all the woes himself had suffered, that Telling of that strange immortality By the Dawn-goddess given to his sire,
Telling of the unending flow and ebb Of the Sea-mother, of the sacred flood Of Ocean fathomless-rolling, of the bounds Of Earth that wearieth never of her travail,
Of where the Sun-steeds leap from orient waves, Telling withal of all his wayfaring From Ocean’s verge to Priam’s wall, and spurs Of Ida. Yea, he told how his strong hands Smote the great army of the Solymi Who barred his way, whose deed presumptuous brought
Upon their own heads crushing ruin and woe.
So told he all that marvellous tale, and told Of countless tribes and nations seen of him.
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καί β καθ απτό μεν ος γεραρω προσεφώνεε μνθψ·
“ ω Μὑμνον, τὺ μὲν αρ με θεοὶ ποίησαν ΙΒέσθαι σὺν στρατόν ἡδὲ καὶ αυτόν ἐν ήμετεροισι μελάθροις·
ὦς μοι ἔτι κρηνειαν, ϊν Ἀργείους ἐσίδωμαι ὸλλυμἐνους άμα πάντας υπ’ ἐγχείη σ ι τεῇσι* 130 καὶ γὰρ δὴ μακάρεσσιν άτεφέσι πάντα ἔοικας εκπαηΧως, ὼ? οὔτις ἐπιχθονίων ηρώων τψ σ όίω κείνοισι φόνον στονόεντα βαΧέσθαι. νῦν δ’ ἀγε τέρπεο θύμον ἐπ’ ειΚαπΙνησιν ἐμῇσι σήμερον* αὐτὰρ ἔπειτα μαγτησεαι, ώς έπεοικεν” 135 ΛΩς είπών παλάμῃσι δέπας πολυχανδὲς ἀείρας Μεμνονα προφρονέως στΰβαρω ΒείΒεκτο κνπέΧΧω χρυσείῳ, τό ρα δῶκε περίφρων ἀμφιγυήεις νΗφαιστος κΧντον ἔργον, ὅτ’ ἦγετο Κυπρογἐνειαν, Ζηνὶ μεγασθενάί· ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ώπασεν υίἑι Βωρον 140 Δαρδάνῳ ἀντιθἐφ* ὁ δ’ Ἐριχθονίῳ πὁρβ παιδί*
Τρωὶ δ’ Ἕριχθὸνιος μεηαΧητορι* αντάρ ο γ’ ’Ιλῷ κάΧΧοπε συν κτεάτεσσιν ὁ δ’ ώπασε ΑαομεΒοντι· αὐτὰρ ὁ ΑαομέΒων ΤΙριάμω πόρεν, ὅ? μιν εμεΧΧεν υίεϊ Βωσεμεναι* το δέ οἱ θεὺς οὐκ έτέΧεσσεν. 145 κεῖνο δἐπας περικαλλές έθάμβεεν εν φρεσϊ Μέμνων άμφαφόων καί τοΐον ὑποβλήδην φάτο μύθον*
“ οὐ μὲν χρὴ παρὰ δαιτὶ πεΧώριον ευγετάασθαι οὐδ’ ἄρ’ νποσγεσίην κατανευέμεν,1 ἀλλὰ εκηΧον Βαίνυσθ’ ἐν μεγάροισι καὶ ἄρτια μηγαναασθαι* 150 1 Zimmermmn, for κατανώσαψ^ν of MSS.
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And Priam heard, and ever glowed his heart Within him; and the old lips answering spake :
“ Memnon, the Gods are good, who have vouchsafed To me to look upon thine host, and thee Here in mine halls. O that their grace would so Crown this their boon, that I might see my foes All thrust to one destruction by thy spears.
That well may be, for marvellous-like art thou To soine invincible Deathless One, yea, more Than any earthly hero. Wherefore thou,
I trust, shalt hurl wild havoc through their host.
But now, I pray thee, for this day do thou Cheer at iny feast thine heart, and with the inora Shalt thou go forth to battle worthy of thee.”
Then in his hands a chalice deep and wide He raised, and Memnon in all love he pledged In that huge golden cup, a gift of Gods;
For this the cunning God-smith brought to Zeus, His masterpiece, what time the Mighty in Power To Hephaestus gave for bride the Cyprian Queen; And Zeus on Dardanus his godlike son Bestowed it, he on Erichthonius ;
Erichthomus to Tros the great of heart Gave it, and he with all his treasure-store Bequeathed it unto Ilus, and he gave That wonder to Laomedon, and he To Priam, who had thought to leave the same To his own son. Fate ordered otherwise.
And Memnon clasped his hands about that cup So peerless-beautiful, and all his heart Marvelled; and thus he spake unto the King:
“ Beseems not with great swelling words to vaunt Amidst the feast, and lavish promises,
But rather quietly to eat in hall,
And to devise deeds worthy. Whether I
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εἴτε γὰρ ἐσθλὸς τ’ εἰμὶ καὶ ἄλκιμος εἴτε και ονκί, γνώσῃ ἐνὶ πτοΧέμφ, όττότ άνέρος ether αι αΧκή. νῦν δ’ ἄγε δὴ κοίτοιο μεδώμεθα, μηδ’ ἀνὰ νύκτα πίνωμεν χαλεπός γὰρ επειηομένοισι μάχεσθαι οἶνος άπειρέσιος καὶ άνπνοσννη ἀλεγεινή.”
ΛΩς φάτο* τον δ’ ὁ γεραιὸς άηασσάμενος προσ-εειπεν*
“αντος όπως εθέΧεις μεταΒαΙννσο, πείθβο δ’ αὐτῷ· οὐ γὰρ ἐ7ώ σ’ άέκοντα βιήσομαι· οὐ γὰρ εοικεν οντ απιοντ άπο δαιτὺς ερνκέμεν οὔτε μενοντα σβὑειν ἐκ μεηάροιο* θεμις νὑ τοι ἀνδράσιν αυτως.
ΛΙὸς φάθ’· ὁ δ’ ἐκ Βορποιο μεθίστατο* βῆ δὲ πρὸς εὐνὴν
νστατίην* ἅμα δ’ ἄλλοι ἔβαν κοίτοιο μἑδεσθαι Βαιτν μονές9 τάχα δὲ σφιν ἐπήλυθε νήΒνμος ύπνος.
Αὐτὰρ ἐνὶ μεγάροισι Διὸς στεροπηγερεταο αθάνατοι Βαίννντο· πατήρ δ’ ἐν τοῖσι Ίίρονίων εὖ εἰδὼς ἀγὁρευε Βνσηχεος ἔργα μοθοιο*
“ ἴστε θεοὶ περὶ Πάντες ἐπεσσὑμενον βαρὺ ττῆμα αύριον εν ποΧεμω* μάλα γὰρ πολλών μένος ϊππων οψεσθ’ ἀμφ’ οχεεσσι Βαιζο μενών εκάτερθεν άνΒρας δ’ ὸλλυμἐνους· τῶν καὶ πέρι κηΒόμενός τις μιμνετω ὑμείων μηδ’ ἀμφ’ ἐμὰ γοὑναθ’ ικανών Χισσεσθω9 Κῆρες γὰρ άμείΧιχοί εἰσι καὶ ή μιν” *ί2ς ἔφατ’ εν μεσσοισιν έπισταμενοισι και αὐτοῖς,
οφρα καί άσγαΧόων τις ἀπὸ πτοΧέμοιο τράπηται, μηδὲ ὲ Χισσομενος περί νΐεος ἡὲ φίΧοιο μαψιΒίως αφίκηται άτειρεος ενΒον Ὀλὑμττου, καὶ τὰ μὲν ώς εσάκουσαν ερνγΒούπον Κρονίδαο, τΧησαν ἐνὶ στερνοισι και ον βασιΧηος ἔναντα
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Be brave and strong, or whether I be not,
Battle, wherein a man’s true might is seen,
Shall prove to thee. Now would I rest, nor drink The long night through. The battle-eager spirit By measureless wine and lack of sleep is dulled.” Marvelled at him the old King, and he said :
“ As seems thee good touching the banquet, do After thy pleasure. I, when thou art loth,
Will not constrain thee. Yea, unmeet it is To hold back him who fain would leave the board, Or hurry from one’s halls who fain would stay.
So is the good old law with all true men.”
Then rose that champion from the board, and passed
Thence to his sleep—his last! And with him went All others from the banquet to their rest:
And gentle sleep slid down upon them soon.
But in the balls of Zeus, the Lightning-lord, Feasted the gods the while, and Cronos’ son, All-father, of his deep foreknowledge spake Amidst them of the issue of the strife:
“ Be it l£no\jm unto you all, to-inorn shall bring By yonder war affliction swift and sore ;
For many mighty horses shall ye see In either host beside their chariots slain,
And many heroes perishing. Therefore ye Remember these my words, howe’er ye grieve For dear ones. Let none clasp my knees in prayer, Since even to us relentless are the fates.”
So warned he them, which knew before, that all Should from the battle stand aside, howe’er Heart-wrung ; that none, petitioning for a son Or dear one, should to Olympus vainly come.
So, at that warning of the Thunderer,
The Son of Cronos, all they steeled their hearts To bear, and spake no word against their king;
81
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μῦθον ἔφαν μάλα γὰρ μιν άττ€ΐρέσιον τρομέεσκον άχννμβνοι δ’ Ικανόν ὅπη δόμος ἦεν έκαστον καί Χέχος* άμφϊ δὲ τοῖσι καὶ αθανάτου περ ἐοῦσιν
ΰττνου βληχρὸν ὄνειαρ ἐπὶ βΧβφάροισι ταννσθη.
Ἠμος δ’ ήΧιβάτων ορίων ύττερέσσυται ἄκρα? λαμπρές ἀν’ ονρανον εὺρὺν εωσφόρος, ος τ’ ἐπὶ ἔργον
ἡδὺ μάλα κνώσσοντας άμαΧΧοΒετήρας iyeiper τῆμος άρηιον via φαεσφορου Ἠριγενείης ὕστατος ὕπνος ἀνῆκεν* ὁ δ’ἐν φ peal κάρτος άέξων ἤδη Βνσμενέεσσι \c\aiero Βηριάασθαι.
Ἠὼς δ’ ονρανον evpvv avrjiev ονκ ἐθέλουσα. καὶ τότε Τρῶες ἕσαντο περὶ %ρο’ὶ δήια τεὐχη, τοῖσι δ’ ἄμ’ ΑΙθίοττές τε καὶ ὁππόσα φνΧα ττέΧοντο
άμφϊ βίην ΤΙριάμοιο σνναηρομίνων ίτηκονρων πανσνδίτρ' μάλα δ’ ὦκα πρὸ τείχεος ἐσσεὑοντο κνανέοις νεφέεασιν ἐοικέτες, οἷα Κρονίμν χείματος ορννμένοιο κατ ήέρα ττονΧνν ayeipei, αϊψα δ’ ἄρ’ ἐπλήσθη πεδίον πᾶν οι δ’ ἐκἐχυντο άκρίσι Ίτυροβοροισιν aXiyKiov, αι τε φέρονται ως νέφος ἣ πολὺς ὄμβρος ὑπὲρ χθονὸς ενρνητέΒοιο άττΧητοι μερἐπεσσιν άεικέα Χιμόν ciyovaai· ως οἱ ἴσαν ττοΧΧοί τε καὶ οβριμοι, άμφϊ δ’ ἀγυίαΙ
στείνοντ έασνμένων, νιτο δ’ ἔχρετο ποσσὶ κονίη.
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἀπάνευθεν έθάμβεον, εὐτ’ ὸσίδοντο έσσνμένονς· εἶθαρ δὲ περὶ χροὶ' χαλκόν ἕσαντο κάρτεί Πηλείδαο πεποιθὑτες* ος δ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοις ηιβ Τιτήνεσσι ττοΧνσθενέβσσιν έοικως 82
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For in exceeding awe they stood of him.
Yet to their several mansions and their rest With sore hearts went they. O’er their deathless eyes
The blessing-bringer Sleep his light veils spread.
When o’er precipitous crests of mountain-walls Leapt up broad heaven the bright morning-star Who rouseth to their toils from slumber sweet The binders of the sheaf, then his last sleep Unclasped the warrior-son of her who brings Light to the world, the Child of Mists of Night.
Now swelled his mighty heart with eagerness To battle with the foe forthright. And Dawn With most reluctant feet began to climb Heaven’s broad highway. Then did the Trojans gird
Their battle-harness on ; then armed themselves The Aethiop men, and all the mingled tribes Of those war-helpers that from many lands To Priam’s aid were gathered. Forth the gates Swiftly they rushed, like darkly lowering clouds Which Cronos’ Son, when storm is rolling up, Herdeth together through the welkin wide.
Swiftly the whole plain filled. Onward they streamed Like harvest-ravaging locusts drifting on In fashion of heavy-brooding rain-clouds o’er Wide plains of earth, an irresistible host Bringing wan famine on the sons of men;
So in their might and multitude they went.
The city streets were all too strait for them % Marching: upsoared the dust from underfoot.
From far the Argives gazed, and marvelling saw Their onrush, but with speed arrayed their limbs In brass, and in the might of Peleus’ son Put their glad trust. Amidst them rode he on Like to a giant Titan, glorying
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κυδιὁων ιττττοισι καὶ αρμασι* τοῦ δ’ άρα τεύχη πάντη μαρμαίρεσκον ἀλίγκιον ἀστεροπῇσιν. οἷος δ’ ἐκ ττεράτων γαιηόχον ωκεανοϊο ἔρχεται ήέΧιος φαεσίμβροτος ουρανόν εἴσω μφανοων, τραφερη δὲ γελᾴ περὶ γαῖα αἰθὴρ·	210
τοῖος ἐν 'ApyeioKn τοι εσσντο ΤΙηΧέος υἱός. ὼς δὲ καὶ ἐν Τρώεσσιν ἀρήϊος ήιε Μἐμνων Ἀρβί μαιμώωντι πανείκελος, ἀμφὶ δὲ λαοὶ ττροφρονέως εφέττοντο τταρεσσύμενοι βασιΧήι.
Αΐψα δ’ ἄρ’ άμφοτέρων δοΧιχαϊ ττονέοντο φά-Xayyες	215
Τρώων καὶ Δαναών, μετὰ δ’ ἔπρεπον Αἰθιοπῆες* σὺν δ’ ἔπεσον καναχηδὸν ὁμῶς, ὅτε κύματα 'πόντον
πάντοθεν iy^po μενών ανέμων ν ττ ο χει ματ ος ωρχρ άΧΧηΧονς δ’ εδάϊζον ἐὐξέστης μεΧιησι βάΧΧοντες, μετά δέ σφι γόος καναχη τε δεδήει· 220 ως δ’ ὅτ’ epiySov7TOL· ττοταμοϊ μεγάλα στενάχω σι ν εἰς ἄλα γενόμενος ὅτε Χαβροτατος πέλει ’όμβρος εκ Διὸς, εὖτ’ άΧίαστον ἐπὶ νέφεα κτυττέωσι Θηy6μεv άΧΧηΧοισι, πυρὸς δ’ εξέσσυτ αντμψ ὼς τῶν μαρναμένων μἐγ’ ὑπαὶ ποσὶ γαῖα πελώρη 225 εβραχε, θεσιτεσίον δὲ δὁ ηερος ἔπσυτ’ ἀϋτὴ σ μερδαΧέη· δεινόν yap άντεον αμφοτέρωθεν.
Ἕνθ’ ἕλε Πηλείδης Θάλιον καὶ άμύμονα Μἐντην αμφω άρ^νώτω, βάΧε δ’ ἄλλων πολλὰ κάρηνα. ευτ αἰγὶς βερέθροισιν1 ύττοχθονίοις έττορούση 230 Χάβρος, αφαρ δέ τε πάντα κατά χθονός άμφι-χέηται
εκ θεμέθΧων μάλα γάρ ρα ιτεριτρομέει βαθν γαῖα·
1 Zimmermann, for εδτε γαίω μελάὅροισιν of MSS.
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In steeds and chariot, while his armour flashed Splendour around in sudden lightning-gleams.
It was as when the sun from utmost bounds Of earth-encompassing ocean comes, and brings Light to the world, and flings his splendour wide Through heaven, and earth and air laugh all around. So glorious, mid the Argives Peleus’ son Rode onward. Mid the Trojans rode the while Memnon the hero, even such to see As Ares furious-hearted. Onward swept The eager host arrayed about their lord.
Then in the grapple of war on either side Closed the long lines, Trojan and Danaan;
But chief in prowess still the Aethiops were.
Crashed they together as when surges meet On the wild sea, when, in a day of storm,
From every quarter winds to battle rush.
Foe hurled at foe the ashen spear, and slew : Screams and death-groans went up like roaring fire. As when down-thundering torrents shout and rave On-pouring seaward, when the madding rains Stream from God’s cisterns, when the huddling clouds
Are hurled against each other ceaselessly,
And leaps their fiery breath in flashes forth ;
So ’neath the fighters’ trampling feet the earth Thundered, and leapt the terrible battle-yell Through frenzied air, for mad the war-cries were.
For firstfruits of death’s harvest Peleus’ son Slew Thalius and Mentes nobly bom,
Men of renown, and many a head beside Dashed he to dust. As in its furious swoop A whirlwind shakes dark chasms underground,
And earth’s foundations crumble and melt away Around the deep roots of the shuddering world,
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ως οι y ἐν κονίησι κατήριπον ώκέί ποτμφ αἰΧμὴ Πηλείωνος* ὁ yap μέγα μαίνετο θνμφ.
*Ω,ς δ’ αΰτως ἑτέρωθεν ἐὐς παῖς Ἠριγενεἰης 7Αpyβίους εΒάιζε κακῇ ἐναλίγκιος· Αἴσῃ, ἦ τε φερει λαοισι κακόν καί άεικεα \oiyov. πρώτον δ’ εἷλε Φέρωνα διὰ στερνοιο τυχήσας Βου pan Xevyαλεφ3 ἐπὶ δ’ εκτανε δῖον Ἕρευθον, άμφω εελΒομενω πόλεμον καὶ ἀεικέα χάρμην, οΐ Θρύον αμφενεμοντο παρ’ Ἀλφειοῖο ρεεθροις, καί ρ’ ὑπο Νέστορι βησαν ἐς Ίλιου ἱερὸν ἄστυ* τοὺς δ’ ὁπότ’ ἐξενάριξεν, ἐπῴχετο Νηλέος υἷὺν κτειναί μιν μεμαώς* τοῦ δ’ Ἀντίλοχος θεοειδὴς πρόσθ’ ἐλθὼν ἴθυνε μακρον Βόρν, καί οι άμαρτε τντθον ἀλευαμἐνοιο· φίλον Bi οι εΐλεν εταιρον Αϊθοπα Πυρρασίὃην ὁ δὲ χωσάμένος κταμίνοιο Ἀντιλόχω ἐπιᾶλτο, λέων ὼς όβριμόθνμος καπρίψ, ὅς ρα καὶ αὐτὸς εναντίον οΙΒε μάχεσθαι άνΒράσι καϊ θηρεσσι, πέλει δὲ οἱ ἄσπετος ὁρμή* ὼς ὁ θοῶς επόρονσεν, ὁ δ’ εὐρὲῖ μιν βάλε πετρψ Ἀντίλοχος· τοῦ δ’ οὔτι λύθη κέαρ, οννεκ άρ αυτόν
aXyivoevT άπάλαλκε φόνον κρατερη τρυφάλεια· σμερΒαλεον Bi οι ἦτορ ἐνὶ στερνοισιν ορίνθη βλημενον άμφϊ Bi οι κόρυς ϊαχε* καί ρ’ ἔτι μᾶλλον
μαίνετ ἐπ’ 7 Αντιλόχψ. κρατερη Bi οι εζεεν ἀλκή* τοΰνεκα Νέστορος υἷα καὶ αίχμητήν περ εόντα τύψεν υπέρ μαζοϊο* Βιηλασε Β7 οβριμον ἔγχος ἐ? κραδίην, θνητοϊσιν ἔπῃ πέλει ὠκὺς όλεθρός.
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So the ranks crumbled in swift doom to the dust Before the spear and fury of Peleus’s son.
But on the other side the hero child Of the Dawn-goddess slew the Argive men, like to a baleful Doom which bringeth down On men a grim and ghastly pestilence.
First slew he Pheron; for the bitter spear Plunged through his breast, and down on him he hurled
Goodly Ereuthus, battle-revellers both,
Dwellers in Thryus by Alpheus* streams,
Which followed Nestor to the god-built burg Of Ilium. But when he had laid these low,
Against the son of Neleus pressed he on Eager to slay. Godlike Antilochus Strode forth to meet him, sped the long spear s flight,
Yet missed him, for a little he swerved, but slew His Aethiop comrade, son of Pyrrliasus.
Wroth for his fall, against Antilochus He leapt, as leaps a lion mad of mood Upon a boar, the beast that flincheth not From fight with man or brute, whose charge is a flash
Of lightning; so was his swift leap. His foe Antilochus caught a huge stone from the ground, Hurled, smote him; but unshaken abode his strength, For the strong helm-crest fenced his head from death;
But rang the morion round bis brows. His heart Kindled with terrible fury at the blow More than before against Antilochus.
Like seething cauldron boiled his maddened might. He stabbed, for all his cunning of fence, the son Of Nestor above the breast; the crashing spear Plunged to the heart, the spot of speediest death.
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Τοῦ δ’ ύττοδηωθ εντός ἄχος Δαναοΐσιν ετύχθη πᾶσι, μάλιστα δὲ ττατρί περὶ φρἐνας ἡλυθε πἐνθος
Νἐστορι παιδὺς ὲοῖο παρ’ οφθάΧμοΐσι δαμέντος· οὐ γὰρ δὴ μερὁπεσσι κακώτερον ἄλγος ε·πεισιν, ἣ ὅτε τταἷδες οΧωνταιεον πατρὸς είσοροωντος* τοϋνεκα καί στερεησιν ὰρηράμενος φρεσὶ θύμον άχνυτο τταιδδς ὲοῖο κακῇ περὶ Κηρὶ δαμέντος· κέκΚετο δ’ ἐσσυμένως Θρασυμήδεα νόσφιν ἐόντα* “ ὄρσο μοι, ὼ Θρασὑμηδες άγακΧεες, ὄφρα φονήα σεῖο κασιγνητοιο καί νίέος ήμετεροιο νεκρόν ἑκὰς σεύωμεν άεικεος, ήὲ και αυτοί άμψ αὐτῷ στονόεσσαν άναττλήσωμεν οιζνν. el δὲ σοι ἐν στερνοισι πόλει δἐος, οὐ σύ γ’ ἐμεῖο υίὺς ἔφυς οὐδ’ ἐσσὶ Περικλυμἐνοιο γενέθλης, ος τε και Ηρακλῆι καταντίον εΧθέμεν ἔτλη. ἀλλ’ ἄγε δὴ ττονεώμεθ\ ἐπεὶ μέγα κάρτος ανάγκη ποΧλάκι μαρναμενοισι καί ούτιδανοισιν οτΐάζειΓ Λί1ς φάτο* τοῦ δ’ ἀίοντος ὑπο φρεσὶ σνηχντο θυμός
πἐνθεσι ΧευγαΧεοισιν* ἄφαρ δέ οι ηΚυθεν άγχι Φηρενς, ον ρα καί αὐτὸν άττοκταμένοιο άνακτος εΐΧεν ἄχος· κρατεροϊο δ’ εναντία δηριάασθαι Μἑμνονος ωρμηθησαν αν αίματόεντα κυδοιμόν. ως δ’ ὅταν άγρευτηρε κατά τττνχας ύληεσσας ονρεος ηΧιβάτοιο ΧιΚαιομενοι μέγα θήρης ἢ ανος ἣ άρκτοιο καταντίον αίσσωσι1 κτεινεμεναι μεμαωτες, ὁπὸ’ άμφοτεροις εττορονσας θνμω μαιμώωντι βίην άιταμύνεται άν&ρων ως τότε και Μέμνων φρόνεεν μέγα· τοι δέ οι άγχι ηΚυθον· ἀλλὰ μιν οΰτι κατακτανεειν εδύναντο μάκρη σ ιν μελίῃσιν άίΓεττΧαγχθεν δὲ οἱ αίχμαϊ τῆλε χροός* μάλα γάρ που άττετραττεν Ἠριγένεια· 1 Zimmermann, for άίσσουσι of ν.
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Then upon all the Danaans at his fall Came grief; but anguish-stricken was the heart Of Nestor most of all, to see his child Slain in his sight; for no more bitter pang Smiteth the heart of man than when a son Perishes, and his father sees him die.
Therefore, albeit unused to melting mood,
His soul was tom with agony for the son By black death slain. A wild cry hastily To Thrasymedes did he send afar: u Hither to me, Thrasymedes war-renowned !
Help me to thrust back from thy brother’s corse, Yea, from mine hapless son, his murderer,
That so ourselves may render to our dead All dues of mourning. If thou flinch for fear,
No son of mine art thou, nor of the line Of Periclymenus, who dared withstand Hercules’ self. Come, to the battle-toil!
For grim necessity oftentimes inspires The very coward with courage of despair.”
Then at his cry that brothers heart was stung With bitter grief. Swift for his help drew nigh Phereus, on whom for bis great prince’s fall Came anguish Charged these warriors twain, to face Strong Memnon in the gory strife. As when Two hunters ’mid a forest’s mountain-folds,
Eager to take the prey, rush on to meet A wild boar or a bear, with hearts afire To slay him, but in furious mood he leaps On them, and holds at bay the might of men;
So swelled the heart of Memnon. Nigh drew they, Yet vainly essayed to slay him, as they hurled The long spears, but the lances glanced aside Far from his flesh: tlie Dawn-queen turned them thence.
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δούρατα δ’ οὐχ ἁλίως χαμάδις πέσεν ἀλλ’ ὁ μὲν &κα
ἐμμεμαὼς κατἐπεφνε Πολύμνιον υἷα Μἐγητος Φηρεὺς δβριμόθνμος, ὁ δ’ ἑκτανε Ααομέδοντα Νἑστορος ὄβριμος υἱός άδβΧφβιοΐο χολωθείς, ον Μἐμνων ἐδάιξε κατὰ μὁθον, ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ χερσὶν υπ’ άκαμάττρσι λύεν παγχάλκεα τεὐχη Οὕτε βίην ἀλέγων Θρασυμήδεος οὔτε μὲν έσθΧοϋ Φηράος, οὕνεκα ττολιλὸν ὕπείροχος· οἱ δ’ ὅτε θῶε ἀμφ’ ἔλαφον βββαώτα μἑγαν φοβέοντο λέοντα οὔτι πρόσω μεμαῶτες ἔτ’ ἐλθέμεν αΐνά δὲ ΝΙστωρ
ἐγγὑθεν ζΐσοροων οΧοφύρβτο, κέκλετο δ’ άΧΧους σφούς ίτάρους δηίοισιν ἐπελθἐμβν αν δὲ καὶ αὐτὸς ὦρμαινεν πονέεσθαι ἀφ’ άρματος, οὕνεκ’ ἄρ αὐτὸν παιδος ἀποφθιμἐνοιο ποθὴ ποτὶ μωΧον ayea/ee Trap δύναμιν* μἐλΛεν δὲ φίλω περὶ παιδὶ καὶ αυτός
κεῖσθαι ὁμῶς κταμίνοις έναρίθμιος, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ αυτόν
Μέμνων οβριμοθυμος ἐπεσσύμενον προσὲειπβν αἰδβσθεὶς ἀνὰ θύμον ομήλικα ττατρος ὲοῖο·
“ ὦ yepov, οΰ μοι ἔοικε καταντία σεῖο μώχμσθαι ττρβσβντεροιο γεγῶτον, ἐπεί γ’ εὖ οἷδα νοησαι* ἦ γὰρ ἔχω γ’ ἐφάμην σε νέον καὶ άρηιον άνδρα άντιάαν δηίοισι* θρασύς Be μοι ἔλπετο θυμός %€ΐρος ἐμἣς καὶ Βουρος ἐπάξιον ἔμμεναι ἔργον. ἀλλ, ἀναχάξεο τἣΧε μύθον στυγερού τε φονοιο, χάζεο, μή σε βάΧοιμι καί ονκ έθέλων περ ἀνάγκῃ, μηδὲ τεῷ περὶ τταιΒϊ πὲσῃς μἐγ’ αμάνονι φω τι μαρνάμβνος, μὴ δή σε καὶ άφρονα μυθησωνται ἀνέρες· οὐ γὰρ ἔοικεν ὑττερτέρῳ άντιάασθαι'3 go
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Yet fell their spears not vainly to the ground : The lance of fiery-hearted Phereus, winged With eager speed, dealt death to Meges’ son, Polymnius: Laomedon was slain By the wrath of Nestor s son for a brother dead, The dear one Memnon slew in battle-rout,
And whom the slayer’s war-unwearied hands Now stripped of his all-brazen battle-gear, Nought recking, he, of Thrasymedes’ might,
Nor of stout Phereus, who were unto him But weaklings. A great lion seemed he there Standing above a hart, as jackals they,
That, howso hungry, dare not come too nigh.
But hard thereby the father gazed thereon In agony, and cried the rescue-cry To other his war-comrades for their aid Against the foe. Himself too burned to fight From his war-car ; for yearning for the dead Goaded him to the fray beyond his strength.
Ay, and himself had been on his dear son Laid, numbered with the dead, had not the voice Of Memnon stayed him even in act to rush Upon him, for he reverenced in his heart The white hairs of an age-mate of his sire:
“ Ancient/’ he cried, “ it were my shame to fight With one so much mine elder: I am not Blind unto honour. Verily I weened That this was some young warrior, when I saw Thee facing thus the foe. My bold heart hoped For contest worthy of mine hand and spear.
Nay, draw thou back afar from battle-toil And bitter death. Go, lest, how loth soe er,
I smite thee of sore need. Nay, fall not thou Beside thy son, against a mightier man Fighting, lest men with folly thee should charge, For folly it is that braves overmastering might.”
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ΛΩς φάτο* τὸν δ’ ὲτέρωθι αγέρων ημείβετο μνθψ· “ ω Μέμνον, τα μὲν ἄρ που ἐτώσια ττάντ ἀγο-ρεύεις*
οὐ μὲν γὰρ δηίοισι πονεύμενον εἵνεκα παιδὸς άφραίνειν ερέει τις ἀνηλέα τταιδοφονήα νεκρόν ὲκὰς σεύοντα κατὰ μάθον* ώς ὅφελὁν μοι ἀλκὴ Ιτ’ εμιτεδος ἦεν, ἵνα γνώης ἐμὸν ἔγχος· νῦν δὲ σὺ μὲν μάλα πάγχυ μέγ’ ενχεαι, οὕνεκα θυμὸς
θαρσαΧέος νἐου ἀνδρὸς ελαφρότερου δὲ νόημα· τῷ ρα καὶ υψηλά φρονεων άττοφωΧια βάζεις, εΐ Βέ μοι ήβώωντι καταντίον εϊΧηΧούθεις, οὐκ ἀν τοι κεχάροντο φίΧοι κρατερω ττερ ἐὸντι* νῦν δ’ ὦς τίς τε λίων ὕπὺ γήραος άχθομαι αίνον, ον τε κὑων σταθμόω ττοΧνρρηνοιο Βίηται θαρσαλέως, ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὔτι ΧιΧαιόμενός ττερ άμννει οἷ αὐτῷ, οὐ γὰρ οι ετ εμττεΒοί είσιν οΒόντες οὐδὲ /3ίη, κρατερον δὲ χρόνψ άμαθννεται ητορ* ὼ? ἐμοὶ οὐκέτι κάρτος ενϊ στηθεσσιν ορωρεν, οΐόν περ το ττάροιθεν· ὅμως S’ ἔτι φέρτερος εἰμι πολλῶν ανθρώπων, ττανροισι δε γήρας νττείκει [ἡμέτερον, τοῖς κάρτος όμως πόλει ἡδὲ καὶ ἦβη].” ΛΟς είττων άττο βαιον έ^άσσατο* λεΐττε δ’ ἄρ’ υἷα κείμενον εν κονίησιν, ἐπεί νύ οἱ οὐκέτι πάμπαν γναμτττοις εν μέΧεεσσι ττεΧε σθένος ως το πάροιθεν
γήραϊ γὰρ καθύπερθε ττοΧντΧήτω βεβάρητο. ως δ’ αντως άττόρονσεν ενμμελίης Θρασυμήδης Φηρεὑς τ’ όβριμόθνμος ιδ’ άΧΧοι ττάντες εταίροι ΒειΒιότες* μάλα γάρ σφιν ἐπῴχβτο Χοίρίος ἀνήρ. Ὠς δ’ ὅτ’ ἀπὸ μεγάλων ορέων ττοταμός βαθυδίνης
καχΧάζων φορέηται άττειρεσίω όρνμαγΒω, ὁππότε σνννεφές ἦμαρ ἐπ’ άνθρώττοισι τ αν ν σ ση 9Ζ
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He spake, and answered him that warrior old:
Cf Nay, Memn on, vain was that last word of thine. None would naine fool the father who essayed, Battling with foes for his son’s sake, to thrust The ruthless slayer back from that dear corpse,
But ah that yet my strength were whole in ine,
That thou might’st know my spear! Now canst thou vaunt
Proudly enow : a young man’s heart is bold And light his wit. Uplifted is thy soul And vain thy speech. If in my strength of youth Thou hadst met me—ha, thy friends had not rejoiced,
For all thy might! But me the grievous weight Of age bows down, like an old lion whom A cur may boldly drive back from the fold,
For that he cannot, in his wrath’s despite,
Maintain his own cause, being toothless now, .
And strengthless, and his strong heart tamed by time.
So well the springs of olden strength no more Now in my breast. Yet am I stronger still Than many men ; iny grey hairs yield to few That have within them all the strength of youth.”
So drew he back a little space, and left Lying in dust his son, since now no more Lived in the once lithe limbs the olden strength,
For the years’ weight lay heavy on his head.
Back leapt Thrasymedes likewise, spearman good, And battle-eager Phereus, and the rest Their comrades ; for that slaughter-dealing man Pressed hard on them. As when from mountains high
A shouting river with wide-echoing din Sweeps down its fathomless whirlpools through the gloom,
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Ζεὺς κΧονεων μέγα χεῖμα, περικτυπεουσι δὲ πάντη βρονταϊ ὁμῶς στεροπῇσιν ἄδην νεφέων συνώντων θεσπεσίων, κοῖλαι δὲ περικΧύζονται άρουραι ομβρου ἐπεσσυμἐνοιο δυσηχέος, ἀμφὶ δὲ μακραϊ σμερδαλέον βοοωσυ κατ οϋρεα πάντα, χαpah par ὼς Μέμνων σεύεσκεν ἐπ’ ῄὸνας Ελλήσποντου Ἀργείους* μετὁπισθε δ’ επισπο μένος κεράιξε* πολλοὶ δ’ ἐν κονίησι καὶ αϊματι θυμών ἔλειπον Αἰθιόπων ὑπο χερσί* Χύθρφ δ’ ἐφορύνετο γαῖα οΧΧυμενων Δαναών, μίγα δ’ ἐν φρεσὶ γήθεε Μὑμνων
αἰὲν επεσσύμενος Βηίων στίγμα άμφϊ δὲ νεκρών στείνετο Τρώϊον οὖδας* ὁ δ’ οὐκ ἀπέληγε κυδοιμοῦ· ἔλπετο γὰρ Τρώεσσι φάος, Δαναοῖσι δὲ πῆμα ἔσσεσθ’* ἀλλά ἐ Μοῖρα πολύστονος ἡπερὁπευεν iyyvdev Ισταμενη καί ἐπὶ κΧονον οτρύνουσα. άμφϊ δὲ οἱ θεράποντες ενσθενέες πονεοντο, Ἀλκυονεὺς Νὐχιὁς τε καὶ Ἀσιάδης ἐρίθυμος αἰχμητής τε Μἐνεκλος Ἀλἐξιππὁς τε Κλύδων τε ἄλλοι τ’ Ιωχμοΐο μεμαότες, οἶ ρα καὶ αὐτοὶ καρτνναντ ἀνὰ δῆριν ὲῷ πίσυνοι βασιλῆι. καὶ τὑτε δή ἡμ Μἐνεκλον έπεσσύμενον Ααναοϊσι Νηλείδης κατέπεφνεν, 6 δ’ άσχαΧόων ετάροιο Μίμνω ν οβριμόθνμος ενήρατο πονΧύν ομι,Χον ως δ’ ὅτε τις κραιπνῇσιν επιβρίσας εΧάφοισι θηρητὴρ ἐν ορεσσι Χίνων ἔντοσθεν ερεμνων ἰλαδὸν ἀγρομἐνῃσιν ἐς υστάτων hoXov άγρης αίζηων Ιότητι, κύνες δ’ επικαηχάΧοωσιν,
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When God with tumult of a mighty storm Hath palled the sky in cloud from verge to verge, When thunders crash all round, when thick and fast Gleam lightnings froin the huddling clouds, when fields
Are flooded as the hissing rain descends,
And all the air is filled with awful roar Of torrents pouring down the hill-ravines ;
So Memnon toward the shores of Hellespont Before him hurled the Argives, following hard Behind them, slaughtering ever. Many a man Fell in the dust, and left his life in blood ’Neath Aethiop hands. Stained was the earth with gore
As Danaans died. Exulted Memnon s soul As on the ranks of foemen ever he rushed,
Aod heaped with dead was all the plain of Troy. And still froin fight refrained be not; he hoped To be a light of safety unto Troy And bane to Danaans. But all the while Stood baleful Doom beside him, and spurred on To strife, with flattering smile. To right, to left His stalwart helpers wrought in battle-toil, Alcyoneus and Nychius, and the son Of Asius furious-souled; Meneclus’ spear,
Clydon and Alexippus, yea, a host Eager to chase the foe, men wlio in fight Quit them like men, exulting in their king.
Then, as Meneclus on the Danaans charged,
The son of Neleus slew him. Wroth for his friend, Whole throngs of foes fierce-hearted Memnon slew. As when a hunter midst the mountains drives Swift deer within the dark lines of his toils—
The eager ring of beaters closing in
Presses the huddled throng into the snares
Of death : the dogs are wild with joy of the chase
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πυκνόν νλακτιόωντες, 6 δ3 ἐμμεμαὼς ὐπ’ άκοντι κεμμάσιν ωκυτάτησι φόνον στονόεντα τίθησιν ὼς Μέμνων εδάιξε πόλύν στρατόν· ἀμφὶ δ’ εταίροι γήθεον* Ἀργεῖοι δὲ περικλντόν ἄνδρ’ έφέβοντο. ώς δ’ ἀπ οτ’ ἐξεριπὸντος ἀπ’ ονρεος ήλιβάτοιο πέτρον ἀπειρεσίοιο, τὸν ύψόθεν ακάματος Ζεὺς ὥσῃ ἀπὸ κρημνοῖο βαλών στονὁεντι κεραυνω, τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ ἀνὰ δρυμὰ πυκνά καί άηκεα μα κ ρα ραηέντος
βησσαι επικτυπεουσι> περιτρομέουσι δ’ ἀν’ ύλην, εϊ που μήλ* νπένερθε κυλινδομένοιο νέμονται ἣ /3ὁες ἡἐ τιν’ άλλα, καὶ εξαλέονται Ιόντος ριπήν ὰργαλέην καὶ α μειλίχιον* ως άρ ’ Αχαιοί Μέμνονος οβριμον εγχος επεσσυμένοιο φέβοντο.
Καὶ πὸτε δὴ κρατεροιο μόλε σχεδόν Αίακίδαο Νέστωρ, ἀμφὶ δὲ παιδὶ μέγ’ άχνύμενος φάτο μύθον “ω Ἀχιλεῦ μέγα ἕρκος iv σ θενέων Ἀργείων, ὦλετὁ μοι φίλος υιός, ἔχει δέ μοι ἔντεα Μέμνων τεθνεότος, δείδω δὲ κννων μὴ κυρμα γἐνηται* ἀλλὰ θοῶς έπάμννον, ἐπεὶ φίλος ὅστις εταίρου μέμνηται κταμένοιο και άγνυται ονκέτ e οντος”
Ὄς φάτο· τοῦ δ’ αίοντος υπό φρένας εμπεσε πένθος·
Μἐμνονα δ’ ώς ενόησεν αν α στονόεντα κνΒοιμόν Ἀργείονς ἰληδὸν ὐπ’ ἀγχει Βηιόωντα, αντίκα κάλλιπε Τρώας, ὅσους ὐπὺ χερσϊ Βάιξεν ἀμφ’ άλλησι φάλαηξι, καί Ισχανόων πολέμοιο ήλυθέ οί κατέναντα χολούμενος Αυτιλὐχοιο ἡδ’ άλλων κτα μένω ν ο δ’ άνείλετο χείρεσι πέτρην, τήν ρα βροτοϊ θέσαν οΰρον εύστάχυος πεΒΙοιο, καὶ βάλεν άκαμάτοιο κατ ἀσπίδα Πηλείωνος δῖος ἀνήρ* ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὔτι τρέσας περιμηκεα πέτρην αντίκα οί σχεδόν ἦλθε μακρόν δόρυ προσθε τιταίνων,
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Ceaselessly giving tongue, the while his darts Leap winged with death on'brocket and on hind;
So Memnon slew and ever slew : his men Rejoiced, the while in panic-stricken rout Before that glorious man the Argives fled.
As when from a steep mountain’s precipice-brow Leaps a huge crag, which all-resistless Zeus By stroke of thunderbolt hath hurled from the crest; Crash oakwood copses, echo long ravines,
Shudders the forest to its rattle and roar,
And flocks therein and herds and wild things flee Scattering, as bounding, whirling, it descends With deadly pitiless onrush; so his foes Fled from the lightning-flash of Memnon’s spear.
Then to the side of Aeacus’ mighty son Caine Nestor. Anguished for his son he cried:
€t Achilles, thou great bulwark of the Greeks,
Slain is my child I The armour of my dead Hath Memnon, and I Tear me lest his corse Be cast a prey to dogs. Haste to his help!
True friend is he who still reinembereth A friend though slain, and grieves for one no more.”
Achilles heard; his heart was thrilled with grief: He glanced across the rolling battle, saw Memnon, saw where in throngs the Argives fell Beneath his spear. Forthright he turned away From where the rifted ranks of Troy fell fast Before his hands, and, thirsting for the fight,
Wroth for Antilochus and the others slain,
Came face to face with Memnon. In his hands That godlike hero caught up from the ground A stone, a boundary-mark ’twixt fields of wheat, And hurled. Down on the shield of Peleus’ son It crashed. But he, the invincible, shrank not Before the huge rock-shard, but, thrusting out
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πεξος, ἐττεί ρα οι Χττττοι ἔσαν μετὑπισθε κυδοιμοῦ, καί οἱ δεξιὸν ώμον ὑπὲρ σάκεος στνφέΧιξεν ὸς δὲ και οὐτάμενός περ άταρβέϊ μάρνατο θυμφ* τύήτε δ’ ἄρ’ ΑΙακίδαο βραχίονα δονρι κραταιω* τοῦ δ’ εχνθη φίΧον αίμα· χάρη δ’ ἄρ’ ἐτώσιον ἦρως,	410
καί μιν αφαρ ττροσέειττεν νττερφιάΧοις ἐπὲεσσι·
“ νυν σ’ ὸίω μάρον αίνον άναττΧησειν νττ οΧέθρω χερσιν ἐμῇσι δαμέντα καὶ ο υ κάτι μωΧον άΧνξαι, σχέτΧιβ, τίπτε σὺ Τρώας άνηΧεηέως ὸλέεσκες παντων ενχομενος πολὺ φέρτατος εμμεναι ἀνδρῶν, 415 μητρός τ’ άθανάτης Νηρηίδος; ἀλλὰ σοι ἤδη ηΧνθεν αϊσιμον ήμαρ, ἐπεὶ θεόθεν γένος εἰμὶ Ἠοὐς ὄβριμος u/ός, ον ἔκποθι Χειριόεσσαι Εσπερίδες θρέψαντο παρὰ ῄὁον ώκεανοΐο. τοννεκά σεν και δῆριν άμείΧιχον ονκ ἀλεείνω 420 εἰδὼς μητέρα δῖαν, ὅσον πτροφερεστέρη ἐστὶ Νηρείδος, τῆς αντος εττενχεαι ἔκγονος είναι* ἡ μὲν γὰρ μακάρεσσι καί άνθρώττοισι φαείνει, τῇ ἔπι πάντα τελείται άτείρεος ένδον Όλυμπου ἐσθλά τε καὶ κλυτὰ ἔργα, τά τ’ άνδράσι <γίνετ
ονειαρ·	425
ἡ δ’ εν άΧος κενθμώσι καθ η μεν η άτρνηέτοισι ναίει όμως κητεσσι μετ Ιχθνσι κνδιοωσα άττρηκτος καί ἀίστος* ἐγὼ δὲ μιν ονκ αΧεηίζω οὐδὲ μιν άθανάτησιν εητονρανίησιν έί'σκω”
ΛΩς γάτο* τὸν ενένιττε θρασὺς παῖς Αίακίδαο' 430 α ὦ Μέμνον, πῇ νῦν σε κακαί φρένες εξοροθνναν εΧθέμεν αντΐ ἐμεῖο καὶ ἐς μοθον ϊσοφαρίζειν; ὺς σέο φέρτερος εἰμι βίῃ γενεῇ τε φυῇ τε Ζηνὺς νττερθνμοιο Χάχων αριδείκετον αίμα και σθεναρόν Νηρῆος, ος είναΧίας τέκε κονρας 435 9δ
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His long lance, rushed to close with him, afoot,
For his steeds stayed behind the battle-rout.
On the right shoulder above the shield he smote And staggered him; but he, despite the wound, Fought on with heart xmquailing. Swiftly lie thrust And pricked with his strong spear Achilles’ arm. Forth gushed the blood: rejoicing with vain joy To Aeacus’ son with arrogant words he cried:
“ Now shalt thou in thy death fill up, I trow,
Thy dark doom, overmastered by mine hands !
Thou shalt not from this fray escape alive !
Fool, wherefore hast thou ruthlessly destroyed Trojans, and vaunted thee the mightiest man Of men, a deathless Nereid’s son ? Ha, now Thy doom hath found thee! Of birth divine am I, The Dawn-queen’s mighty son, nurtured afar By lily-slender Hesperid Maids, beside The Ocean-river. Therefore not from thee Nor from grim battle shrink I, knowing well How far my goddess-mother doth transcend A Nereid, whose child thou vauntest thee.
To Gods and men my mother bringeth light;
On her depends the issue of all things,
Works great and glorious in Olympus wrought Whereof comes blessing unto men. But thine—
She sits in barren crypts of brine: she dwells Glorying mid dumb sea-monsters and inid fish, Deedless, unseen I Nothing I reck of her,
Nor rank her with the immortal Heavenly Ones.”
In stem rebuke spake Aeacus’ aweless son: cc Memnon, how wast thou so distraught of wit That thou shouldst face me, and to fight defy Me, who in might, in blood, in stature far Surpass thee ? From supremest Zeus I trace My glorious birth; and from the strong Sea-god Nereus, begetter of the Maids of the Sea,
h 2
99
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
Νηρείδαν, τὰς δή ρα θεοὶ τίουσ’ ἐν ὈΧὑμπῳ, ττασάων δὲ μάλιστα ®έτιν κλυτὰ μητιὀωσαν, ovvetca ττ ον Διόνυσον ὲοῖς ὺπὲδεκτο μβΧάθροις, ἀππότε δειμαίνεσκε βίην οΧοοΐο Αυκούργου, ἡδὲ καὶ ὡς ^Ηφαιστον έύφρονα γαΧκβοτέχνην 440 δέξαθ’ ὲοῖσι δὁμοισιν ἀπ’ OυΧνμττοω ττβσόντα, αυτόν τ Ἀργικέραυνον ὅπως υττέΧυσατο δεσμών' τῶν μιμνησκὁμενοι πανδερκἑες Οὐρανίωνες μητέρά ὑμὴν τίουσι Θέτιν ξαθἐφ ἐν ὈΧὑμπῳ. γνώση δ’ ώς θεὸς ἐστιν, ἐπὴν δόρυ χάΧκεον εἴσω 445 ἐς τεὺν ἧπαρ ικηται ἐμῇ βεβΧημβνον ἀλκῇ*
Ἕκτορα γὰρ Πατρὸνλοιο, σὲ δ’ ἈντιΧὐχοιο χὉΧωθεὶς
τίσομαΓ οὐ γὰρ ὄλεσσας ἀνάλκιδος ἀνδρὸς ίταΐρον.
ἀλλὰ τί νηπιάχοισιν ἐοικὑτες άφραΒέεσσω βσταμεν ημετέρων μυθεὑμενοι ἔργα τοκήων	450
ήδ’ αυτών; ἐγγὺς καὶ ’Άρης, ἐγγὺς δὲ καὶ ἀλκή.”
'Ὠς εἰπὼν παλάμη σι Χάββν ττοΧυμήκβτον αορ Μεμνων δ’ αὖθ’ ὲτέρωθι, καϊ οτραΧέως συνόρουσαν* τύτττον δ’ ἀλλήλων άμοτον φρβσϊ μαιμώωντες ὰσπίδας, ὰςἨφαιστος ὕπ’ άμβροσίτ) κάμε τἐχνῃ, 455 πυκνὰ συναίσσοντες’ έττέψαυον δὲ λὁφοισιν άΧΧηΧαος ὲκάτερθεν ἐρειδὁμεναι τρυφάλειαι.
Ζεὺς δὲ μἐγ’ άμφοτέροισι φίΧα φρονέων βάλε κάρτος,
τεῦξε δ’ ἄρ5 άκαμάτους καί μείζονας, οὐδὲν ὁμοίους ἀνδράσιν, ἀλλὰ θεοῖσιν' Ἕρις δ’ ἐπεγήθεεν ἄμφω. 460 οἱ δ’ αοχμην μεμαωτες άφαρ χροος ἐντὸς ἐλάσσαι μεσση·γὺς σάκβός τε καὶ ύψιΧόφου τρνφαΧβίης πολλάκις ἰθύνεσκον Ιον μένος, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ιοο
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βαιον ὑπὲρ κνημῖδος, ενερθε δὲ δαιδαλέοιο θώρηκος βριαροίσιν άρηρότος άμφϊ μέλεσσιν, 465 άμφω έπειγόμενοι· περὶ δέ σφίσιν άμβροτα τεύχη ἀμφ’ ώμοις άράβησε· /3οὴ δ’ ἵκετ’ αιθέρα δῖον Τρώων Αἰθιόπων τε καὶ Ἀργείων έριθνμων μαρναμένων έκάτερθε* κόνις δ’ ὑπο ποσσϊν δρώρει ἄχρι? ἐς ονρανον εύρύν, ἐπεὶ μίγα κίνυτο ἔργον. 470 Εὖτ’ ομίχλη κατ ορεσφιν όρινομένου ὑετοῖο, ὁππὁτε δὴ κελάδοντες ενπτληθονται εν αυλό ι ΰδατος εσσυμένοιο, βρε με ι δ’ ἄρα πάσα χαράδρη ασπετον, οἱ δ’ ἄρα Πάντες επιτρομέονσι νομῆες χείμαρρους ομίχλην τε φίλην όλοοίσι λύκοισιν 475 ἡδ’ άλλοις θηρεσσιν, οσους τρέφει ἄσπετος ὕλη* ως τῶν άμφί πόδεσσι κόνις πεπότητ’ άλεγεινη, ή ρά τε καὶ φάος ἡὺ κατέκρυφεν ηελίοιο αίθέρ’ έτησκιάονσα· κακὴ δ’ νπεδάμνατ όιζνς λαούς εν κονίη τε /ῖμὶ αίνομορφ ὕσμίνῃ.	480
καὶ τὴν μὲν μακάρων τις α/πώσατο δηιοτῆτος εσσνμένως* ὸλοαὶ δὲ θοὰς εκάτερθε φάλαγγας Κῆρες εποτρύνεσκον άττειρέσιον ττονέεσθαι δῆριν ἀνὰ στονόεσσαν Ἀρης δ’ οὐ λῆγε φόνοιο λενγαλέον, πάντη δὲ πέριξ εφορννετο η αία	485
αίματοςΛκχνμένοιο' μέλας δ’ ἐπετἑρπετ’ ’Όλεθρος* στείνετο δὲ κταμένων πεδίον μέγα θ’ Ιττπόβοτόν τε, ὁππόσον ἀμφὶ ῄοαῖς Χιμόεις καί Ξάνθος έέργει Ίδηθεν κατιδντες ές ιερόν Ἑλλήσποντον.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ πολλή μὲν ἄδην μηκύνετο δῆρις 490 μαρναμένων, ἴσον δὲ μένος τέτατ άμφοτέροισι} δη τότε τους γ ἀπάνευθεν Ὀλύμπιοι είσορόωντες, οἱ μὲν θύμον ετερπον άτειρέί Πηλείωνι,
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Now close beneath the corslet curio us-wrought That lapped the stalwart frame: hard, fast they lunged,
And on their shoulders clashed the arms divine. Roared to the very heavens the battle-shout Of warring men, οὐ Trojans, Aethiops,
And Argives mighty-hearted, while the dust Rolled up from ’neath their feet, tossed to the sky In stress of battle-travail great and strong.
As when a mist enshrouds the hills, what time Roll up the rain-clouds, and the torrent-beds Roar as they fill with rushing floods, and howls Each gorge with fearful voices; shepherds quake To see the waters’ downrush and the mist,
Screen dear to wolves and all the wild fierce things Nursed in the wide arms of the forest; so Around the fighters’ feet the choking dust Hung, hiding the fair splendour of the sun And darkening all the heaven. Sore distressed With dust and deadly conflict were the folk.
Then with a sudden hand some Blessed One Swept the dust-pall aside; and the Gods saw The deadly Fates hurling the charging lines Together, in the unending wrestle locked Of that grim conflict, saw where never ceased Ares from hideous slaughter, saw the earth Crimsoned all round with rushing streams of blood, Saw where dark Havoc gloated o’er the scene,
Saw the wide plain with corpses heaped, even all Bounded ’twixt Simois and Xanthus, where They sweep from Ida down to Hellespont.
But when long lengthened out the conflict was Of those two champions, and the might of both In that strong tug and strain was equal-matched, Then, gazing from Olympus’ far-off heights,
The Gods joyed, some in the invincible son Of Peleus, others in the goodly child
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οι δ’ ἄρα Τιθωνοῖο καὶ Ἠοὺς viel Βίψ, νψόθι δ’ ovpavbς εὐρὺς βττββραχβν* ἀμφὶ δὲ πόντος ἴαχε* κνανβη δὲ πόριξ ἐλελίζετο γαῖα άμφοτίρων ὑπο ποσσί* ττβριτρομβοντο δὲ πᾶσαι ἀμφὶ Θέτιν Νηρῆος υττβρθνμοιο θύγατρες οβρίμου ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλἣος ἰδ’ άσττβτα δειμαίνοντο* δείδιε δ’ Ἠριγἐνβια φίΧω περὶ παιδὶ και αὐτὴ ιππείς βμβββανϊα δι αίθβρος* αἱ δέ οἱ ἄ<γχι Ἠελίοιο θvyaτpeς βθάμββον ἑστηυῖαι θεσπέσιον περὶ κύκλον, ον ήβΧίω άκάμαντι Ζεὺς ττορβν εἰς ἐνιαυτόν ἐὺν δρόμον, ω περὶ πάντα ζώβι τε φθινύθβι τε περιπλομἐνοιο κατ’ ἦμαρ νωΧβμΑως αΐώνος βΧισσομβνων ενιαυτών. καί νύ κβ δὴ μακάρβσσιν ἀμείλιχος ἔμπεσε δῆρις, εἰ μὴ υπ’ ἐυνεσίῃσι Διὸς μβyaXoβpβμβτao δοιαι ἄρ’ άμφοτέροισι θοῶς εκάτερθε τταρβσταν Κῆρες, βρβμναίη μὲν ἔ/3η ποτὶ Μὑμνονος ἦτορ, φαώρη δ’ ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλῆα Βαίφρονα· τοι δ’ ἐσιδὁντες αθάνατοι μὲγ’ αν σ αν, άφαρ δ’ ἕλε τοὺς μὲν ἀνίη XeυyaXeη, τοὺς δ’ ἡὺ καὶ ayXabv βΧΧαββ 'χάρμα.
Ἠρωες δ’ βμάχοντο καθ* αίματοβντα κνΒοιμον ἔμπεδον, οὐδέ τι Κῆρας βττοιχομβνας βνόησαν θύμον καί μέγα κάρτος ἐπ’ ἀλλήλοισι φβροντβς· φαίης κβ στονοβντα κατά μόθον ηματι κβίνφ μάρνασθ'ήβ Γίγαντας άτβφβας ἡὲ κραταιούς Τιτῆνας* σθβναρη yap ἐπί σφισι δῆρις ορώρβι, ημβν ὅτε ξιφέεσσι συνέδραμον, ἡδ’ ὅτε λᾶας βάΧΧον βττβσσνμβνοι ττβριμηκβας· οὐδέ τις αυτών χάζβτο βαΧΧομβνων, οὐδ’ βτρβσαν, ἀλλ’ ὅτε ττρωνβς βσταααν άΒμήτβς καταβίμβνοι άσττβτον άΧκήν αμφω yap μβyάXoιo Διὸς γἐνος εὐχετὁωντο*
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Of old Tithonus and the Queen of Dawn.
Thundered the heavens on high from east to west, And roared the sea from verge to verge, and rocked The dark earth ’neath the heroes’ feet, and quaked Proud Nereus’ daughters all round Thetis thronged In grievous fear for mighty Achilles’ sake;
And trembled for her son the Child of the Mist As in her chariot through the sky she rode. Marvelled the Daughters of the Sun, who stood Near her, around that wondrous splendour-ring Traced for the race-course of the tireless sun By Zeus, the limit of all Nature’s life And death, the daily round that maketh up The eternal circuit of the rolling years.
And now amongst the Blessed bitter feud Had broken out; but by behest of Zeus The twin Fates suddenly stood beside these twain, One dark—her shadow fell on Mernnoii’s heart;
One bright—her radiance haloed Peleus’ son.
And with a great cry the Immortals saw,
And filled with sorrow they of the one part were, They of the other with triumphant joy.
Still in the midst of blood-stained battle-rout Those heroes fought, unknowing of the Fates Now drawn so nigh, but each at other hurled His whole heart’s courage, all his bodily might.
Thou hadst said that in the strife of that dread day Huge tireless Giants or strong Titans warred,
So fiercely blazed the wildfire of their strife,
Now, when they clashed with swords, now when they leapt
Hurling huge stones. Nor either would give back Before the hail of blows, nor quailed. They stood Like storm-tomiented headlands steadfast, clothed With might past words, unearthly; for the twain Alike could boast their lineage of high Zeus.
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τούνεκ apa σφίσι δῆριν ἴσην ἐτάνυσσεν Ἐνυὼ πολλὸν ερειΒομένοισιν ἐπὶ χρόνον ἐν δαὶ' κείνῃ, αὐτοῖς ἡ δ’ Ιτάροισιν άταρβέσιν, οἳ μετ’ αν ακτών νωΧεμεως πονεοντο μεμαὁτες, ἄχρι καμόντων αίχμαϊ άνεηνάμυφθησαν ἐν άσπίσιν οὐδὲ τις ἦεν θεινομενων ἑκάτερθεν ἀνούτατος, ἀλλ’ ἄρα παντων ἐκ μεΧέων εἰς οὖδας ἀπόρρεεν αἷμα καὶ ἱδρὼς αἰὲν ἐρειδομένων, κεκάΧυπτο δὲ γαῖα νεκυσσιν ουρανός ως νεφεεσσιν ἐς αΐ^οκερηα κιόντος ἡελίον, ὅτε πόντον ύποτρομέει μίγα ναύτης. τοὺς δ’ ίπποι, χρεμεθοντες ἐπεσσυμένοις αμα Χαοΐς τεθνεότας στείβεσκον, ατ ασπετα φύΧΧα κατ αΧσος
χείματος άρχο μενού μετ cl τηΧεθόωσαν όπ ώρην.
Οἱ δὲ που ἐν νεκύεσσι καί αΐματι Βηριόωντο υΐήες μακάρων ερικυ8εες3 οὐδ’ ἀπὲληγον ἀλλήλοις κοτεοντες* Ἕρις δ’ ἴθυνε τάΧαντα ὑσμίνη ς ἀλεγεινά, τὰ δ’ οὐκ ἔτι ἶσα πεΧοντο· ἀλλ’ ἄρα Μέμνονα δῖον ὑπὸ στερνοιο θεμεθΧα Πηλείδης οΰτησε· τὺ δ’ αντίκρυ μεΧαν αορ εζεθορεν τοῦ δ* αΐψα Χύθη ποΧυηρατος αιών* κάππεσε ὃ’ ἐς μέλαν αίμα, βράχεν δέ οἱ ασπετα τενχτγ
γαΐα δ’ νπεσμαράγησε, καὶ άμφεφόβηθεν εταίροι· τον δ’ ἄρα Μυρμιδόνες μὲν εσυΧεον άμφι 8ε Τρώες φευγον ο δ’ αἶψα Βίωκε μένος μέγα ΧαίΧαπι Ισος.
Ἠὼς δ’ εστονάχησε καΧυψαμενη νεφεεσσιν ηχΧυνθη δ’ ἄρα γαῖα. θοοὶ δ’ αμα Πάντες ἀῆται μητρός εφημοσύνγσι μίη φορεοντο κέΧεύθω ιοό
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Therefore ’twixt these Enyo lengthened out The even-balanced strife, while ever they In that grim wrestle strained their uttermost,
They and their dauntless comrades, round their kings
With ceaseless fury toiling, till their spears Stood shivered all in shields of warriors slain,
And of the fighters woundless none remained;
But from all limbs streamed down into the dust The blood and sweat of that unresting strain Of fight, and earth was hidden with the dead, .
As heaven is hidden with clouds when meets the sun The Goat-star, and the shipinan dreads the deep.
As charged the lines, the snorting chariot-steeds Trampled the dead, as on the myriad leaves Ye trample in the woods at entering-in Of winter, when the autumn-tide is past.
Still inid the corpses and the blood fought on Those glorious sons of Gods, nor ever ceased From wrath of fight. But Eris now inclined The fatal scales of battle, which no more Were equal-poised. Beneath the breast-bone then Of godlike Memnon plunged Achilles’ sword ;
Clear through his body all the dark-blue blade Leapt: suddenly snapped the silver cord of life. Down in a pool of blood he fell, and clashed His massy armour, and earth rang again.]
Then turned to flight his comrades panic-struck,
And of his arms the Myrmidons stripped the dead, While fled the Trojans, and Achilles chased,
As whirlwind swift and mighty to destroy.
Then groaned the Dawn, and palled herself in clouds,
And earth was darkened. At their mother s hest All the light Breathings of the Dawn took hands, And slid down one long stream of sighing wind
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ἐς πεδίον ΤΙριάμοιο καί άμφεχεοντο θανόντι,
ἦκα δ’ άνηρείψαντο θοῶς Ήώιον υἷα,
καί ἐ φερον πολιοῖο δι’ ἡέρος· άχνντο δἐ σφι
θυμὸς άΒεΧφειοΐο δεδουπὁτος* ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αἰθὴρ 555
ἔστενε. τοῦ δ’ ἐπὶ γαῖαν ὅσαι πέσον αὑματὁεσσαι
ἐκ μεΧέων ραθάμιηηες, ἐν άνθρώττοισι τετνκται
σῆμα και ἐσσομὲνοις* τὰς γὰρ θεοὶ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλην
εἰς ὲν ἀγειράμενοι πόταμον θεσαν ηχήεντα,
τὸν ρά τε Παφλαγὸνειον ετηχθόνιοι καΧεουσι 560
Πάντες, ὅσοι ναίονσι μακρής ὑπὸ δειράσιν Τδης*
ος τε καὶ αὑματόεις τραφερην ἐπινίσσεται αἶαν,
ὁππότε Μὑμνονος ἦμαρ ἐγ Xvypov, ᾤ ἔνι κεῖνος
κάτθανε· λευγαΧἐη δὲ καὶ ἄσχετος ἔσσυται ὀδμὴ
ἐξ ὕδατος* φαίης κεν ἔθ’ εΧκεος οὐλομἐνοιο	565
πυθομἐνους Ιχωρας ἀποπνείειν αΧεηεινον,
ἀλλὰ τὺ μὲν βονΧτ)σι θεῶν <γενεθ’* οἱ δ’ εττ ετοντο
Ἠοὺς οβριμον via θοοϊ φορέοντες ἀῆται
τυτθὸν ὑπὲρ C/αίης Βνοφερτ} κεκαΧνμμένον ὰρφνῃ.
Οὐδὲ μὲν Α ἰθιοπῆες αττοκταμενοιο αν αντος 570 νόσφιν αττεττΧαγχθησαν, ἐπεὶ θεὺς αἷἡνα καὶ αὐτοὺς
ἦγε λιΧαιομένοισι βαΧων τάχος, οἷον εμεΧΧον
οὐ μετὰ δηρὸν ἔχοντες έπηεριοι φορέεσθαι9
τοννεχ εττοντ άνέμοισιν ὸδυρὁμενοι βασιΧήα.
ως δ’ ὅταν ἀγρευτἣρος ἐνὶ ξυλὁχοισι Βαμέντος 575
ἢ συὸς ἡὲ λέοντος ὑπο βλοσυρῇσι γἐνυσσι
σῶμ’ αν αει ρο μεν ο l μογεροὶ φορέονσιν εταίροι
άχννμενοι, μετὰ δέ σφι κύνες ττοθεοντες άνακτα
κνυζηθμψ εφέπονται άνιηρής ενεκ αγρης9
ως οι γε ττροΧπτύντες άνηΧεα Βηιοτήτα	580
Χαιψηροΐς εφεποντο μίγα στενάχοντες άηταις
ιοδ
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To Priam’s plain, and floated round the dead,
And softly, swiftly caught they up, and bare Through silver mists the Dawn-queen’s son, with hearts
Sore aching for their brothers fall, while moaned Around them all the air. As on they passed,
Fell many blood-gouts from those pierced limbs Down to the earth, and these were made a sign To generations yet to be. The Gods Gathered them up from many lands, and made Thereof a far-resounding river, named Of all that dwell beneath long Ida’s flanks Paphlagoneion. As its waters flow ’Twixt fertile acres, once a year they tum To blood, when comes the woeful day whereon Died Memnon. Thence a sick and choking reek Steams; thou wouldst say that from a wound unhealed
Corrupting humours breathed an evil stench.
Ay, so the Gods ordained: but now flew on Bearing Dawns mighty son the rushing winds Skimming earth’s face and palled about with night.
Nor were his Aetliiopian comrades left To wander of their King forlorn: a God Suddenly winged those eager souls with speed Such as should soon be theirs for ever, changed To flying fowl, the children of the air.
Wailing their King in the winds’ track they sped.
As when a hunter mid the forest-brakes Is by a boar or grim-jawed lion slain,
And now his sorrowing friends take up the corse, And bear it heavy-hearted; and the hounds Follow low-whimpering, pining for their lord In that disastrous hunting lost; so they Left far behind that stricken field of blood,
And fast they followed after those swift winds
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άγλύϊ θεσπεσίη κεκαλυμμένοι, ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρῶες καὶ Δαναοὶ θάμβησαν άμα σφετερω βασιλήι πάντας άϊστωθέντας, ἀπειρεσίῃ δ’ ἀνὰ θύμον άμφασίρ βεβόληντο, νέκυν δ’ άκάμαντες ἀῆται Μὑμνονος άγχεμάχοιο θέσαν βαρέα στενώχοντες πὰρ ποταμοιο ρέεθρα βαθνρρόου ΑΙσήποιο, ἧχί τε Νυμφάων καλλιπλοκάμων πόλει ἄλσος καλὸν, δ δὴ μετόπισθε μακρον περὶ σῆμα βάλοντο ΑΙσηποιο θύγατρες ἄδην πεπυκασμένον ὕλη παντοίη* καὶ πολλὰ θεαὶ περικωκύσαντο, υίεα κυΒαίνουσαι έυθρόνου Ἠριγενείης.
Δύσετο δ’ ἡελίοιο φάος· κατὰ δ’ ήλυθεν Ἠὼς ουρανόθεν κλαίουσα φίλον τέκος, ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῇ κοΰραι έϋ πλόκαμοι δυοκαίδεκα, τῇσι μέμηλεν αίέν ελισσο μενού 'Τπερίονος αἰπὰ κέλευθα νύξ τε καὶ ήριγένεια καὶ ἐκ Διὸς ὁππὁσα βουλής γίνεται, ου περὶ δώμα καὶ άρρηκτους πυλεωνας στρωφώντ ένθα καί ένθα πέριξ λυκάβαντα φέρουσαι
καρποΐσι βρίθοντα κυλινΒομένου περί κύκλου χειμωνος κρυεροιο καί εϊαρος άνθεμόεντος ἡδὲ θέρενς ερατοιο πολυσταφύλοιό τ’ όπώρης. αι τότε δὴ κατέβησαν ἀπ’ αϊθέρος ήλιβάτοιο άσπετ οΒυρόμεναι περί Μέμνονα, σὺν δ’ ἄρα τῇσι Πληιάδες μύροντο* περίαχε δ’ οΰρεα μάκρα καί ρόος Αίσήποιο* γόος ο άλληκτος όρώρει. ἡ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐνὶ μέσσησιν τῷ περὶ παιδὶ χυθεΐσα μακρον άνεστονάχησε πολύστονος Ἠριγἐνεια·
“ ὦλεὁ μοι, φίλε τεκνον, ὲῇ δ’ ἄρα μητερι πένθος άργαλέον περίθηκας* ἐγὼ δ’ οὐ σεῖο Βαμεντος τλήσομαι άθανάτοισιν έπουρανίοισι φαείνειν, ἀλλὰ καταχθονίων εσΒύσομαι αἰνὰ βέρεθρα,' no
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With multitudinous moaning, veiled in mist Unearthly. Trojans over all the plain And Danaans marvelled, seeing that great host Vanishing with their King. All hearts stood still In dumb amazement. But the tireless winds Sighing set hero Memnoii’s giant corpse Down by the deep flow of Aesopus’ stream,
Where is a fair grove of the bright-haired Nymphs, The which round his long barrow afterward Aesopus’ daughters planted, screening it With many and manifold trees: and long and loud Wailed those Immortals, chanting his renown,
The son of the Dawn-goddess splendour-throned.
Now sank the sun: the Lady of the Morn Wailing her dear child from the heavens came down. Twelve maidens shining-tressed attended her,
The warders of the high paths of the sun For ever circling, warders of the night And dawn, and each world-ordinance framed of Zeus,
Around whose mansion’s evei'lasting doors From east to west they dance, from west to east, Whirling the wheels of harvest-laden years, 600 While rolls the endless round of winter’s cold,
And flowery spring, and lovely summer-tide,
And heavy-clustered autumn. These came down From heaven, for Memnon wailing wild and high ; And inoumed with these the Pleiads, Echoed round
Far-stretching mountains, and Aesopus’ stream. Ceaseless uprose the keen, and in their midst,
Fallen on her son and clasping, wailed the Dawn;
“ Dead art thou, dear, dear child, and thou hast clad Thy mother with a pall of grief. Oh, I,
Now thou art slain, will not endure to light The Immortal Heavenly Ones! No, I will plunge
in
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ψυχή οττον σέο νοσφιν άττοφθιμένοιο ττοτάται,
[γαίαν άμαυρώσουσα καί ουρανόν ἡδὲ θάλασσαν] ττάντ έτηκιδναμένου χάεος καί ἀεικέος ὰρφνης, ὄφρα τι καὶ Κρονίδαο περὶ φρένας ἄλγος ΐκηται* 615 οὐ γὰρ ατιμότερη Νηρηίδος ἐκ Διὸς αυτόν ττάντ ἐπιδερκομἐνη, ττάντ ἐς τέλος ἄχρι? άγουσα* μαψιδίως γὰρ ἐμὺν φάος οὐ νῦν ωττίσατο Ζευς. τουνεχ υττό ζόφον εἰμι. Θἐτιν δ’ ἐς ’Όλυμπον -, , αγέσθω
ἐξ ἁλὸς, οφρα θεοῖσι καὶ άνθρωττοισι φαείντ}' 620 ανταρ ἐμοὶ στονόεσσα μετ ουρανόν εναδεν ορφνη> μὴ δὴ σεῖο φονήι φάος περὶ σώμα βάλοιμι.”
Αίϊς φ αμόνης pie δάκρυ κατ άμβροσίοιο προσώπου
άενάφ ττοταμφ εναλίγκιον ἀμφὶ δὲ νεκρω δεύετο γαῖα μέλαινα* συνάχνυτο δ’ άμβροσίη Νὺξ 625 παιδὶ φίλη, καὶ ττάντ α κατέκρνφεν ουρανός άστρα άχλύϊ καί νεφέεσσι φέρων χάριν Ἠριγενείῃ.
Τρῶες δ’ αστεος ένδον ἔσαν περὶ Μἑμνονι θυμόν άχννμενοί' ττόθεον γὰρ ὁμῶς ετάροισυν άνακτα. οὐδὲ μὲν Ἀργεῖοι μέγ’ έγήθεον, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτοὶ 630 ἐν ττεδίψ κταμένοισι παρ άνδράσιν αυλιν ἔχοντες άμφω εϋμμελίην μεν Άχιλλέα κυδαίνεσκον,
Ἀντίλοχον δ’ ἄρα κλαΐον- ἔχον δ’ άμα χάρματι πένθος.
ΤΙαννυχιη δ’ άλέγεινόν άνεστονάχιζε γοώσα Ἠώς· ἀμφὶ δέ οἱ κέχυτο ζόφος· οὐδέ τι θυμῷ 635 άντολιης άλέγιζε, μέγαν δ’ ηχθηρεν ’Όλυμπον. ἅ7%ι δε οἱ μάλα πολλὰ ττοδώκεες ἔστενον ἵπποι γαῖαν έττιστείβοντες άηθέα, και βασιλείαν άχνυμενην όρόωντες, εελδόμενοι μέγα νόστον.
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Down to the dread depths of the underworld,
Where thy lone spirit flittetli to and fro,
And will to blind night leave earth, sky, and sea, Till Chaos and formless darkness brood o’er all,
That Cronos* Son may also learn what means Anguish of heart. For not less worship-wortliy Than Nereus’ Child, by Zeus’s ordinance,
Am I, who look on all things, I, who bring All to their consummation. Recklessly My light Zeus now despiseth ! Therefore I Will pass into the darkness. Let him bring Up to Olympus Thetis from the sea To hold for him light forth to Gods and men!
My sad soul loveth darkness more than day,
Lest I pour light upon thy slayer’s head/’
Thus as she cried, the tears ran down her face Immortal, like a river brimming aye :
Drenched was the dark earth round the corse. The Night
Grieved in her daughters anguish, and the heaven
Drew over all his stars a veil of mist
And cloud, of love unto the Lady of Light.
Meanwhile within their walls the Trojan folk For Memnon sorrowed sore, with vain regret * Yearning for that lost king and all his host.
Nor greatly joyed the Argives, where they lay Camped in the open plain amidst the dead.
There, mingled with Achilles’ praise, uprose Wails for Antilochus: joy clasped hands with grief.
All night in groans and sighs most pitiful The Dawn-queen lay: a sea of darkness moaned Around her. Of the dayspring nought she recked : She loathed Olympus’ spaces. At her side Fretted and whinnied still her fleetfoot steeds, Trampling the strange earth, gazing at their Queen Grief-stricken, yearning for the fiery course.
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Ζεὺς δ’ ἄμοτον βρόντησε 'χρΧούμένος, ἀμφὶ δὲ η αία
κινήθη περὶ πᾶσα· τρόμος δ’ ἕλεν άμβροτον Ἠῶ.
Τον δ’ άρα καρτταΧίμως μεΧανόχροες Αἰθιοπῆες θάψαν ohvpopLevoL· τους δ’ Ἠριγἐνεια βοώττις πόλλ’ ὸλοφυρομἐνους κρατεροῦ περὶ σήματι παιδὺς
οιωνούς ποίησε και ήέρι δῶκε φέρεσθαι, τοὺς καὶ νῦν καΧέονσι β ροτών am ερείσια φνΧα Μέμνονας· οἶ ρ’ ἐπὶ τύμβον ἔτι σφετέρου βασιΧηος
εσσνμενοι C/οόωσι κόνιν καθνττερθε γεοντες σήματος· άΧΧηΧοις δὲ περικΧονέονσι κνΒοιμον Μὑμνονι ἦρα φέροντες* ὁ δ’ εἰν Ἀίδαο δὁμοισιν ἡέ που ἐν μακάρεσσι κατ ἨΧὑσιον πέδον αἴης καηχαΧαψ καὶ θύμον ίαίνεται αμβροτος Ἠὼς δερκομένη· τοΐσιν δὲ πόλει πόνος ἄχρι καμόντες εἷς ἕνα Ζηώσωνται ἀνὰ κΧόνον, ἡὲ καὶ αμφω ττότμον άναητΧησωσι πονενμενοι άμφις άνακτα.
Και τὰ μὲν εννεσίησι φαεσφόρον Ἠριγενείης οΙωνοι τελὲουσι θοοι * τότε δ’ αμβροτος Ἠὼς ούρανον είσανόρονσεν όμως ποΧυαΧΒέσιν Γ/Ωραις, αἵ ῄά μιν ούκ έθέΧουσαν avrjyayov ἐς Διὸς οὖδας τταρφάμεναι μύθοισιν, οσοις βαρύ ττένθος ύττείκει, καίττερ Ιτ’ άχννμένην. ἡ δ’ οὐ λάθεθ’ οἷο δρὁμοιο· δείδιε γὰρ δὴ Ζηνος ἄδην άΧΧηκτον ενιττην, ἐξ οὖ πάντα πέλονται, ὅσ’ ωκεανοίο ρέεθρα εντός εχει καί η αία και αίθομένων ἕδος άστρων. τῆς ἄρα Πληιάδες ττρότεραι ἴσαν ἡ δὲ καὶ αὐτὴ αιθέριας ὦιξε πόλας, ἐκέδασσε δ’ ἄρ’ aiC/Χην.
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Suddenly crashed the thunder of the wrath Of Zeus; rocked round her all the shuddering earth, And on immortal Eos trembling came.
Swiftly the dark-skinned Aethiops from her sight Buried their lord lamenting. As they wailed Unceasingly, the Dawn-queen lovely-eyed Changed them to birds sweeping through air around The barrow of the mighty dead. And these Still do the tribes of men “ The Memnons ” call; And still with wailing cries they dart and wheel Above their king’s tomb, and they scatter dust Down on his grave, still shrill the battle-cry,
In memory of Memnon, each to each.
But he in Hades’ mansions, or perchance Amid the Blessed on the Elysian Plain,
Laugheth. Divine Dawn comforteth her heart Beholding them: but theirs is toil of strife Unending, till the weary victors strike The vanquished dead, or one and all fill up The measure of their doom around his grave.
So by command of Eos, Lady of Light,
The swift birds dree their weird. But Dawn divine Now heavenward soared with the all-fostering Hours,
Who drew her to Zeus’ threshold, sorely loth,
Yet conquered by their gentle pleadings, such As salve the bitterest grief of broken hearts.
Nor the Dawn-queen forgat her daily course,
But quailed before the unbending threat of Zeus,
Of whom are all things, even all comprised Within the encircling sweep of Ocean's stream, Earth and the palace-dome of burning stars.
Before her went her Pleiad-harbingers,
Then she herself flung wide the ethereal gates,
And, scattering spray of splendour, flashed therethrough.
AOVOt ΤΡΙΤΟΣ
Αύτάρ ἐπεὶ φάος ἦλθεν ivθρόνον Ἠριγενείης, δὴ τότ’ άρ Ἀντιλὐχοιο νἐκυν ποτὶ νῆας ἔνεικαν αΐ^μηταϊ Πύλιοι μεηαΧα στενῴχοντες ανακτα καί μιν ταρχνσαντο παρ ῄὁσιν 'Ελλήσποντου πολλὰ μάλ’ άγνύμενοί' περὶ δ’ ἔπτβνον οβριμοι υΐες
Ἀργείων πάντας γὰρ άμείΧιχον άμφεχε πένθος Νὲστορι ἦρα φέροντας· ὁ δ’ οὐ μέγα ὃάμνατο θνμω*
άν$ρος yap πινντοΊο περὶ φρεσὶ τΧήμεναο ἄλγος θαρσαλέως καὶ μή τι κατηφίόωντ άκάχησθαί. Πηλείδης δ’ ὲτάροιο χοΧονμενος Ἀντιλὐχοιο σμερόνόν ἐπὶ Τρώεσσι κορνσσετο4 τοι δὲ καί αυτοί
καίπερ νποτρομέοντες ενμμεΧίην Ἀχιλἣα τείχεος εξεχέοντο μεμαότες, οννεκ αρα σφί Κῆρες ἐνὶ στέρνοισι θράσος βάΧον ἦ γὰρ ἔμελλον πολλοὶ ἀνοστήτοιο κατεΧθέμεν Ἀιδονῆος χερσίν ὕπ’ Αἰακίδαο $αϊφρονος, ος ρα καί αντος φθεισθαι όμως ήμεΧΧε παρά Τίριάμοίο πὁληι. αΐψα δ’ ἄρ’ άμφοτέρωθε σννηΧυθον εἰς ἕνα χώρον Τρώων εθνεα πολλὰ μενεπτολὑμων τ’ Ἀργείων μαιμωωντ ἐς Ἀρηα διεγρομἐνου ποΧέμοω.
Πηλείδης δ’ ἐν τοῖσι ποΧυν περιδάμνατο Χαον Ζνσμενέων πάντη δὲ φβρέσβως αίματι γαῖα ιιό	*
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How by the shaft of a God laid low was Hero Achilles
When shone the light of Dawn the splendour-throned,
Then to the ships the Pylian spearmen bore Antilochus’ corpse, sore sighing for their prince,
And by the Hellespont they buried hirfl
With aching hearts. Around him groaning stood
The battle-eager sons of Argives, all,
Of love fox· Nestor, shrouded o’er with grief But that grey hero’s heart was nowise crushed By sorrow; for the wise man’s soul endures Bravely, and cowers not under affliction’s stroke.
But Peleus’ son, wroth for Antilochus
His dear friend, armed for vengeance terrible
Upon the Trojans. Yea, and these withal,
Despite their dread of mighty Achilles’ spear, Poured battle-eager forth their gates, for now The Fates with courage filled their breasts, of whom Many were doomed to Hades to descend,
Whence there is no return, thrust down by hands Of Aeacus’ son, who also was foredoomed To perish that same day by Priam’s wall.
Swift met the fronts of conflict: all the tribes Of Troy’s host, and the battle-biding Greeks,
Afire with that new-kindled fury of war.
Then through the foe the son of Peleus made Wide havoc: all around the earth was drenched
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δεύετο, καί νεκύεσσι ττβριστείνοντο ρέβθρα Ξάνθον καί Χιμόεντος· ὁ δ’ εσπόμενος κεράϊζβ μἐχρις ἐπὶ τττοΧιεθρον, ἐπεὶ φόβος άμφεχε Χάους, καί ν ν Κ€ π αντος ὅλβσσε, ττύΧας δ’ εἰς οὖδας epeicre
θαιρών ἐξερύσας, ἣ καὶ συνέαξεν όχηας δόχμιος έγχριμφθείς, Δαναοῖσι δὲ θῆκε κέλευθον ἐς ΪΙριάμοιο πόληα, διἐπραθε δ’ οΧβιον ἄστυ, εἰ μή οἱ μίγα Φοίβος άνηΧεί γωσατο θυμω, ὼς ἴδεν ασττετα φϋΧα δαϊκταμένων ηρώων. αϊψα δ’ ἀπ’ O ύΧύμττοιο κατηΧνθβ θηρι βοικως Ιοδόκην ωμοισιν ἔχων καὶ άναΧθέας ιούς· ἔστη δ’ Αίακίδαο καταντίον· ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αντω γωρυτὸς καὶ τόξα μέγ’ ϊαχεν ἐκ δέ οι ὄσσω ν πῦρ αμοτον μαρμαίρω πόσιν δ’ ὑπεκίνυτο γαῖα. σμβρΒαΧέον δ’ ήῦσε μέγας θεός, ο φ ρ' ΆχιΧήα τρέψΐ7 ἀπὺ τττοΧέμοιο θεόν οττα ταρβησαντα θεσπεσίην, και Τρώας ὑπὲκ θανάτοιο σαώση·
“ χάζβο, Πηλείδη, Τρώων ἑκὰς, οὐ γὰρ ἔοικεν οὖ σ’ ἔτι δυσμενέεσσι κακας ἐπὶ κήρας ίάΧΧβιν, μή σε καὶ αθανάτων τις ἀπ’ O ύΧύμττοιο χαΧέψη” *Ώς ἄρ’ ἔφη* ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὔτι Θεοῦ τρέσεν άμβροτον αὐδήν
ἤδη γάρ οἱ Κῆρες άμείΧιχοι άμφεττοτώντο* τοννεκ αρ ούκ άΧεγιζε Θεοῦ, μέγα δ’ ϊαχεν ἄντην “ Φοῖβε, τί ή με θεοϊσι καί ου μεμαωτα μάγεσθαι ότρύνεις Τρώεσσιν νττερφιάΧοισιν αμύνων; ἤδη γὰρ καὶ πρόσθε μ’ άποστρέψαςίδρυμαγδον ἦπαφες, ὁππότε πρῶτον ὐπεξεσάωσας όΧέθρον 'Ί&κτορα, τω μέγα Τρῶες ἀνὰ τττόΧιν εύχετδωντο, ιι8
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With gore, and choked with corpses were the streams
Of Simois and Xanthus. Still he chased,
Still slaughtered, even to the city’s walls;
For panic fell on all the host. And now All had he slain, had dashed the gates to earth, Rending them from their hinges, or the bolts, Hurling himself against them, had he snapped,
And for the Danaans into Priam’s burg Had made a way, had utterly destroyed That goodly town—but now was Phoebus wroth Against him with grim fury, when he saw Those countless troops of heroes slain of him.
Down from Olympus with a lion-leap He came : bis quiver on his shoulders lay,
And shafts that deal the wounds incurable.
Facing Achilles stood he; round him clashed Quiver and arrows; blazed with quenchless flame His eyes, and shook the earth beneath his feet. Then with a terrible shout the great God cried,
So to tum back from war Achilles awed By the voice divine, and save from death the Trojans:
cc Back from the Trojans, Peleus’ son! Beseems not That longer thou deal death unto thy foes,
Lest an Olympian God abase thy pride.”
But nothing quailed the hero at the voice Immortal, for that round him even now Hovered the unrelenting Fates. He recked Naught of the God, and shouted his defiance.
“ Phoebus, why dost thou in mine own despite Stir me to fight with Gods, and wouldst protect The arrogant Trojans ? Heretofore hast thou By thy beguiling turned me from the fray,
When from destruction thou at the first didst save Hector, whereat the Trojans all through Troy
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ἀλλ,’ άναχάζεο τῆλε καὶ ἐς μακάρων ἕδος ἄλλων ἔρχεο, μή σε βάΑοιμι και αθάνατόν ire ρ ιόνταΓ Λί1ς εἰπὼν ἀπάτερθε θεόν λίπε, β?} δ’ ἐπὶ Τρώας,
οἴ ρ’ ἔτι που φεύγεσκον ἀεὶ προπάροιθε πόληος, καὶ τοὺς μὲν σεύεσκεν* ὁ δ’ άσχαλόων ἐνὶ θυμφ Φοῖβος Ιον κατὰ θύμον ἔπος ποτὶ τοῖον ἔειττεν*
“ ώ Πόποι, ώς δ γε μαίνετ ἀνὰ φρἐνας* ἀλλά οἱ οὔτι
οὐδ’ αὐτὰ? Κρονίδης Ιτ’ ἀλὲἧςται1 Οὕτε τις ἅλλος οὓτω μαρηαίνοντι και άντιάωντι* θεοϊσινΓ ‘Ὠς ἄρ’ εφη, καὶ ἄϊστος ὁμοῦ νεφέεσσιν ἐτὐχθη· ἡὲρα δ’ ὲσσάμενος στυγερόν προεηκε βέλεμνον, καί ε θοῶς ούτησε κατά σφυράν* αΐψα δ’ ἀνῖαι δῦσαν ὕπό κραδίην ὁ δ’ ἀνετράπετ’ ήύτε πύργος, οἶν τε βίη τυφώνος νποχθονίη στροφαλιηγι ρήξη ὑπὲρ δαπὲδοιο κραΒαινομένης βαθύ γαίης· ὼς ἐκλίθη δέμας ἡὐ κατ’ ονΒεος ΑίακίΒαο. ἀμφὶ δὲ παπτήνας ολοον καί *	*
*	*	* ἔπος άκράαντον ομόκλα-
“ τίς νύ μοι αίνον όιστον επιπροεηκε κρυφηΒόν; τλήτα) μευ κατεναντα καί εἰς ἀναφανδὸν Ικεσθαι, οφρα κε οι μελαν αίμα και εηκατα πάντα χυθείη ήμετερφ περί Βουρϊ και νΑϊ8α λυγρὸν ΐκηται* οἶδα γὰρ ως οὔτις με Βννήσεται ἐγγύθεν ἐλθὼν ἐγχείη Βαμάσασθαι επιχθονίων ηρώων, οὐδ’ εἴπερ στερνοισ ι μακ άτρομον ητορ εχησιν, άτρομον ητορ εχησι λίην καὶ χάλκεος εἴη-κρνβΒα δ’ άναλκιΒες αίεν όνγανοτέρονς λοχόωσι. τῷ μευ ἴτω κατεναντα, και εἰ θεὺς εύχεται είναι χωόμενος Δαναοῖς, ἐπεὶ ἦ νύ μοι ἦτορ εόλπεν εμμεναι ’Απόλλωνα Xvypfj κεκαλνμμενον ορφνη.
1	Zimmermann, for ἀνε'£εται of ν.
2	Zimmermann, for α,νηόωντα.
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Exulted. Nay, thou get thee back: return Unto the mansion of the Blessed, lest I smite thee—ay, immortal though thou be! ” Then on the God he turned his back, and sped After the Trojans fleeing cityward,
And harried still their flight; but wroth at heart Thus Phoebus spake to his indignant soul:
“ Out on this man ! he is sense-bereft! But now Not Zens himself nor any other Power Shall save this inadman who defies the Gods ! ” From mortal sight he vanished into cloud,
And cloaked with mist a baleful shaft he shot Which leapt to Achilles’ ankle : sudden pangs With mortal sickness made his whole heart faint. He reeled, and like a tower he fell, that falls Smit by a whirlwind when an earthquake cleaves A .chasm for rushing blasts from underground ;
So fell the goodly form of Aeacus’ son.
He glared, a murderous glance, to right, to left, [Upon the Trojans, and a terrible threat]
Shouted, a threat that could not be fulfilled:
“ Who shot at me a stealthy-smiting shaft ?
Let him but dare to meet ine face to face!
So shall his blood and all his bowels gush out About my spear, and he be hellward sped!
I know that none can meet me man to man And quell in fight—of earth-born heroes none, Though such an one should bear within his breast A heart unquailing, and have thews of brass.
But dastards still in stealthy ambush lurk For lives of heroes. Let him face me then !—
Ay ! though he be a God whose anger burns Against the Danaans ! Yea, mine heart forebodes That this my smiter was Apollo, cloaked
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ως yap μοι τὺ πάροιθε φίλη διεπεφραδε μήτηρ κείνον viral βελέεσσιν δϊζνρως ἀπολέσθαι %καιης ἀμφὶ πνλησι* τὺ δ’ οὐκ ἀνεμώλιον ἦεν.”
Ή καὶ Xvypov οιστον άμειλίκτοισι χερεσσιν ελκεος ἐξείρυσσεν άναλθέος* ἐκ δέ οἱ αἷμα εσσντο τειρομενοιο* πότμος δὲ οι ἦτορ ἐδάμνα. άσχαλδων δ’ ερριψε βέλος* το δ’ ἄρ’ αΐψα κιονσαι
πνοιαΐ άνηρείψαντο, δόσαν δὲ μιν Ἀπόλλωνι ἐς Διὸς οίχομίνφ ζάθεον πέδον* ον γὰρ ἐῴκει άμβροτον Ιον δλέσθαι ἀπ’ άθανάτοιο μολόντα. δεξάμενος δ’ δ γε κραιπνὸς άφίκετο μακράν "Όλυμπον
άλλων αθανάτων ἐς ὁμήγυριν, ἦχι μάλιστα πανσυδίῃ ayepovTo μάχην έσορώμενοι ἀνδρῶν οἱ μὲν γὰρ Τρώεσσι μενοίνεον ευχος δρέξαι οι δ’ αὐτ’ Ἀργείοις, διὰ δ’ άνδιχα μητιόωντες δέρκοντο κτείνοντας ἀνὰ μόθον ολλνμένους τε.
Τον δ’ ὁπότ’ είσενόησε Αώς πινυτὴ παράκοιτις, αὐτίκα μιν νείκεσσεν άνιηροΐς επέεσσιν*
<e Φοῖβε, τί ἣ τὁδ’ ερεξας άτάσθαλον ηματι τῷδε, λησάμενος κείνοιο, τον αθάνατοι ηάμον αντοι άντιθέω ΤΙηλήι σννήρσαμεν; εν δὲ σὺ μέσσοι ς δαινυμένοις η είδες, όπως Θέτιν apyvpfnre^av Πηλεὺς ἦγετ’ άκοιτιν ἁλὸς μίγα λαϊτμα λι-πονσαν,
καί σεν φορμίζοντος επήιεν άθροα φυλά, θῆρἑς τ’ οιωνοί τε βαθνσκοπελοί τε κολώναι και ποταμοί καί πάσα βαθύσκιος ηιεν νλη. ἀλλὰ τά γ’ εξελάθον, και άμείλιχον ἔργον ερεξας κτείνας άνέρα δῖον, ον άθανάτοισι σὺν αλλοίς νέκταρ άποσπενδων ήρησαο παΐδα γενέσθαι 122
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In deadly darkness. So in days gone by My mother told me how that by his shafts I was to die before the Scaean Gates A piteous death. Her words were not vain words.”
Then with unflinching hands from out the wound Incurable he drew the deadly shaft In agonized pain. Forth gushed the blood ; his heart Waxed faint beneath the shadow of coming doom. Then in indignant wrath he hurled from him The arrow : a sudden gust of wind swept by,
And caught it up, and, even as he trod Zeus’ threshold, to Apollo gave it back ;
For it beseemed not that a shaft divine,
Sped forth by an Immortal, should be lost He unto high Olympus swiftly came,
To the great gathering of immortal Gods,
Where all assembled watched the war of men,
These longing for the Trojans' triumph, those For Danaan victory; so with diverse wills Watched they the strife, the slayers and the slain.
Him did the Bride of Zeus behold, and straight Upbraided with exceeding bitter words :
“ What deed of outrage, Phoebus, hast thou done This day, forgetful of that day whereon To godlike Peleus’ spousals gathered all The Immortals ? Yea, amidst the feasters thou Sangest how Thetis silver-footed left The sea’s abysses to be Peleus’ bride;
And as thou harpedst all earth’s children came To hearken, beasts and birds, high craggy hills, Rivers, and all deep-shadowed forests came.
All this hast thou forgotten, and hast wrought A ruthless deed, hast slain a godlike man,
Albeit thou with other Gods didst pour The nectar, praying that he might be the son By Thetis given to Peleus. But that prayer
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ἐκ Θἑτιδος Πηλῆι* τεῆς δ’ επεΧήσαο ὰρῆς ἦρα φέρων Χαοΐσι κραταιου ΑαομέΒοντος,	ΠΟ
φ πάρα βονκόΧέεσκες· ὁ δ’ αθάνατόν περ ἐὁντα θνητός ἐὼν άκάχιζε* σὺ δ’ άφρονέων ἐνὶ θυμῷ ἦρα φέρεις Τρώεσσι ΧεΧασμένος οσσ’ ἐμἀγησας. σχέτΧιος, οὖ νύ τι οιδας ἐνὶ φρεσϊ λευγαΧέησιν, οὔθ’ ὅτις ἀργαλέος και ἐπάξιος ἄλγεα πάσχειν, 115 οὔθ’ ὅτις άθανάτοισι τετιμένος* ἦ γὰρ Ἀχιλλεὺς ήπιος ἄμμι τέτυκτο καλ ἐξ ήμέων γένος ἦεν. ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰν Τρώεσσιν ελαφρότερου πόνον οϊω ἔσσεσθ’ Αἰακίδαο δεδουπὁτος, οννεκ ἄρ’ αυτόν υιός από %κνροιο θοως ἐς άπηνέα Βήριν	120
Ἀργεἰοις επαρωγός εΧεύσεται εϊκεΧος άΧκήν πατρὶ ἐφ* ποΧέσιν δὲ κακόν Βηίοισι πεΧάσσει. ἦ νυ σοὶ οὐ Τρώων επιμέμβΧεται, ἀλλ’ Ἀχιλῆι ἀμφ’ αρετής ἐμέγηρας, ἐπεὶ πὲλε φέρτατος αν-Βρων;
νήπιε, πώς ἔτι σοῖσιν ἐν ομμασι Νηρηίνην	125
3ψει ἐν άθανάτοισι Αιός ποτί Βώματ Ιοΰσαν, ἦ σε πάρος κὑδαινε καὶ ὼς φίλον εΒρακεν υἷα;”
Ἠ μέγα νεικείονσα ποΧνσθενέος Αιός via ΓἨρη άκηχεμένψ ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὐκ άπαμείβετο μύθψ* αζετο yap παράκοιτιν έον πατρός άκαμάτοιο* 130 οὐδέ οἱ όφθαΧμοΐσι καταντίον είσοράασθαι ἔσθενεν, ἀλλ.’ ἀπάνευθε θεῶν αΧΧηκτον εόντων ήστο κατωπιόων· άμοτον Βέ οι έσκνζοντο αθάνατοι κατ ὌΧυμττον ὅσοι Ααναοισιν άμννον οσσοι δ’ αὖ Τρώεσσι μενοίνεον εὖχος όρέξαι, 135 κείνοι μιν κνΒαινον ἐνὶ φρεσϊ καηχαΧοωντες κρύβΒ> Γ/Ηρης· Πάντες γὰρ εναντίον Οὐρανίωνες άζοντ ασχαΧοωσανΡ ό δ’ ονπω Χήθετο θύμον Πηλείδης· ἔτι γάρ οἱ άμαιμακέτοις ἐνὶ γνίοις ἔζεεν αἷμα κεΧαινόν εεΧΒομένοιο μάγεσθαι.
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Hast thou forgotten, favouring the folk Of tyrannous Laomedon, whose kine Thou keptest. He, a mortal, did despite To thee, the deathless ! O, thou art wit-bereft! Thou favourest Troy, thy sufferings all forgot.
Thou wretch, and doth thy false heart know not this,
What man is an offence, and meriteth Suffering, and who is honoured of the Gods ?
Ever Achilles showed us reverence—yea,
Was of our race. Ha, but the punishment Of Troy, I ween, shall not be lighter, though Aeacus* son have fallen; for his son Right soon shall come from Scyros to the war To help the Argive meix, no less in might Than was his sire, a bane to many a foe.
But thou—thou for the Trojans dost not care,
But for his valour enviedst Peleus’ son,
Seeing he was the mightest of all men.
Thou fool! how wilt thou meet the Nereids eyes, When she shall stand in Zeus’ hall midst the Gods, Who praised thee once, and loved as her own son ? ” So Hera spake, in bitterness of soul Upbraiding, but he answered her not a word,
Of reverence for his mighty Father’s bride;
Nor could he lift his eyes to meet her eyes,
But sat abashed, aloof from all the Gods Eternal, while in unforgiving wrath Scowled on him all the Immortals who maintained The Danaans’ cause ; but such as fain would bring Triumph to Troy, these with exultant hearts Extolled him, hiding it from Hera’s eyes,
Before whose wrath all Heaven-abiders shrank.
But Peleus’ son the while forgat not yet War s fury; still in his invincible limbs The hot blood throbbed, and still he longed for fight.
*25
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οὐδ’ apa οἱ Τρώων τις ετόΧμα ἐγγὺς ίκεσθαι βΧημένον, ἀλλ’ ἀπάνευθεν άφέστασαν, εὖτε λέοντος
ἀγρὁται ἐν ξυλόχοισι τεθηπότες, ον τε βάλῃσι θηρητὴρ, ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὔτι ττετταρμένος ἦτορ ἄκον τι λήθεται ἡνορέης, ἀλλὰ στρεφετ ἄγριον ὄμμα σμερδαΧέον βΧοσνρρσιν ύτταϊ γενύεσσι βεβρνχώς· ὼς ἄρα Πηλείδαο χόλος καὶ λοίγιον ἕλκος θύμον ἄδην ορόθννε* Θεοῦ δέ μιν ἰὸς ἐδάμνα. ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼ? ανόρουσε καί ενθορε δυσμενἐεσσι πάλλων οβριμον ἔγχος· ἕλεν δ5 Όρνθάονα δῖον, Γ/Εκτορος εσθΧον εταϊρον, ἔσω1 κροτάφοιο τύχη-σας·
οὐ γάρ οί κόρυς εσχε μακρον δόρυ, μαιμώωντος2 ἀλλὰ δι’ αὐτῆς αἷἡνα καὶ ὸστἐου ἔνδον ϊκανεν ινας ἐς ἐγκεφάλοιο, κέδασσε3δέ οἱ θαΧερον κήρ.
Τππονοον δ’ ἐδάμασσβ κατ’ ὸφρὑος ἔγχος ἐρείσας ἐς θέμεθΧ' οφθαΧμοΐο· χαμαί δέ οἱ ἑκπεσε γλήνη ἐκ βΧεφάρωνr ἡνυχὴ δὲ κατ’ Ἀιδος ἐξεποτήθη. Ἀλκαθὁου δ’ ἄρ’ ἔπειτα διὰ γναθμοῖο περήσας γλώσσαν ὅλην άνεκερσεν* ὁ δ’ ἐς πέδον ἦριπε γαίης
ἐκπνείω ν, αἰχμὴ δὲ δι’ οὕατος ἐξεφαάνθη. καὶ τοὺς μὲν κατεττεφνε καταντίον άίσσοντας δῖος ἀνήρ* πολλών δὲ καὶ ἄλλων θυμὸν ἔλυσε φευγὁντων* ἔτι γάρ οἱ ἐνὶ φρεσὶν ἔξεεν αἷμα.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε οἱ ψνχοντο μεΧη καί ἀπήιε θυμός, ἔστη ἐρεισάμενος μελίῃ ἔπι* τοι δ’ ἐπἑτοντο πανσυδίῃ τρομέοντες, ὁ δέ σφισι τοῖον ὁμὁκλα*
1	Zimmermann, for ανά of MSS.
2	Ludwich, for καί μεμαβντος of ν.
3	Zimmermann, for κἐασε of MSS.
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Was none of all the Trojans dared draw nigh The stricken hero, but at distance stood,
As round a wounded lion hunters stand Mid forest-brakes afraid, and, though the shaft Stands in his heart, yet faileth not in him His royal courage, but with terrible glare Roll his fierce eyes, and roar his grimly jaws ;
So wrath and anguish of his deadly hurt To fury stung Peleides’ soul; but aye His strength ebbed through the god-envenomed wound.
Yet leapt he up, and rushed upon the foe,
And flashed the lightning of his lance; it slew The goodly Orythaon, comrade stout Of Hector, through his temples crashing cleai*:
His helm stayed not the long lance fury-sped Which leapt therethrough, and won within the bones
The heart of the brain, and spilt his lusty life.
Then stabbed lie ’neatb the brow Hipponous Even to the eye-roots, that the eyeball fell To earth : his soul to Hades flitted forth.
Then through the jaw he pierced Alcathous,
And shore away his tongue: in dust he fell Gasping his life out, and the spear-head shot Out through his ear. These, as they rushed on him, That hero slew; but many a fleei-’s life He spilt, for in his heart still leapt the blood.
But when his limbs grew chill, and ebbed away His spirit, leaning on his spear he stood,
While still the Trojans fled in huddled rout Of panic, and he shouted unto them:
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“ α BeiXol Τρώες καὶ Αάρ&ανοι, οὐδὲ θανὸντος ἔγχος ἐμὸν φεὑξεσθε ἀμείλνχον, ἀλλ’ άμα Πάντες τίσετ’ ἄρ’ αἵνὺν ὅλεθρον Ἐριννύσιν ἡμετέρῃσιν.” ΛΩς φάτο· τοι δ’ ἀίοντες ὓπὲτρεσαν, εὖτ’ ἐν ὰρβσσι
φθόγγον ἐριβρὐχοιο νεβροί τρομέωσΰ λέοντος δείλαιοι μέγα θήρα ττεφνζότε?· ὼς άρα Χαοϊ Τρώων ιττττοττοΧων ἡδ’ αλλοδαπών εττικονρων νστατίην Ἀχιλἣος υττοτρομεεσκον όμοκΧήν, ελττόμενοί μιν Ιτ’ ὑμμεν άνούτατον. ος δ’ ὑπο ττότμψ
θυμόν τ ολμήεντα καὶ ο β ρίμα γνΐα βαρννθεϊς ἡριπεν ἀμφὶ νἐκυσσιν άΧίγκως ουρεί μακρψ· γαϊα δ’ ὑττεπλατάγησε, καὶ ἅσπετον εβραχε τεύχη Πηλείδαο πεσὁντος ἀμὑμονος. οἱ δ’ ἔτι θυμῷ δήιοι είσορόωντες ἀπειρέσιον τρομεεσκον* ώς δ’ ὅτε θήρα Βαφοι,νόν υπ αίζηοϊσι Βαμεντα μῆλα περιτρομέουσι παρὰ σταθμόν άθρήσαντα βΧήμενον, ούΒέ οι άγγι παρεΧθ εμεναι μεμάασιν, ἀλλά μιν ώς ξώοντα νεκυν περνπεφρίκασιν ως Τρῶες φοβεοντο καί ούκέτ εόντ Ἀχιλῆα.
Ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼς ἐπέεσσι Πάρις μίγα θαρσύνεσκε Χαόν, ἐπεὶ φρεσὶν ἦσιν εγήθεεν ἦ γὰρ εώΧπεν ’Αργείου? παυσασθαι αμαιμακετοιο κυΒοιμου Πηλείδαο πεσὁντος* ὁ γὰρ Ααναοΐς πὲλεν άΧκή·
“ ω φίΧοι, εἰ ἐτεὸν μοι άρήγετε εὐμενέοντες, σήμερον ἡὲ θάνωμεν υπ’ Ἀργείοισι Βαμέντες, ήε σαωθεντες ποτὶ Ίλιον είρύσσωμεν ΐπποις Εκτορὲοισι δεδουπότα Πηλείωνα, οἶ μ’ ἐς Βηιοτήτα κασιγνήτοιο θανόντος άχνυμενοι φορεονσιν εόν ττοθέοντες άνακτα· τοῖς εἴ 7τα>9 ερύσαιμεν Ἀχιλλὲα Βηωθεντα,
Ιτπτοις μεν μέγα κῦδος ορεξομεν ἡδὲ και αὐτῷ 12$
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iC Trojan and Dardan cravens, ye shall not Even in my death, escape my merciless spear,
But unto mine Avenging Spirits ye
Shall pay—ay, one and all—destructions debt! ”
He spake; they heard and quailed: as mid the hills Fawns tremble at a lion’s deep-mouthed roar,
And terror-stricken flee the monster, so The ranks of Trojan chariot-lords, the lines Of battle-helpers drawn from alien lands,
Quailed at the last shout of Achilles, deemed That he was woundless yet. But ’neath the weight Of doom his aweless heart, his mighty limbs,
At last were overborne. Down midst the dead He fell, as falls a beetling mountain-cliff.
Earth rang beneath him: clanged with a thunder-crash
His arms, as Peleus’ son the princely fell.
And still his foes with most exceeding dread Stared at him, even as, when some murderous beast Lies slain by shepherds, tremble still the sheep Eyeing him, as beside the fold be lies,
And shrinking, as they pass him, far aloof And, even as he were living, fear him dead ;
So feared they him, Achilles now no more.
Yet Paris strove to kindle those faint hearts;
For his own heart exulted, and he hoped,
Now Peleus’ son, the Danaans’ strength, had fallen, Wholly to quench the Argive battle-fire:
Friends, if ye help me,truly and loyally,
Let us this day die, slain by Argive men,
Or live, and hale to Troy with Hectors steeds In triumph Peleus’ son thus fallen dead,
The steeds that, grieving, yearning for their lord To fight have borne me since my brother died. Might we with these but hale Achilles slain,
Glory were this for Hector’s horses, yea,
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^Εκτορι, εἴ γε τίς ἐστι κατ Ἀὶδος άνθρώττοισιν ἢ νόος ήὲ θἑμιστες· ὁ γὰρ κακὰ μησατο Τρώας-Καί μιν Τρωιάδες μεγάλα φ peal καγγαΧοωσαι 200 άμφιττεριστησονται ἀνὰ τττόΧιν, ἡύτε Xvypal ητορδάΧιες τεκεων κεγοΧωμεναι ἡὲ Χεαιναι ἀνδρὶ ττοΧυκμητψ μογερής ἐπιίστορι θήρης* ὼ? Τρῳαὶ περὶ νεκρού άττοκταμενου Ἀχιλῆος ἀθρὁαι άίξουσιν άιτειρεσιον κοτεονσαι,	205
αι μεν ὑπὲρ τοκέων κε^χρΧωμεναι, αἱ δὲ καὶ ἀνδρῶν, αἱ δ’ ἄρ’ ὑπὲρ παίδων, αἱ δὲ γ νωτών εριτίμων, γηθησει δὲ μάλιστα ττατηρ ἐμὸς ἡδὲ γέροντες, δάσους ούκ εθεΧοντας ἐν αστεί γῆρας ἐρὑκει, τὸνδ’ ἡμεῖς εἴπερ τε ποτὶ ιττόΧιν είρύσσαντες 210 θησομεν οἰωνοῖσιν ἀερσιπὲτῃσιν ἐδωδήντ’
Ὄ9 φάτο* τοι δὲ νἑκυν κρατεροφρονος ΑΙακίΒαο αμφεβαν ἐσσυμένως, οἷ μιν φοβεοντο ττάροιθεν, Γλαυκός τ’ Αίνβίας τε καὶ οβριμόθυμος Ἀγήνωρ ἄλλοι τ’ ούΧομενοιο δαημονες ἰωχμοῖο,	215
είρνσσαι μεμαωτες ἐς ’Ιλίου ἱερόν ἅστυ. ἀλλά οι ούκ αμέλησε θεοῖς εναλίγκιος Αϊας} ἀλλὰ θοῶς ττερίβη· ττάντας δ’ ὑπὸ δονρατι μακρω ωθεί ἀπὸ νέκνος- τοι δ’ οὐκ άττέΧηγον ὁμοκλῆς, ἀλλά οἱ αμφεμάγοντο ττερισταδον αίσσοντες 220 αἰὲν εττασσύτεροι, ταννχειΧεες εὖτε μέΧισσαι, αι ρα θ’ ὲὺν περὶ σίμβλον άττείρεσιαι ττοτέωνται ἄνδρ’ ὰπαμννὁμεναι, ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ οὐκ άΧέγων ετηονσας
κηρούς εκτάμνησι μεΧίχροας, αι δ’ ακάχονται καττνον ντΓΟ ρ*τήν ήδ’ άνερος, ἀλλ’ αρα καί ως 225 άντίαι άϊσσουσιν, ὁ δ’ οὐκ ὅθετ’ οὐδ’ ἄρα βαιόν 13°
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For Hector—if in Hades men have sense Of righteous retribution. This man aye Devised but mischief for the sons of Troy;
And now Troy’s daughters with exultant hearts From all the city streets shall gather round,
As pantheresses wroth for stolen cubs,
Or lionesses, might stand around a man
Whose craft in hunting vexed them while he lived.
So round Achilles—a dead corpse at last!—
In hurrying throngs Troy’s daughters then shall come
Tn unforgiving, unforgetting hate,
For parents wroth, for husbands slain, for sons,
For noble kinsmen. Most of all shall joy My father, and the ancient men, whose feet Unwillingly are chained within the walls By eld, if we shall hale him through our gates,
And give our foe to fowls of the air for meat.”
Then they, which feared him theretofore, in haste Closed round the corpse of strong-heart Aeacus’ son, Glaucus, Aeneas, battle-fain Agenor,
And other cunning men in deadly fight,
Eager to hale him thence to Ilium
The god-built burg. But Aias failed him not.
Swiftly that godlike man bestrode the dead:
Back from the corpse his long lance thrust them all. Yet ceased they not from onslaught; thronging round,
Still with swift rushes fought they for the prize,
One following other, like to long-lipped bees Which hover round their hive in swarms on swarms To drive a man thence ; but he, recking naught Of all their fury, carveth out the combs Of nectarous honey : harassed sore are they By sinoke-reek and the robber ; spite of all Ever they dart against him; naught cares he;
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ὼς Λίως των οὔτι μάλ’ έσσνμένων ἀλέγιξὲν, ἀλΧ* άρα πρῶτον ἐνήραθ’ ὑπὲρ μαζοϊο τύχη σας Μαιονίδην Ἀγἐλαον, ἔπειτα δὲ Θὲστορα δῖον. εἷλε δ’ ἄρ* Ὠκύθοον καὶ 7 Ay έστρατον ἡ δ’ Ἀγά-νΐττΗου
Ζωρόν τε Νίσσον τε περικλειτὁν τ’ Ἐρύμαντα, ὺς Λυκίηθεν ΐκανβν υττο μεγαλήτορι Τ\αύκω, vote δ’ ο y ahreivov Μελανίππιον ίμὺν Ἀθήνης ἀντία Μασσικὑτοιο Χελιδονίης σχεδὸν άκρης, τὴν μἐγ’ υττοτρομέονσι τεθηπότες εἰν ἁλὶ νανται, εὖτε ττβρ^ναμτττωσι μάλα στυφελὰς περὶ ττέτρας* τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ ἀποψθἱμένοιο κλυτὸς πάῖς Τππολὐχοιο ΊΓαγνώθη κατ α θύμον, ἐπεί ρά οἱ ἔσκεν έταϊρος* καί ρα θοῶς Αϊαντα κατ ἀσπίδα ττουΧυβόβιαν οΰτασβν, ἀλλά οἱ οὔτι διήλασεν ἐς χρόα καλόν ρινοϊ γάρ μιν epWTO βοών καί υπ’ ἀσττίδι θώρηξ, ος ρα οι άκαμάτοισι περὶ μελὲεσσιν ὰρήρει. Γλαῦκος δ’ οὐκ ἀπέληγεν αταρτηροιο κυΒοιμον Α ίακίΒην Α ϊαντα δαμασσὑμεναι μενβαίνων, καί οἱ ἐπευγὁμενο^ μἐγ’ ἀπείλεεν άφρονι θνμφ·
“ Αίαν, ἐπει νὑ σὲ φασι μὸς’ ἔξοχον ἔμμβναι αΧΚων
Ἀργείων, σοι δ’ αἰὲν έττιφρονέουσι μάλιστα ἄσπβτον, ώς Ἀχιλῆι Βαίφρονι, τω σε θανόντι οϊω σννθανέβσθαι ἐπ’ η ματ ι τῷδε καὶ αὐτὸν.”
Λί2ς ἔφατ’ άκράαντον ἱεὶς ἔπος* οὐδέ τι ἤδη, οσσον ἀμείνονος ἀνδρὸς Εναντίον ἔγ%ος ίνωμα. τον δ’ ὑποδερκὁμενος προσέφη μενεδήϊος Αἴας·
“ ἆ δείλ’, οὑ νύ τι οΙΒας, ὅσον σέο φέρτερος r/Εκτωρ
ἔπλβτ’ ἐνὶ τττόΚέμοισι; μένος δ’ ἀλέεινε καὶ ἔγχος ἡμέτερον* irivtrbv yap όμως ἔχε κάρτβι θυμόν. σοὶ δ’ ἦτοι νόος ἐστι ποτὶ ζόφον, ος ρά μοι ἔτλης ἐς μόθον ἐλθέμεναι μέγ’ άμβίνονί περ γεγαῶτι·
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So naught of all their onsets Aias recked ;
But first he stabbed Agelaus in the breast,
And slew that son of Maion : Thestor next: Ocythous he smote, Agestratus,
Aganippus, Zorus, Nessus, Erymas The war-renowned, who came from Lycia-land With mighty-hearted Glaucus, from his home In Melanippion on the mountain-ridge,
Athena’s fane, which Massikyton fronts Anigh ChelidomVs headland, dreaded sore Of scared seafarers, when its lowering crags Must needs be doubled. For his death the blood Of famed Hippolochus’ son was horror-chilled;
For this was his dear friend. With one swift thrust He pierced the sevenfold hides of Aias’ shield,
Yet touched his flesh not; stayed the spear-head was By those thick hides and by the corset-plate Which lapped his battle-tireless limbs. But still From that stem conflict Glaucus drew not back, Burning to vanquish Aias, Aeacus’ son,
And in his folly vaunting threatened him :
“ Aias, men name thee mightiest man of all The Argives, hold thee in passing-high esteem Even as Achilles: therefore thou, I wot,
By that dead warrior dead this day shalt lie ! ”
So hurled he forth a vain word, knowing not How far in inight above him was the man Whom his spear threatened. Battle-bider Aias Darkly and scornfully glaring on him, said:
“ Thou craven wretch, and knowest thou not this, How much was Hector mightier than thou In war-craft ?—yet before my might, my spear,
He shrank. Ay, with his valour was there blent Discretion. Thou—thy thoughts are death ward set, Who dar’st defy me to the battle, me,
A mightier far than tliou ! Thou canst not say
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οὐ γάρ μεν ξεῖνος πατρώιος εΰχεαι είναι,, οὐδὲ με ΒωτΙνρσι παραιφάμενος ποΧέμοιο νόσφιν άποστρέψεις ως ΎνΒέος οβριμον via* 26< ἀλλὰ καὶ εἰ κείνοιο φύγες μένος, ον σ ετ ἔγωγε ζώὺν ἀπὺ πτοΧέμοιο μεθήσομαι ἀπονέεσθαι· ἦ αΧΧοισι πέποιθας ἀνὰ κΧόνον, οι μετά σεῖο μυίης οὐτιδανῇσιν εοικότες άίσσονσιν άμφι νέκνν ΆχΐΧήος άμύμονος; ἄλλ’ ἄρα καὶ τοῖς 265 δώσω ἐπεσσὐμενος θάνατον καί κήρας έρεμνάς Λί1ς είπών Τρώεσσιν ένεστρωφάτο, λέων ώς ἐν κνσιν άγρεντγίσι κατ άηκεα μακρά καί ὕλην. πολλοὺς δ’ αιῆτ’ ἐδάμασσε μεμαότας εὐχος άρέσθαι
Τρώας ὁμῶς Ανκίοισι* περιτρομέοντο δὲ λαοι. 270 Ιχθύες ως άνά πόντον έπερχομένον άΧεγεινον κητεος ή ΒεΧφινος άΧιτρεφέος μεγάλοιc ὼς Τρῶες φοβέοντο βιην Τελαμωνιάδαο αἰὲν έπεσσυμένοιο κατά κΧονον* ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ ως μάρναντ, άμφϊ δὲ νεκρόν7 ΑχιΧΧεος αΧΧοθεν άΧΧοι 275 μνρίοι εν Kovirjaiv, ὅπως σὑες ἀμφὶ Χεοντα, κτείνοντ· ονΧομένη δὲ περὶ σφίσι δῆρις όρώρει. ένθα και ΤπποΧόχοιο Βαίφρονα Βάμνατο παϊΒα Αΐας όβριμόθνμος· ὁ S’ ύπτιος ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλἣα κάππεσεν, ευτ εν ορεσσι περί στερεήν Βρύα
θάμνος*	280
ώς ὅ γε δουρι δαμεὶς περικάππεσε ΤίηΧείωνι βΧήμένος· άμφι Βέ οι κρατερός πάις Ἀγχίσαο πολλὰ πονησάμενος συν άρηιφίΧοις έτάροισιν εϊρνσεν ες Τρώας, καί ες Ίλιου ιερόν ἄστυ δῶκε φέρειν έτάροισι μἐγ’ άχννμένοις περὶ θνμω. 285 αὐτὸς δ’ ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλῆι μαχέσκετο* τὸν δ’ ἄρα δουρὶ μνώνος καθύπερθεν άρήιος οντασεν Αἴας χειρός Βεξιτερης* ό δ’ ἄρ’ εσσνμένως άπόρονσεν εξ όΧοον ποΧέμοιο, κίεν δ’ άφαρ αστεος εἴσω·
134
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK III
That friendship of our fathers thee shall screen;
Nor me thy gifts shall wile to let thee pass Scatheless from war, as once did TycLeus’ son. Though thou didst ’scape his fury, will not I Suffer thee to return alive from war.
Ha, in thy many helpers dost thou trust Who with thee, like so many worthless flies,
Flit round the noble Achilles’ corpse ? To these Death and black doom shall my swift onset deal.” Then on the Trojans this way and that he turned, As mid long forest-glens a lion turns On hounds, and Trojans many and Lycians slew That came for honour hungry, till he stood Mid a wide ring of flinchers ; like a shoal Of darting fish when sails into their midst Dolphin or shark, a huge sea-fosterling;
So shrank they from the might of Telamon’s son,
As aye he charged amidst the rout. But still Swarmed fighters up, till round Achilles’ corse To right, to left, lay in the dust the slain Countless, as boars around a lion at bay ;
And evermore the strife waxed deadlier.
Then too Hippolochus’ war-wise son was slain By Aias of the heart of fire. He fell Backward upon Achilles, even as falls A sapling on a sturdy mountain-oak;
So quelled by the spear on Peleus* son he fell.
But for his rescue Anchises’ stalwart son Strove hard, with all his comrades battle-fain,
And haled the corse forth, and to sorrowing friends Gave it, to bear to Ilium’s hallowed burg.
Himself to spoil Achilles still fought on,
Till warrfor Aias pierced him with the spear Through the right forearm. Swiftly leapt he back From murderous war, and hasted thence to Troy.
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ἀμφὶ δέ οι ττονέοντο περίφρονες ίητηρες,	290
οἴ ρα οι αϊμα κάθηραν άή> εΧκεος, άΧΧα τε πάντα τεῦχον, 6σ ονταμένων ὸλοὰς ακέονται ανίας.
Αϊας δ’ αἰὲν εμάρνατ άΧίηκιος άστεροπησι κτείνων ἄλλοθεν ἄλλον, ἐπεὶ μίγα τείρετο θνμω άχννμενος κέαρ ένδον άνεψιοΐο δαμέντος.	295
ἄγχι δὲ Ααέρταο δαίφρονος νιος άμνμων μάρνατο δνσμενέεσσι* φέβοντο δέ μιν μέγα λαοί. κτεῖνε δὲ Πεισάνδροιο θοον καὶ άρηιον via Μαίναλον, ὺς ναίεσκε περικΧντον οΰδας Άβνδον τῷ δ’ ἔπι δῖον επεφνεν Άτυμνιον, ον ποτε Νύμφη 300 Πηγασὶς ηνκομος σθεναρψ τέκεν Ἠμαθίωνι Γρηνίκου ποταμοιο παρὰ ἡὁον* ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ Πρωτέος υἷα δάιξεν Όρέσβιον, ος τε μακεδνης 'Ίδης ναιετάασκεν ὑπὸ πτύχας, οὐδέ ἐ μήτηρ δέξατο νοστησαντα περικΧειτη Πανάκεια,	305
ἀλλ’ έδάμη παΧάμησιν Ὀδυσσέος, ὅς τε καὶ ἄλλων πολλών θυμὸν εΧνσεν υπ’ ἔγχεῖ μαιμώωντι κτείνων ον κε κίχησι περὶ νέκνν· άΧΧά μιν 'ΆΧκων
νιος άρηϊθοοιο Μεγακλέος ἔγχεῖ τύψε παρ γόνυ δεξιτερὁν περὶ δὲ κνημΐδα φαεινήν 310 εβΧυσεν αίμα κεΧαινον* ὁ δ’ εΧκεος ονκ ἀλἐγιζεν, ἀλλ’ ἄφαρ οντησαντι κακόν γἐνεθ’, οννεκ ἄρ’ αντον
ίεμενον ττοΧεμοιο δι άσττίδος οΰταοτε δονρί* ὦσε δέ μιν μεγάλη τε /3ίη καὶ κάρτεϊ χειρος ύπτιον ες yaiav κ αν άχησε δέ οι πέρι τεύχη	315
βΧημένου εν κονίησι, περὶ μεΧέεσσι δὲ θώρηξ δεὑετο φοινηεντι Χνθρω% ὁ δὲ Xoiyiov ἔγχος ἐκ χροος έξείρνσσε και άσπίδος, εσπετο δ’ αιχμή θνμος άπο μεΧέων, εΧιπεν δέ μιν άμβροτος αἰών* ΐ36
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There for his healing cunning leeches wrought,
Who stanched the blood-rush, and laid on the gash Balms, such as salve war-stricken warriors’ pangs.
But Aias still fought on: here, there he slew With thrusts like lightning-flashes. His great heart Ached sorely for his mighty cousin slain.
And now the warrior-king Laertes’ son Fought at his side : before him blenched the foe,
As he smote down Peisander’s fleetfoot son,
The warrior Maenalus, who left his home In far-renowned Abydos : down on him He hurled Atymnius, the goodly son Whom Pegasis the bright-haired Nymph had borne To strong Emathion by Granicus’ stream.
Dead by his side he laid Orestius’ son,
Proteus, who dwelt ’neath lofty Ida’s folds.
Ah, never did his mother welcome home That son from wax·, Panaceia beauty-famed !
He fell by Odysseus’ hands, who spilt the lives Of many more whom his death-hungering spear Reached in that fight around the mighty dead.
Yet Alcon, son of Megacles battle-swift,
Hard by Odysseus’ right knee drave the spear Home, and about the glittering greave the blood Dark-crimsom welled. He recked not of the wound, But was unto his smiter sudden death;
For clear through his shield he stabbed him with his spear
Amidst his battle-fury: to the earth
Backward he dashed him by his giant might
And strength of hand : clashed round him in the dust
His armour, and his corslet was distained
With crimson life-blood. Forth from flesh and shield
The hero plucked the spear of death: the soul
Followed the lance-head from the body forth,
And life forsook its mortal mansion. Then
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τοῦ δ’ ὲτάροις ἐπὁρουσε και οὐτάμενός περ Ὀδυσ-σεύς,
οὐδ’ ἀπόληγε μόθοιο δνσηχέος· ὦς δὲ καὶ αΧΧοι Πάντες ὁμῶς ἐπιμὶξ Δαναοὶ μληαν ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλῆα προφρονέως ἐμάχοντο, πολὺυ δ’ ὕπὺ χείρεσι λαὺν βσσνμένως ἐδάιξον ἐῦξἐστῃς μελίῃσιν-εὐτ’ ἄνεμοι θοὰ φύΧΧα κατά χθονὸς άμφιχέωνται Χάβρον ετηβρίσαντες ἀν’ aXaea ὕλήεντα αρχομένου Χνκάβαντος, ὅτε φθιννθουσιν όττώραι· ὼς τοὺς ἐγχείγσι βάΧον Δαναοὶ μενεχάρμαι* μὑμβλετο γὰρ πάντβσσιν Ἀχιλλἐος ἀμφὶ θανὸντος, ἐκπάγλως δ’ Αϊαντι Βαϊφρονι* τοὕνεκ’ ἄρ’ ἔμπης Τρώας ἄδην ἐδάὶξε κακῇ ἐναλίγκιος Αἴσῃ. τῷ δ’ ἔπι πὸξ’ ἐτίταινε Π ἄρις· τὸν δ* αϊψα νοήσας κάββαΧε χζρμαΒίω κατα κράατος· ἐν δ'’ ἄρ’ ἔθλασσεν
άμφίφαΧον κννέην ὸλοὺς λίθος* ἀμφὶ δέ μιν νὺξ μάρήτεν· ο δ’ ἐν κονίησι κατήρπτβν, οὐδὲ οἱ ἰοὶ ήρκβσαν ίβμένω' έκέχνντο Β* αρ ἄλλυδις ἄλλοι ἐν κονίη, κενεη δὲ τταρβκτετάννστο φαρέτρη* τόξον δ’ ἕκφυγε χεῖρε, φίλοι δὲ μιν αρττάξαντες ἵττποις Ἕκτορίοισι φέρον ποτὶ Τρώϊον ἄστυ βαιον €Τ αμττνάοντα και apyaXeov στενόχορτα* οὐδὲ μὲν ἔντε’ ἄνακτος ἑκὰς Χίττον, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτὰ ἐκ πεδίοιο κόμισσαν έψ βασιΧήι φέροντβς. τῷ δ’ Αἴας ἐπὶ μακρον avreev άσχαΧόων κήρ'
“ ὦ κὑον, ώς θανάτοιο βαρύ σθένος ὲξυπάλυξας σήμερον ἀλλὰ σοι εἶθαρ ἐλεὑσεται ύστατον η μα ρ η τινος Ἀργείων ὑπο χείρεσιν ἣ ἐμεῦ αὐτοῦ. νῦν δ’ ἐμοὶ ἄλλα μέμηλε περὶ φρεσἰν, ὡς Ἀχιλῆος ἐκ φόνου apyaXeoio νέκνν Ααναοΐσι σαώσω.”
Λί1ς εἰπὼν Βηίοισι κακας ἐπὶ κήρας ἴσλλεν, οΐ ρ Ιτ ι Βηριόωντο νέκνν ττέρι Πηλείωνος.
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οἱ δὲ οι ως αθρησαν ὑπο σθεναρῇσι φέρεσαι ποΧΧούς ἐκπνείοντας, ὕπὲτρεσαν οὐδ ἔτ’ εμιμνον, οὐτιδανοῖς ηυπεσσιν έοικότες, οὓς τε φοβήση αίετος οίωνων προφερέστατος, εὐτ’ ἐν δρεσσι πώεα ΒαρΒάπτωσι λύκοις ὑπο δηωθἐντα·	355
ὼς τοὺς ἄλλυδις ἄλλον ἀπεσκέδασε θρασύς Αϊας χερμαΒίοισι θοοΐσι καί αορι καί μένεϊ φ. οἱ δὲ μέγα τρομέοντες απο πτόΧέμοιο φέβοντο πανσυδίῃ, ψήρεσσιν εοικότες, ονς τε Βαίζων κίρκος έπισσεύει, τοι δ’ ἰλαδὸν ἄλλος ἐπ’ ἄλλῳ 360 ταρφέες αισσουσιν άΧευόμενοι μεγα πηρία'
S)9 οἴ γ’ ἐκ ποΧέμοιο ποτὶ Πριάμοιο πόΧηα φεϋηον όίζυρως έπιειμένοι άκΧέα φύζαν Κϊαντος μεηάΧοιο περιτρομέοντες όμοκΧήν, ος ρ’ ἔπετ’ άνΒρομεω πεπαΧαγμενος αΧματι χειρας. 365 καί ν ὑ κε δὴ μάΧα πάντας ἐπασσυτίρους ἀπό-Χεσσεν,
εἰ μὴ πεπταμένησι πνΧης εσέχυντο ποΧηα βαιον αναπνείοντες, ἐπεὶ φόβος ητορ ικανέ' τους δ’ έΧσας ἀνὰ ἄστυ, νομεὺς ώς αιόΧα μηΧα, ἡιεν ἐς πεδίον, χθόνα δ’ οὐ ποσὶ μάρπτεν εοισιν 370 έμβαίνων τευχεσσι καί αιματι και κταμένοισι' κειτο γὰρ εὐρὺς ὅμιλος άπειρεσίη επϊ γαίη ἄχρις ἐφ’ Ἑλλήσττοντον ἀπ’ ενρυχόροιο πόΧηος αίζηων κταμένων, όπόσους Χαχε Δαίμονος Αἶσα. ώς δ’ ὅτε Χηιον ανον υπ άμητήρσι πεσησι	375
πυκνόν ἐὸν, τὰ δὲ πόΧΧα καταντόθι Βράχματα κείται
βριθόμενα σταχύεσσι, γἐγηθε δὲ θυμός επ’ ἔργῳ άνέρος είσορόωντος, ὅτις κΧυτον οΰΒας εχησιν' ὦς οι γ’ άμφοτερωθε κακφ Βμηθέντες όΧέθρφ κειντο ποΧυκΧαύτοιο ΧεΧασριένοι Ιωχμοΐο	380
πρηνέες' οὐδέ τι Τρώας Αχαιών φέρτατοι νϊες σύΧεον εν κονίησι καί αιματι Βηωθέντας,
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These saw how many yielded up the ghost Neath his strong hands, and, with hearts failing them For fear, against him could they stand no more.
As rascal vultures were they, which the swoop Of an eagle, king of birds, scares far away From carcases of sheep that wolves have torn;
So this way, that way scattered they before The hurtling stones, the sword, the might of Aias.
In utter panic from the war they fled,
In huddled rout, like starlings from the swoop Of a death-dealing hawk, when, fleeing bane,
One drives against another, as they dart All terror-huddled in tumultuous flight.
So from the war to Priam’s burg they fled Wretchedly clad with terror as a cloak,
Quailing from mighty Aias’ battle-shout,
As with hands dripping blood-gouts he pursued.
Yea, all, one after other, had he slain,
Had they not streamed through city-gates flung wide Hard-panting, pierced to the very heart with fear. Pent therewithin he left them, as a shepherd Leaves folded sheep, and strode back o’er the plain; Yet never touched he with his feet the ground,
But aye he trod on dead men, arms, and blood;
For countless corpses lay o’er that wide stretch Even from broad-wayed Troy to Hellespont,
Bodies of strong men slain, the spoil of Doom.
As when the dense stalks of sun-ripened com Fall ’neath the reapers’ hands, and the long swaths, Heavy with full ears, overspread the field,
And joys the heart of him who oversees The toil, lord of the harvest; even so,
By baleful havoc overmastered, lay All round.face-downward men remembering not The death-denouncing war-shout. But the sons Of fair Achaea left their slaughtered foes
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πρὶν Πηλήιον via πυρῇ Βόμεν, ος σφιν ὄνειαρ έπλετ’ ἐνὶ πτοΧεμοισιν ἐφ μίγα κάρτεί θύων. τοΰνεκά μιν βασιΧήες ἀπὸ πτολέμου έρύσαντες ἀμφὶ νἑκυν πονέοντο άπείριτον, εὖ δὲ φεροντες κάτθεσαν ἐν κλισίῃσι νεῶν προπάροιθε θοάων' άμφι δέ μιν μάΧα Πάντες άγειράμενοι στενάχοντο άχνύμενοι κατὰ θύμον' b yap πόλε κάρτος Αχαιών,
καί τότ ἐνὶ κλισίῃσι λελασμἐνος εγχειάων κεῖτο βαρυγΒούποιο 'παρ Ύ}όσιν Ελλήσποντου, οἷος υπερφίαλος Τιτυὸς πόσεν, ἀππότε Λητὼ ἐρχομἐνην Πυθώδε βιάζετο, καί έ χοΧωθεϊς , άκάματόν περ εόντα θοῶς ὺπεδάμνατ’ Ἀπόλλων Χαιψηροΐς βεΧέεσσιν, <5 δ’ άργαΧεω ἐνὶ Χύθρω πουΧυπέΧεθ ρος ἕκειτο κατὰ χθονός εύρυττέΒοιο μητρός εής' ή δ’ υἷα περιστονάχησβ πεσὸντα έχθομενον μακάρεσσι, γἐλασσε δὲ πότνια Λητώ* τοῖος ἄρ’ Αἰακίδης Βηίων επικάππεσε γαίη χάρμα φέρων Ύρώεσσι, γόον δ’ άΧίαστον Αχαιών Χαφ μνρομένων* περὶ δ’ εβρεμε βενθεα πόντου, θυμός δ’ αὐτίκα πᾶσι κατεκΧάσθη φίλος ἔνδον εΧπομένων κατά Βηριν υπό Τρώεσσιν όΧέσθαϊ μνησάμενοι δ’ ἄρα τοι γε φίλων παρὰ νηυσι τοκηων,
τοὺς Χίπον εν μεγάροισι, νεόδμητων τε γυναικών, αι που οΒυρόμεναι μίνυθον κενεοϊς Χεχέεσσι νηπιάχοις συν παισι φίΧους ποτιΒεγμεναι ἄνδρας, μᾶλλον άνεστενάχοντο' γόου δ’ ἔρος εμπεσε θνμώ' 142
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In dust and blood unstripped of arms awhile Till they should lay upon the pyre the son Of Peleus, who in battle-shock had been Their banner of victory, charging in his might.
So the kings drew him from that stricken field Straining beneath the weight of giant limbs,
And with all loving care they bore him on,
And laid him in his tent before the ships.
And round him gathered that great host, and wailed Heart-anguished him who had been the Achaeans’ strength,
And now, forgotten all the splendour of spears,
Lay mid the tents by moaning Hellespont,
In stature more than human, even as lay Tityos, who sought to force Queen Leto, when She fared to Pytho : swiftly in his wrath Apollo shot, and laid him low, who seemed Invincible: in a foul lake of gore There lay he, covering many a rood of ground,
On the broad earth, his mother; and she moaned Over her son, of blessed Gods abhorred;
But Lady Leto laughed. So grand of mould There in the foemen’s land lay Aeacus’ son,
For joy to Trojans, but for endless grief To Achaean men lamenting. Moaned the air With sighing from the abysses of the sea;
And passing heavy grew the hearts of all,
Thinking: “ Now shall we perish by the hands Of Trojans! ” Then by those dark ships they thought
Of white-haired fathers left in halls afar,
Of wives new-wedded, who by couches cold Mourned, waiting, waiting, with their tender babes For husbands unretiirning; and they groaned In bitterness of soul. A passion of grief Came o’er their hearts; they fell upon their faces
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κλαῖον δ’ αὐτ’ άΧίαστον ἐπὶ ψαμάθοισι βαθβίης πρηνἐες ἐκχὑμενοι μeyάXω περὶ Πηλείωνι χαίτας ἐκ κεφαλής ττροθβΧνμνονς Βηϊοωντβς, χβνάμανοι δ’ ησχυναν ἄδην ψαμάθοισι κάρηνα· οΐη δ’ ἐκ πολέμοιο βροτών ἐς τοίχος αΧέντων οίμωγη πέλβται, ὅτε δήιοι έμμομαώτες καίωσιν μίγα ἄστυ, κατακτοίνωσι δὲ Χαονς πανσυδίῃ, πάντη δὲ διὰ κτἣσιν φορέωνται' τοίη τις παρὰ νηνσϊν 'Αχαιών ἔπλετ’ ἀντή, οὕνεκ’ ἀοσσητὴρ Ααναών παῖς ΑΙακίΒαο κεῖτο μέγας παρὰ νηνσι θοοκμήτοισι βοΧέμνοις, οΐος'Άρης, ὅτε μιν δεινὴ θεὺς οβριμοττάτρη Τρώων ἐν πεδία) ττοΧναχθέϊ κάββαΧο ττέτρη.
Μυρμιδόνες δ’ άΧΧηκτον άνοστονάχοντ Ἀχιλῆα βἰλίμενοι περὶ νεκρόν άμνμονος olo ἄνακτος· ἡπίου, ὺς πάντεσσιν ἴσος πάρος ἦεν εταίρος9 ον γὰρ νττερφίαΧος ττεΧεν ἀνδράσιν οὐδ’ ὀλοόφρων, ἀλλὰ σαοφροσννρ καὶ κὰρτει ττάντ’ i κ έκαστο.
Αἴας δ’ ἐν Ίτρώτοίσι μέγα στοναχών iyey covet ττατροκασυγνητοιο φίΧον ττοθέων α μα τταΐΒα, βΧημενον ἐκ θεόφιν’ θνητών ye μὲν οντινι βΧητος ἦεν, ὅσοι ναίονσιν ἐπὶ χθονος ονρνπέΒοιο. τον τότε κῆρ άχέων οΧοφνρετο φαίδιμος Αίας, ἄλλοτε μὲν κΧισίας ΤΙηΧηιάδαο Βαμέντος εσφοιτών, ὁτὲ δ’ αὖτε παρὰ ψαμάθοισι θαλάσσης εκχνμένος μάλα πουλὺς, ἔπος δ’ οΧοφύρατο τοΐον* “ & ΆχιΧβΰ μέya ερκος ἐν σθενέω ν Ἀργεία) ν, κάτθανβς ἐν Τροίῃ Φθίης ἑκὰς ενρνττεΒοιο ἔκποθεν άττροφάτοιο Xvypφ βεβλημένος ἰᾤ, τόν ἡμ ποτι κΧονον άνΒρες άνάΧκιΒες Ιθύνουσιν* ον yap τις πίσυνος γε σάκος μίγα νωμήσασθαι ἡδὲ περὶ κροτάφοισιν εττισταμενως ἐς Ἀρηα εὖ θέσθαι ττήΧηκα και ἐν τταΧάμη δόρυ ττήΧαι
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On the deep sand flung down, and wept as men All comfortless round Peleus’ mighty son,
And clutched and plucked out by the roots their hair,
And cast upon their heads defiling sand.
Their cry was like the cry that goeth up
From folk that after battle by their walls
Are slaughtered, when their maddened foes set fire
To a great city, and slay in heaps on heaps
Her people, and make spoil of all her wealth;
So wild and high they wailed beside the sea,
Because the Danaans’ champion, Aeacus’ son,
Lay, grand in death, by a God’s arrow slain,
As Ares lay, when She of the Mighty Father With that huge stone down dashed him on Troy’s plain.
Ceaselessly wailed the Myrmidons Achilles,
A ring of mourners round the kingly dead,
That kind heart, friend alike to each and all,
To no man arrogant nor hard of mood,
But ever tempering strength with courtesy.
Then Aias first, deep-groaning, uttered forth His yearning o’er his father’s brother s son God-stricken — ay, no man had smitten him Of all upon the wide-wayed earth that dwell!
Him glorious Aias heavy-hearted mourned,
Now wandering to the tent of Peleus’ son,
Now cast down all his length, a giant form,
On the sea-sands and thus lamented he :
“ Achilles, shield and sword of Argive men,
Thou hast died in Troy, from Phthia"s plains afar, Smitten unwares by that accursed shaft,
Such thing as weakling dastards aim in fight!
For none who trusts in wielding the great shield, None who for war can skill to set the helm Upon his brows, and sway the spear in grip,
US
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καὶ χαΧκον δηίοισι περὶ στέρνοισι όαίξαι · ἰοῖσίν γ’ ἀπάνευθεν άττεσσύμενος πολεμίζει*1 εἰ γὰρ σβυ κατέναντα τοτ ήΧυθεν, ος σ’ εβαΧεν τ-ερ,
οὐκ αν άνοντητι γε τεοῦ φύγεν εγχεος ορμήν. ἀλλὰ Ζεὺς τάχα που τάδε μήδετο πάντ άττο-Χέσσαι,
ήμέων δ’ ἐν καμάτοισιν έτώσιμ ἔργα τίθησιν* ἡδη γὰρ Τρώεσσι κατ’ Ἀργείων τάχα νίκην νεὑσει, ἐπεὶ τὁσσον περ 'Αχαιών έρκος άττηνρα. ὧ πὁποι, ώς ἄρα ττάγχυ γέρων έν όώμασι Πηλεὺς όχθήσει μίγα πένθος άτερττέι γήραι κύρσαι αὐτὴ μὲν φήμη2 μιν άττορραίσει τάχα Θυμόν* ὧδε δε οἷ καὶ αμεινον όίζυος αΐψα Χαθέσθαι' εἰ δὲ κεν οὐ φθίση i κακή περὶ υἱἐος οσσα,
& δειλός χαΧεττοΐς ἐνὶ πἐνθεσι γήρας ἰάἡνει αἰὲν ἐπ’ έσχαρόφιν βίοτον κατέόων ὸδύνῃσι, Πηλεὑς, ος μακάρεσσι φίλος περιώσιον ἦεν* ἀλλ’ οὐ πάντα τελοῦσι θεοὶ μογεροισι βροτοισιν”
ΛίΙς ὁ μὲν άσχαΧόων όΧοφύρετο Πηλείωνα. Φοῖνιξ δ’ αὐθ’ ὁ γεραώς άάσττετα κωκνεσκεν άμφ (/χυθείς δέμας ἡὺ θρασνφρονος ΑΙακίόαο' καί ρ όΧοφυδνον άυσε μΑγ άχνυμένος ττινυτον κη ρ' “ ωΧεό μοι, φίλε τέκνον, ἐμοὶ δ’ ἄχος αἰὲν αφνκτον
κάΧΚιττες' ως οφεΧόν με χυτή κατά γ αία κεκεύθει πριν σέο ττότμον ΙΒέσθαι άμείΧιχον* ου γὰρ ἔμοιγε ἄλλο χερειότερον ποτ’ εσήΧυθεν ες φρένα ττήμα, οὐδ’ ὅτε πατριό' ὑμὴν Χιττόμην άγανούς τε τοκήας φευγων ες ΤΙηΧήα δι’ Ἑλλάδος, ος μ’ ὺπέδεκτο, καί μοι δῶμα ττόρεν, ΑοΧόττεσσι δὲ θήκεν άνασσες καϊ σέ γ’ ἐν άγκοίνησι φορεόμενος άμφϊ μέΧαθρον
1 Zinunermann, for ἐπεσσόμενος πολεμίων of MSS.
3 Zimmermaim, for αότῆ συν φήμτ?, with lacuna, of Koechly. 146
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And cleave the brass about the breasts of foes, Warreth with arrows, shrinking from the fray.
Not man to man he met thee, whoso smote ;
Else woundless never had he ’scaped thy lance !
But haply Zeus purposed to min all,
And maketh all our toil and travail vain—
Ay, now will grant the Trojans victory Who from Achaea now hath reft her shield!
Ah me ! bow shall old Peleus in his halls Take up the burden of a mighty grief Now in his joyless age! His heart shall break At the mere rumour of it. Better so,
Thus in a moment to forget all pain.
But if these evil tidings slay him not,
Ah, laden with sore sorrow eld shall come Upon him, eating out bis heart with grief By a lone hearth—Peleus so passing* dear Once to the Blessed ! But the Gods vouchsafe No perfect happiness to hapless men.” "
So he in grief lamented Peleus’ son.
Then ancient Phoenix made heart-stricken moan, Clasping the noble form of Aeacus’ seed,
And in wild anguish wailed the wise of heart: “Thou art reft from ine, dear child, and cureless pain
Hast left to me! Oh that upon my face
The veiling earth had fallen, ere I saw
Thy bitter doom ! No pang more terrible
Hath ever stabbed mine heart—no, not that hour
Of exile, when I fled from fatherland
And noble parents, fleeing Hellas through,
Till Peleus welcomed me with gifts, and lord Of his Dolopians made me. In his arms Thee through his halls one day he bare, and set l
l 2
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κολπω έμφ κατέθηκε καὶ ἐνδυκέως έπέτβΧΧε νηπίαχρν κομέειν, ὡσεὶ φίλον υἷα γεγῶτα* τῷ ταυ ο μην* σὺ δ’ ἐμοῖσι περὶ στέρνοισι γεγηθὼς πολλάκι παππάζεσκες Ιτ’ ακρίτα χειΧεσι βάζων, καί μευ νηπιέησιν ἄδην ἐνὶ σῇσι Βίηνας	475
στήθεά τ’ ἡδὲ χιτώνα*;· ἔχον δὲ σε χερσίν ἐμῇσι πολλὸν καγχαΧοων, ἐπεὶ ἦ νύ μοι ἦτορ ἐώλπει θρέψειν κηΒεμονήα βίου καί γήραος αΧκαρ. καὶ τὰ μὲν εΧπομένφ βαιόν χρονον επΧετο πάντα. νῦν δὲ σύγ’ ο ἔχῃ άίστος ὑπὸ ζόφον* ἀμφὶ δ’ ἐμὺν κῆρ	480
ἄχνυτ’ οϊζνρώς, ἐττει ἦ νύ με κῆδος1 ἰάπτει ΧευγαΧεον* το καί εἴθε καταφθίσειε γοώντα πρὶν ΠηΧῆα πνθέσθαι άμύμονα, τον περ ὸίω κωκύσειν άΧίαστον, οτ άμφί ε ψῆμις ϊκηται* οϊκτιστον γὰρ νῶϊν ὑπὲρ σέθεν ἔσσεται ἄλγος 485 ττατρί τε σῷ και ἐμοί, τοί περ μίγα σεῖο θα νο ντος άχνύμενοι τάχα η αίαν ὑπὲρ Διὸς άσχετον ΑΙ σ αν δυσὁμεθ’ έσ συ μόνως' καί κεν πολὺ Χώιον εἴη, ἣ ζώειν ἀπάνευθεν ἀοσσητἣρος ὲοῖο.”
Ἠ ρ’ ὁ γέρων άΧίαστον ἐνὶ φ peal πένθος άέξων· 490 παρ δὲ οἱ Ἀτρείδης όΧοφύρετο δάκρυα χρενων' ωμωξεν δ’ οΒύνησι μέγ αίθόμενος κέαρ ένδον*
“ ὦλεο, Πηλείδη, Δαναών μέγα φόρτατε πάντων, ώλεο, καὶ στρατόν ευρυν άνερκέα θηκας ’Αχαιών ρηίτεροι δ’ ἄρα σεῖο καταφθιμένοιο ττέΧονται 495 δυσμενέσιν σὺ δὲ χάρμα πεσὼν μίγα Τρωσὶν εθηκας,
οι σε πάρος φοβέοντο λέονθ’ ὼ? αίοΧα μῆλα* νῦν S’ ἐπὶ νηυσΐ θοῇσι ΧιΧαιόμενοι μαχέονται.
Ζεῦ πάτερ, ἦ ρά τι καὶ σὺ βροτούς ψενΒέσσι Χόγοισι
θέλγεις, ος κατόνευσας εμοϊ ΙΤριάμοιο ἄνακτος 500 1 Zimmerman n, for 0υμὅς of MSS.
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Upon my knees, and bade me foster thee,
His babe, with all love, as mine own dear child:
I hearkened to him : blithely didst thou cling About mine heart, and, babbling wordless speech, Didst call me f father5 oft, and didst bedew My breast and tunic with thy baby lips.
Ofttimes with soul that laughed for glee I held Thee in mine arms; for mine heart whispered me * This fosterling through life shall care for thee, Staff of thine age shall be.’ And that mine hope Was for a little while fulfilled; but now Thou hast vanished into darkness, and to me Is left long heart-ache wild with all regret.
Ah, might my sorrow slay me, ere the tale To noble Peleus come ! When on his ears Falleth the heavy tidings, he shall weep And wail without surcease. Most piteous grief We twain for thy sake shall inherit aye,
Thy sire and I, who, ere our day of doom, Mourning shall go down to the grave for thee— Ay, better this than life unholpen of thee ϊ ”
So moaned his ever-swelling tide of grief.
And Atreus’ son beside him mourned and wept With heart on fire with inly smouldering pain :
“ Thou hast perished, ohiefest of the Danaan men, Hast perished, and hast left the Achaean host Fenceless ! Now thou art fallen, are they left An easier prey to foes. Thou hast given joy To Trojans by thy fall, who dreaded thee As sheep a lion. These with eager hearts Even to the ships will bring the battle now.
Zeus, Father, thou too with deceitful words Beguilest mortals ! Thou didst promise me
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ἄστυ διαπραθέειν, νυν δ’ οὐ τελεεις ὅσ’ νπέστης, ἀΧΧὰ λίην ἀπάφησας ἐμὰς φ ρίνας' οὐ γὰρ ο ίω ενρέμεναι πολἑμοιο τέκμωρ Φθιμένον Ἀχιλἣος.” ΛΩς εφατ άχνύμενος κέαρ ἔνδοθεν* ἀμφὶ δὲ λαοὶ κώκυον ἐκ θυμοιο θρασύν περὶ Πηλείωνα* τοῖς δ’ ἄρ’ επεβρόμεον νῆες περιμυρομἐνοισιν* ἡχὴ δ’ ἄσπετος ὦρτο δι’ αίθίρος άκαμάτοιο. ώς δ’ ὅτε κύματα μάκρα βίη μεγάλου άνεμο ιο όρνύμεν εκ πόντοιο πρὸ? ηιόνας φορέονται σριερδαλίον, πάντη δὲ ττροσαγνυμίνης ἁλὸς αἰεὶ ἀκταὶ ὁμῶς ρηγμισιν άπειρεσιαι βοόω σι9 τοῖος ἄρ’ ἀμφὶ νίκυν Ααναών στόνος αἰνὸς όρώρει μυρομίνων άλληκτον άταρβέα Πηλείωνα.
Καί σφιν όδνρομίνοισα τάχ ηλνθε κυανέη νύξ, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ Ἀτρείδην προσεφώνεε Νηλἑος υἱὸς Νἐστωρ, ος ρα τ’ εχεσκεν ἐνὶ φρεσϊ μνρίον άλγος μνησάμενος σφον παιδὺς ευφρονος Άντιλόχοιο·
“ Ἀργείων σκηπτούχε μέγα κρατίων Ἀγά-μεμνον,
νῦν μὲν άποσχώμεσθα δνσηχέος αίψα γόοιο σήμερον' ον γάρ ετ ανθις ερωησει τις ’Αχαιούς κλαυθμού ἄδην κορίσασθαι ἐπ’ η ματ α ττολλα γοωντας*
ἀλλ’ ἄγε δὴ βρότον αίνον άταρβίος ΑΙακίδαο λούσαντες Χεχέεσσ’ ενιθείομεν ου γάρ εοικεν αίσχννειν ἐπὶ δηρὸν άκηδείησι θ αν όντας Γ
Καὶ τὰ μὲν ὼ? επίτελλε περίφρων Νηλἑος υἱός* αύτάρ ο γ οϊς έτάροισιν επισπίρχων εκέλενεν ὕδατος ἐν 7τυρὶ θεντας άφαρ κρυεροιο λέβητας θερμηναι λοϋσαί τε νέκυν, περί θ’ εϊματα εσσαι καλά, τα οι 'πόρε παιδί φίλω άλιπόρφυρα μητηρ ες Τροίην άνιόντι· θοῶς δ’ επίθησαν άνακτι· ϊ5ο
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That Priam’s burg should be destroyed; but now That promise given dost thou not fulfil,
But thou didst cheat mine heart: I shall not win The war’s goal, now Achilles is no more.”
So did he cry heart-anguished. Mourned all round Wails multitudinous for Peleus’ son:
The dark ships echoed back the voice of grief,
And sighed and sobbed the immeasurable air.
And as when long sea-rollers, onward driven By a great wind, heave up far out at sea,
And strandward sweep with terrible rush, and aye Headland and beach with shattered spray are scourged,
And roar unceasing; so a dread sound rose Of moaning of the Danaans round the corse, Ceaselessly wailing Peleus’ aweless son.
And on their mourning soon black night had come, But spake unto Atreides Neleus’ son,
Nestor, whose own heart bare its load of grief Remembering his own son Antilochus :
“ O mighty Agamemnon, sceptre-lord Of Argives, from wide-shrilling lamentation Refrain we for this 'day. None shall withhold Hereafter these from all their heart’s desire Of weeping and lamenting many days.
But now go to, from aweless Aeacus’ son Wash we the foul blood-gouts, and lay we him Upon a couch : unseemly it is to shame The dead by leaving them untended long,”
So counselled Neleus’ son, the passing-wise Then hasted he his men, and bade them set Caldrons of cold spring-water o’er the flames,
And wash the corse, and clothe in vesture fair, Sea-purple, which his mother gave her son At his first sailing against Troy. With speed They did their lord’s command : with loving care,
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ἐνδυκέως δ’ ἄρα πάντα πονησάμενοι κατὰ κόσμον κάτθεσαν ἐν κΧισίησι δεδουπὁτα ΠηΧείωνα,
Τὸν δ’ ἐσιδοῦσ’ εΧεησε περίφρων Τριτογἐνεια· στάζε δ’ ὰρ’ άμβροσίην κατ α κράατος, ήν ρ ά τε φασι
δηρὸν ερυκακεειν νεαρόν χρόα κηρϊ Βαμέντων 535 θἣκε δ’ ἄρ ὲρσήεντα καὶ εἴκελον ἀμπνείοντι· σμερΒαΧέον δ’ ἄρ’ ἐπισκύνιον νεκρψ περ Ιτευξεν, οἷον τ’ ἀμφ’ ὲτάροιο Βαικταμένου ΤΙατρόκΧοιο χωομένψ ἐπἑκειτο κατὰ βΧοσυροΐο προσώπου* βριθύτερον δ’ ἄρ’ ἔθηκε Βέμας και άρειον ΙΒέσθαι* 540 Ἀργεἰους δ’ ἕλε θαμβός ὁμιλαδὸν άθρησαντας Πηλείδην ζώοντι πανείκεΧον, ος ρ ἐπὶ Χεκτροις έκχύμένος μάλα πουλὺς ἄδην ενΒοντι εφκει.
Ἀμφὶ δὲ μιν μογεραὶ ΧηίτιΒες, ας ρα ποτ αντος Αημνόν τε ξαθεην Κιλίκων τ’ αἰπὺ πτοΧίεθρον 545 Θήβην Ἠετίωνος ὲλὼν Χηίσσατο κουράς, ίστάριεναι <γοάασκον άμύσσονσαι χρόα καΧόν, στήθβά τ’ άμφοτερησι πεπληγυῖαι παΧάμησιν ἐκ θύμον στενάχεσκον ενφρονά Πηλείωνα· τὰς γὰρ δὴ τίεσκε καὶ ἐκ Βηίων περ ἐούσας*	550
πασάων δ1 εκπαηΧον άκηχεμενη κέαρ ἔνδον Βρισηϊς παράκοιτις ενπτοΧέμον ΆχιΧήος άμφϊ νίκνν στρωφάτο και άμφοτέρης παΧάμησι Βρυπτομένη χρόα καΧον άντεεν* εκ δ’ άπαΧοΐο στήθεος αίρχχ,τόεσσαι ἀνὰ σμώδιγγες άερθεν 555 θεινομένης· φαίης κεν ἐπὶ γλἀγυς αἷμα χέασθαι φοίνιον άηΧαΙη δὲ καὶ άχννμένης ἀλεγεινῶς ιμερόεν μάρμαιρε* χάρις Bi οι άμφεχεν εἶδος» τοῖον δ’ εκφατο μύθον όϊζνρον γοόωσα'
“ ὦ μοι ἐχὼ πάντων περιώσιον αΐνά παθοϋσα·	560
οὐ γάρ μοι τόσσον περ επήΧνθεν ἄλλο τι πηρία,
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All service meetly rendered, on a couch Laid they the mighty fallen, Peleus’ son.
The Trito-born, the passing-wise, beheld And pitied him, and showered upon his head Ambrosia, which hath virtue aye to keep Taintless, men say, the flesh of warriors slain.
Like softly-breathing sleeper dewy-fresh She made him: over that dead face she drew A stem frown, even as when he lay, with wrath Darkening his grim face, clasping his slain friend Patroclus ; and she made his frame to be More massive, like a war-god to behold.
And wonder seized the Argives, as they thronged And saw the image of a living man,
Where all the stately length of Peleus’ son Lay on the couch, and seemed as though he slept.
Around him all the woeful captive-maids,
Whom he had taken for a prey, what time He had ravaged hallowed Lemnos, and had scaled The towered crags of Thebes, Eetion’s town,
Wailed, as they stood and rent their fair young flesh, And smote their breasts, and from their hearts bemoaned
That lord of gentleness and courtesy,
Who honoured even the daughters of his foes.
And stricken most of all with heart-sick pain Brisei's, hero Achilles* couchmate, bowed Over the dead, and tore her fair young flesh With ruthless fingers, shrieking: her soft breast Was ridged with gory weals, so cruelly She smote it—thou hadst said that crimson blood Had dripped on milk. Yet, in her griefs despite, Her winsome loveliness shone out, and grace Hung like a veil about her, as she wailed:
“ Woe for this grief passing all griefs beside !.
Never on me caine anguish like to this—
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Οὕτε κασιγνη των ο vt ευρνχορου περὶ πάτρης, οσσον σεῖο θανὁντος· ἐπεὶ σύ μοι ἱερὸν ἦμαρ καὶ φάος ήελίοω πὲλες καὶ μείλιχος αἰὼν ελττωρή τ’ ἀγαθοῖο καὶ ἄσπετον ἄλκαρ ἀνίης πάσης τ’ άγλαίης πολὺ φέρτερος ἡδὲ τοκηων εττλεο* πάντα γὰρ οιος ἔης δμωῇ περ ἐοὑσῃ· καί ρα μ’ ἔθηκας ακοιτιν ελών ἄπο Βουλία ἔργα. νῦν δὲ τις ἐν νήεσσιν 'Κχαιων ἄξεται ἄλλος 2πάρτην εἰς ερι βώλον ή ἐς πολυδίἡνιον 'Άργος* καί νύ κεν άμφιττολενσα κακάς νττοτλησομ ανίας σεῦ άττονοσφισθεΐσα δυσάμμορος· ώς οφελον με γαῖα %υτὴ εκάλνψε, πάρος σἐο ποτμον ΙΒεσθαιν’* Αβς ἡ μὲν δμηθέντ’ ολοφνρετο Τίηλείωνα δμωῇς σὺν μογερῇσι καὶ ἀχνυμἐνοισιν Ἀχαιοῖς μνρομενη καί άνακτα καί άνέρα* τῆς δ’ άλεγεινον ονττοτ ετερσετο Βάκρν, κατείβετο δ’ ἄχρις ἐπ’ οὖδας
ἐκ βλεφάρων, ώσει τε μέλαν κατά πίΒακος νΒωρ ττετραίης, ἦς πουλὺς υπέρ παγετός τε %ιών τε εκκίχνται στυφελοΐο κατ οι/δεος, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάχνη τηκεθ* ομώς εΰρψ τε καί ηελίοιο βολῇσι.
Καὶ τότε δή ἡ’ εσάκονσαν ὸρινομἐνοιο γίοιο θυγατέρες Νηρῆος, ὅσαι μίγα βένθος ἔχουσι· πάσῃσιν δ’ άλεγεινον ὑπο κραδίην ττεσεν άλγος* οίκτρον δ’ εστονάχησαν, εττίαχε δ’ Ελλήσποντος. ἀμφὶ δὲ κνανεοι,σι καλυψάμεναι χροα πἐπλοις ἐσσυμένως οϊμησαν, ἔπη στόλος ἔπλετ’ Αχαιών, πανσυδίῃ πολιοῖο δι’ οϊΒματος* αμφϊ δ’ άρα σφι νισσομενησο θάλασσα Βιίστατο· ταὶ δ’ εφεροντο κλαγγηΒον, κρανπνησιν εεώόμεναι γεράνοισιν οσσομενης μέγα χεῖμα* ττεριστενάχοντο δὲ λνγρον κητεα μνρομένησιν* ἔσαν δ’ άφαρ ηχι νεοντο
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Not when my brethren died, my fatherland Was wasted—like this anguish for thy death !
Thou wast my day, iny sunlight, my sweet life,
Mine hope of good, my strong defence from harm, Dearer than all my beauty— yea, more dear Than my lost parents ! Thou wast all in all To me, thou only, captive though I be Thou tookest from me every bondmaid’s task And like a wife didst hold me. Ah, but now Me shall some new Achaean master bear To fertile Sparta, or to thirsty Argos.
The bitter cup of thraldom shall I drain,
Severed, ah me, from thee I Oh that the earth Had veiled my dead face ere I saw thy doom! ”
So for slain Peleus’ son did she lament With woeful handmaids and heart anguished Greeks, Mourning a king, a husband. Never dried Her tears were : ever to the earth they streamed Like sunless water trickling from a rock While rime and snow yet mantle o’er the earth Above it; yet the frost melts down before The east-wind and the flame-shafts of the sun.
Now came the sound of that upringing wail To Nereus’ Daughters, dwellers in the depths U nfathomed. With sore anguish all their hearts Were smitten: piteously they moaned: their cry Shivered along the waves of Hellespont,
Then with dark mantles overpalled they sped Swiftly to where the Argive men were thronged.
As rushed their troop up silver paths of sea,
The flood disported round them as they came.
With one wild cry they floated up; it rang,
A sound as when fleet-flying cranes forebode A great stoim. Moaned the monsters of the deep Plaintively round that train of mourners. Fast On sped they to their goal, with awesome cry
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παῖδα κασιηνητης κρατβρόφρονα κωκύουσαι ἐκπάγλως. Μοῦσαι δὲ θοῶς Ἑλικῶνα \ιττον<ται ηΧυθον ἄλγος αΧαστον ivl στβρνοισιν βχονσαι 595 άρνύμβναι π μην βΧικώπιδι Νηρηίνῃ.
Ζεὺς δὲ μέγ’ Ἀργείοισι καὶ ἄτρομον βμβαΧβ θάρσος,
ὄφρα μὴ ἐσθλὺν ὅμιλον νποδδβίσωσι θ βάω ν άμφαδον άθρήσαντες ἀνὰ στρατόν* αΐ ὃ’ Ἀχιλῆος ἀμφὶ νἑκυν στβνάχοντο καί αθάνατοί περ βονσαι 600 Ίτάσαι ὁμῶς· ἀκταὶ δὲ πβρίαχον Ελλήσποντου* δεύετο δὲ χθων πάσα περὶ νἑκυν ΑΙακίδαο δάκρυσιν* ὼς μἐγα πὲνθος άνβστβνον· ἀμφὶ δὲ λαών
μνρομβνων hatcpvoiaL φορύνβτο τβύχβα πάντα καί κΧισίαι καί νῆες, ἐπεὶ μέγα πένθος δρώρβι· 605 μήτηρ δ’ άμφιχνθβισα κύσβ στόμα ΤίηΧβίωνος παιδὺς ἑοῦ, καὶ τοῖον ἔπος φάτο Βακρνχέονσα·
“ γηθβίτω ροδόπεπλος ἀν’ ουρανον Ἠριγένεια, γηθείτω φρεσὶν ἦσι μβθβΐς χόΧον Αστεροπαίου Ἀξιος εὐρυρέεθρος ἰδε Πριάμοιο γενέθλη·	610
αύτα ρ ἐγὼ πρὸς Ὄλυμπον ἀφίξομαι, ἀμφὶ δὲ ΤΓοσσϊ
κβίσομαι άθανάτοω Διὸς μεγάλα στβνάχουσα, ούνβκά μ οὐκ βθβΧονσαν υπ άνβρι δωκβ δα μην αι, άνέρι, τον τάχα γῆρας άμβίΧιχον άμφιμβμαρπβ,
Κῆρἐς τ’ ἐγ7^ς ἔασι τέλος θανάτοιο φίρονσαι.	615
ἀλλά μοι ον κβίνοιο μέλει τόσον, ω? Ἀχιλῆος, ον μοι Ζεὺς κατβνβνσβν ἐν Αίακίδαο δὁμοισιν ϊφθιμον θησβιν, ἐπεὶ οὔτι μοι ηνδανβν βύνη· ἀλΛ.’ ὁτὲ μὲν ζαὴς άνβμος πβΧον, ἄλλοτε δ’ ὕδωρ, ἄλλοτε δ’ οΐωνψ ἐναλίγκιος ἣ πυρὸς ορμή·	620
οὐδέ με θνητός ἀνὴρ δύνατ ἐν Χβχββσσι δαμάσσαι
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Wailing the while their sister’s mighty son.
Swiftly from Helicon the Muses came Heart-burdened with undying grief, for love And honour to the Nereid starry-eyed..
Then Zeus with courage filled the Argive men, That eyes of flesh might undismayed behold That glorious gathering of Goddesses.
Then those Divine Ones round Achilles’ corse Pealed forth with one voice from immortal lips A lamentation. Rang again the shores Of Hellespont. As rain upon the earth Their tears fell round the dead man, Aeacus’ son; For out of depths of sorrow rose their moan.
And all the armour/ yea, the tents, the ships Of that great sorrowing multitude were wet With tears from ever-welling springs of grief.
His mother cast her on him, clasping him,
And kissed her son’s lips, crying through her tears : Now let the rosy-vestured Dawn in heaven Exult! Now let broad-flowing Axius Exult, and for Asteropaeus dead Put by his wrath ! Let Priam’s seed be glad !
Bat I unto Olympus will ascend,
And at the feet of everlasting Zeus Will cast me, bitterly plaining that he gave Me, an unwilling bride, unto a man—
A man whom joyless eld soon overtook,
To whom the Fates are near, with death for gift. Yet not so much for his lot do I grieve As for Achilles ; for Zeus promised me To make him glorious in the Aeacid halls,
In recompense for the bridal I so loathed That into wild wind now I changed me, now To water, now in fashion as a bird I was, now as the blast of flame ; nor might A mortal win me for his bride, who seemed
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φαινομένην, οσα ηαία και ούρανος ἐντὺς ἐὲργει, μέσή> ὅτε μοι, κατένβυσβν Ὀλύμπιος υἱέα δῖον ἔκπαγλον θήσειν καὶ άρήϊον. ἀλλὰ τὰ μέν που άτρβκέως ἐτέλεσσεν ὁ γὰρ πὲλε φέρτατος ἀνδρῶν 625 ἀλλά μιν ὼκὑμορον ΤΓΟίησατο καί μ’ ἀκάχησε. τοννβκ ἐς ονρανον εἷμι* Διὸς δ’ ἐς δώματ’ ίονσα κωκνσω φίλον via, καὶ ὁππόσα πρὁσθ’ ἐμὁγησα ἀμφ’ αὐτῷ καὶ παισὶν ἀβικέα τειρομἑνοισι μνήσω ὰκηχεμὲνη, ἵνα οἱ σὺν θύμον ορίνω.”	630
ΛΩς ἔφατ’ αἰνὰ γοῶσ’ ἀλίη Θέτις· ἡ δέ οἱ αὐτὴ Καλλιόπη φάτο μύθον ἀρηραμἐνη φρεσὶ θύμον “ ἴσ%εο κωκντοΙο) θεὰ Θἔτι, μηδ’ αλύονσα εΐνβκα παιδὺς Ιοῖο θεών μεδἐοντι καὶ ἀνδρῶν σκύζεο* καί γὰρ Ζηνὸς έρφρεμέταο ἄνακτος 635 υἷες ὁμῶς άπολοντο κακτ) περὶ κηρὶ δαμἐντες* κάτθανε δ’ υἱός ἐμεῖο καὶ αυτής αθανάτοιο Ὀρφεύς, ον μολπ^σιν έφέσπετο πάσα μεν ὕλη, πάσα δ’ ἄρ’ ὸκριὁεσσα πέτρη ποταμών τε ρέεθρα πνοιαί τε λιγίων ανέμων αμέηαρτον άέντων	640
οΙωνοί τε θοῇσι διεσσύμενοι TTTepvyecro-cv ὰλΧ’ ἔτλην μίγα πένθος, ἐπεὶ θεὺν οὔτι ἔοικεν πἐνθεσι λευγαλἐὰισι καὶ αληύ θύμον ἀγεύειν. τψ σε καὶ άχνυμένην μεθέτω 7<ὡς υἱἐος ἐσθλοῦ* καὶ γὰρ °ἱ κλἐος αἰὲν ἐπιχθονίοισιν ὰοιδοὶ	645
καὶ μένος ἀείσουσιν ἐμῇ τ’ ἰὁτητι καὶ ἄλλων Πιερίδων· σὺ δὲ μή τι κελαινφ πένθεί θύμον Βάμνασο θηλυτέρῃσιν ἴσον <γοοωσα γυναιξίν* ἦ οὐκ ἀίεις ὅτι πάντας, ὅσοι γθονϊ ναιετάονσιν, ανθρώπους ολοη περιπέπταται άσχετος Αἶσα Χ5δ
650
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All shapes"in tarn that earth and heaven contain, Until the Olympian pledged him to. bestow A godlike son on me, a lord of war.
Yea, in a maimer this did he fulfil Faithfully ; for my son was mightiest Of men. But Zeus made brief his span of life Unto iny sorrow. Therefore up to heaven Will I: to Zeus’s mansion will I go And wail my son, and will put Zeus in mind Of all iny travail for him and liis sons In tlieir sore stress, and sting his soul with shame.’ So in her wild lament the Sea-queen cried.
But now to Thetis spake Calliope,
She in whose heart was steadfast wisdom throned: fi From lamentation, Thetis, now forbear,
And do not, in the frenzy of thy grief For thy lost son, provoke to wrath the Lord Of Gods and men. Lo, even sons of Zeus,
The Thunder-king, have perished, overborne By evil fate. Immortal though I be,
Mine own son Orpheus died, whose magic song Drew all the forest-trees to follow him,
And every craggy rock and river-stream,
And blasts of winds shrill-piping· stormy-breathed, And birds that dart through air on rushing wings. Yet ϊ endured mine heavy sorrow : Gods Ought not with anguished grief to vex their souls. Therefore make end of sorrow-stricken wail For thy brave child; for to the sons of earth Minstrels shall chant his glory and his might,
By mine and by my sisters’ inspiration,
Unto the end of time. Let not thy soul Be crushed by dark grief, nor do thou lament Like those frail mortal women. Know’st thou not That round all men which dwell upon the earth Hovereth irresistible deadly Fate,
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οὐδὲ θεῶν ἀλέγουσα; τόσον σθένος ἔλλαχε μοννη· ἢ καὶ νῦν ΤΙριάμοιο ττοΧνχρνσοιο ττόΧηα ἐκπὲρσει Τρώων τε καὶ Ἀργείων όΧέσασα άνέρας, ον κ’ ἐθέλῃσι* θεῶν δ’ οὔτις μιν ipvgei” Λί1ς φάτο Καλλιόπη τπνυτὰ φρβσὶ μητιόωσα. ήέΧιος δ’ ἀπόρουσεν ἐς ώκβανοϊο ρέβθρα,
&ρτο δὲ νὺξ μεγάλοιο κατ’ ηέρος όρφνηβσσα, ή τε καὶ άχνυμένοισι πέλει θνητοϊσιν ὄνειαρ· αὐτοῦ δ’ ἐν ψαμάθοισιν ’Αχαιών ίόραθον υἷες ἰλαδὸν ἀμφὶ νἐκυυ μεγάλη βεβαρηάτβς ἄτη. ἀλλ’ οὐχ ὕπνος βμαρτττε θεὴν ©ἔτιν* ἄγχι δὲ παιδὺς
ἦστο. σὺν ἀθανάτῃς Νηρηίσιν ἀμφὶ δὲ Μοῦσαι άγνυμένην ἀνὰ θύμον ἀμοιβαδὶς ἄλλοθεν αΧΧη ττοΧΧα τταρηγορέβσκον, ὅπως λελάθοιτο γὁοιο.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε καγχαΧόωσα 8ι αίθέρος ήλυθεν ἡὼς Χαμπρότατον ττάσίν τε φάος Τρὦεσσι φέρονσα καί Τίριάμω—Δαναοί δὲ μἑγ αγννμενοι ΆχιΧήα κΧαιον ἐπ’ ήματα πολλά, ττβριστενάχοντο δὲ μακραί
ἡιὁνε? πόντοιο, μἐγας δ’ οΧοφνρβτο Νηρεὺς η ρα φέρων κούρρ Νηρηίδι, ισὺν δέ οι αΧΧοι elvaXioi μνροντο θεοὶ φθιμένου Ἀχιλῆος— καὶ τότε δὴ μεγάλοιο νέκυν Πηληιάδαο Ἀργεῖοι πυρὶ Βωκαν ἀάσπετα νηήσαντες δοῦρα, τά οἱ φορέοντες ἀπ’ ούριος Ίδα/οιο Πάντες ὁμῶς ἐμογησαν, ἐπεί σφεας ότρννοντες Ἀτρεῖδαι ττροέηκαν αττάριτον οϊσέμεν νΧην, οφρα θοῶς καίοιτο νέκυς κταμένου Ἀχιλῆος. ἀμφὶ δὲ τεύχεα πολλὰ πυρῇ ττβρινηησαντο αίζηών κταμένων, πολλοὺς δ’ ἐφὑπερθε βάΧοντο 16ο
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Who recks not even of the Gods ? Such power
She only hath for heritage. Yea, she
Soon shall destroy gold-wealthy Priam’s town,
And Trojans many and Argives doom to death, Whomso she will. No God can stay her hand.”
So in her wisdom spake Calliope.
Then plunged the sun down into Ocean’s stream, And sable-vestured Night came floating up O’er the wide firmament, and brought her boon Of sleep to sorrowing mortals. On the sands There slept they, all the Achaean host, with heads Bowed ’neath the burden of calamity.
But upon Thetis sleep laid not his hand:
Still with the deathless Nereids by the sea She sate; on either side the Muses spake One after other comfortable words To make that sorrowing heart forget its pain.
But when with a triumphant laugh the Dawn Soared up the sky; and her most radiant light Shed over all the Trojans and their king,
Then, sorrowing sorely for Achilles still,
The Dana&ns woke to weep. Day after day,
For many days they wept. Around them moaned Far-stretching beaches of the sea, and mourned Great Nereus for his daughter Thetis’ sake;
And mourned with him the other Sea-gods all For dead Achilles. Then the Argives gave The corpse of great Peleides to the flame.
A pyre of countless tree-trunks built they up Which, all with one mind toiling, from the heights Of Ida they brought down; for Atreus’ sons Sped on the work, and charged them to bring thence Wood without measure, that consumed with speed Might be Achilles’ body. All around Piled they about the pyre much battle-gear Of strong men slain; and slew and cast thereon
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Τρώων δηώσαντες ὁμῶς περ/καλλίας υἷας	680
ίππους τε χρεμέθοντας έυσθενέας θ’ άμα ταύρους, σὺν δ’ ὅιάς τε σύας τ’ εβαΧον βρίθοντας άΧοιφρ* φάρ€α δ’ ἐκ χηΧών φέρον άσπετα κωκύουσαι δμωιάδες, καὶ πάντα πυρης καθὑπερθε βάΧοντο,
;χρυσόν τ ήλεκτρὸν τ’ έπενηεον% ἀμφὶ δὲ χαίτας 685 Μυρμιδόνες κείραντο, νέκυν δ’ εκάΧυψαν άνακτος* καὶ δ’ αὐτὴ Βρισηὶς άκηχεμένη περὶ νεκρψ κειραμἐνη πλοκάμους ττύματον Trope δώρον άνακτι. πολλοὺς δ’ άμφιφορήας άΧείφατος άμφεχέοντο, άΧΧους δ’ ἀμφὶ ιτ υ pf} μέΧιτος θέσαν ἡδὲ καὶ οἴνου 690 ήδεος, ου μὲθυ Χάρον οδώδεε νέκταρι Ισον· ἄλλα δὲ ττοΧΧά βάΧοντο θυώδεα θαύμα β ρο-τοῖσιν,
ὄσσα χθων φέρει εσθΧά καί όππόσα δία θάΧασσα.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ περὶ πάηχυ πυρὴν διεκοσμησαντο, πεζοί άμ ίππήεσσι συν εντεσιν ερρώσαντο	695
άμφϊ πυρην ποΧύδακρυν. ὁ δ’ εκποθεν OύΧύμποιο Ζευς ψεκάδας κατέχευεν υπέρ νέκυν ΑΙακίδαο αμβροσίας, δίη δὲ φέρων Νηριμδι τιμὴν Ἕρμείην προέηκεν ές Αίολον, οφρα καΧεσσρ Χαιψηρών άνεμων ιερόν μένος· ἦ γὰρ ἔμελλε 700 καίεσθ’ ΑΙακίδαο νέκυς. τού δ’ αΐψα μοΧόντος ΑϊοΧος ούκ άπίθησε· καΧεσσάμενος δ’ άΧεγεινον καρπαΧίμως Βορίην Ζεφύροιό τε Χάβρον ἀήτην ἐς Τροίην προέηκε θοῇ θύοντας ἀέλλῃ· οι δε θοώς οϊμησαν υπέρ πόντοιο φέρεσθαι	705
ριπρ άπειρεσίρ' περί δ ίαχεν έσσυμένοισι πόντος 6μου καί γαῖα* περικΧονέοντο δ’ ύπερθε πάντα νέφη μεγάΧοιο δι ήέρος άίσσοντα. οἱ δὲ Διὸς βουΧρσι δαϊκταμένου ΆχιΧήος 102
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Full many goodly sons of Trojan men,
And snorting steeds, and mighty bulls withal,
And sheep and fatling swine thereon they cast.
And wailing captive maids from coffers brought Mantles untold; all cast they on the pyre :
Gold heaped they there and ambei*. All their hair
The Myrmidons shore, and shrouded with the same
The body of their king. Briseis laid
Her own shorn tresses on the corpse, her gift,
Her last, unto her lord. Great jars of oil Full many poured they out thereon, with jars Of honey and of wine, rich blood of the grape That bi'eathed an odour as of nectar, yea,
Cast incense-breathing perfumes manifold Marvellous sweet, the precious things put forth By earth, and treasures of the sea divine.
Then, when all things were set in readiness About the pyre, all, footmen, charioteers, Compassed that woeful bale, clashing their arms, While, from the viewless heights Olympian, Zeus Rained down ambrosia on dead Aeacus’ son.
For honour to the Goddess, Nereus’ child,
He sent to Aeolus Hermes, bidding him Summon the sacred might of his swift winds,
For that the corpse of Aeacus’ son must now Be burned. With speed lie went, and Aeolus Refused not: the tempestuous North in haste He summoned, and the wild blast of the West;
And to Troy sped they on their whirlwind wings. Fast in mad onrush, fast across the deep They darted; roared beneath them as they flew The sea, the land; above crashed thunder-voiced Clouds headlong hurtling through the firmament. Then by decree of Zeus down on the pyre Of slain Achilles, like a charging host
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αιψα πυρὴ ivopovaav άοΧΧεες, ωρτο δ’ ἀϋτμὴ cΗφαιστου μαλεροῖο* γόος δ’ ἀλίαστος ὸρώρει Μυρμιδὁνων* ἄνεμοι δὲ καὶ ἐσσὑμενοί περ ἀέλλῃ πᾶν ἡμαρ καὶ νύκτα νεκνν περιποιπνύοντες καϊον ενττνείοντες όμως· ἀνὰ δ’ eypero πουλὺς καπνὸς ἐς ἡέρα δῖον, ἐπἑστενε δ’ ἄσπετος ὕλη Βαμναμενη πυρὶ ττάσα, μέΧαινα Beylvero τεφρη. οἱ δὲ μἡγ έκτελέσαντες άτειρέες epyov ἀῆται εἰς ὲὸν ἄντρον ἕκαστος ὁμοῦ νεφέεσσι φεροντο.
Μυρμιδὁνβς δ’, ὅτ’ άνακτα πελώριον ύστατον άΧΧων
ήννσε ττ ν ρ άίΒηΧον άττοκταμένων περὶ νεκρω ίππων τ’ αίξηών τε, καί άΧΧ7 ὅσα Βακρυχέοντες οβριμον άμφϊ νεκνν κειμήλια θήκαν Αχαιοί, δὴ τότε πυρκαιήν οϊνω σβέσαν όστεα δ’ αυτού φαίνετ άριφραΒέως, ἐπεὶ οὐχ έτέροισιν όμοια ἦν, ἀλλ’ οἷα Γίγαντος άτειρέος, οὐδὲ μὲν άΧΧα συν κείνοις εμέμικτ, ἐπεὶ ἦ βὁες ἡδὲ καὶ ίπποι καλ παῖδες Τρώων μίγδα κταμένοισι καί άΧΧοις βαιον άπωθε κεοντο περὶ νεκνν, ος δ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοις ριπῇ ὑφ’ Ἠφαίστο/ο ΒεΒμημένος οιος εκειτο. τοῦ δὲ καὶ όστεα πάντα περιστενώχοντες εταίροι ἄλλεγον ἐς χηΧον ττοΧνχανΒέα τε βριαρήν τε άρ<γνρέην, χρνσω δὲ Biavyei πᾶσ' έκέκαστο· καί τα μεν άμβροσίτ} καί άΧείφασι ττάηγν Βίηναν κονραι Νηρἣος μἐγ’ 7 ΑχιΧΧέα κνΒαίνονσαι, ες δὲ βοὼν Βημον θέσαν άθρόα πάyχv γεασαι συν μέΧιτι Χιαρω· μήτηρ Be οι άμφιφορήα ωπασε, τον ρα πάροιθε Διώνυσος πόρ? Βώρον,
Ἠφαίστον κΧντον epyov εύφρονος* ᾤ ὲνι θήκαν όστε ΆχιΧΧήος μ€ya\?]τopoς· άμφι Be τύμβον 16 4
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Swooped they; upleapt the Fire-god’s madding breath :
Uprose a long wail from the Myrmidons.
Then, though with whirlwind rushes toiled the winds, All day, all night, they needs must fan the flames Ere that death-pyre burned out. Up to the heavens Vast-volumed rolled the smoke. The huge tree-trunks Groaned, writhing, bursting, in the heat» and dropped The dark-grey ash all round. So when the winds Had tirelessly fulfilled their mighty task,
Back to theii- cave they rode cloud-charioted.
Then, when the fire had last of all consumed That hero-king, when all the steeds, the men Slain round the pyre had first been ravined up,
With all the costly offerings laid around The mighty dead by Actinia’s weeping sons,
The glowing embers did the Myrmidons quench With wine. Then clear to be discerned were seen His bones ; for nowise like the rest were they,
But like an ancient Giant’s; none beside
With these were blent; foi* bulls and steeds, and sons
Of Troy, with all that mingled hecatomb,
Lay in a wide ring round his corse, and he Amidst them, flame-devoured, lay there alone.
So his companions groaning gathered up His bones, and in a silver casket laid Massy and deep, and banded and bestarred With flashing gold; and Nereus’ daughters shed Ambrosia over them, and precious nards For honour to Achilles : fat of kine And amber honey poured they over all.
A golden vase his mother gave, the gift In old time of the Wine-god, glorious work Of the craft-master Fire-god, in the which They laid the caskej that enclosed the bones Of inighty-souled Achilles. All around
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Ἀργεῖοι καὶ σῆμα πελώριον άμφββάΧοντο	740
ἀκτῆ ἐπ’ άκροτάτῃ παρὰ βένθεσιν Ελλήσποντου Μυρμιδὸνων βασιΧήα θρασνν ττερικω/εύοντες.
Οὐδὲ μὲν άμβροτοι ιττττοι άταρβέος Αίακίδαο μίμνον αδάκρυτοι τταρά νήβσιν, ἀλλὰ καί αυτοί μύροντο σφετέροιο δαίκταμένου βασιΧηος,	745
οὐδ’ eOeXov μογεροῖσιν ἔτ’ ἀνδράσιν οὐδὲ μὲν ἔπποις
μίσγεσθ’ ’Αργείων οΧοον ττβρί πὲνθος ἔχοντες, ἀλλ’ ὑπὲρ ώκβανοΐο ροάς καί Τηθύος άντρα άνθρώττων ἀπάτερθεν διζυρών φορέβσθαι, ἦχί σφεας το πάροιθεν ἐγείνατο δῖα Ποδάργη 730 άμφω άεΧΧοττοδας Ζεφυρω κέΧάδοντι μιηέισα. καί νύ κεν αίφ? έτέΧεσσαν οσα σφίσι μήδετο ^ θυμὸς,
εἰ μή σφεας κατέρυζβ Θεών τὰ ς, οφρ’ Ἀχιλῆος ἔλθοι ἀπὸ %κυροιο θοὸς πάις, οἶν ρα καὶ αυτοί δέγνυνθ\ οίτίτοΘ' ϊκοιτο ποτὶ στρατόν, ουνβκ - ἄρα σφι	755
θέσφατα γεινομὲνοισι Χάους ίεροῖο θύγατρες Μοῖραι ἐπβκΧώσαντο και άθανάτοις περ ὲοῦσι Ίτρωτα Τίοσειδάωνι δαμημεναι, αντάρ ἔπειτα θαρσαΧέω ΤΙηΧηι και άκαμάτφ Ἀχιλἣι. τέτρατον αν τ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι Νεσπτολὑμῳ μεγαθὑμςν, 7(50 τὸν καὶ ἐς Ἠλύσιον πεδίον μετόπισθεν ἔμελλον Ζηνὸς υπ’ ἐννεσίῃσι φέρειν μακάρων ἐπὶ γαῖαν, τ οὕνεκα καὶ στυγερή βεβοΧημένοι ητορ avirj μίμνον ττάρ νήεσσιν ἐὰν κατὰ θύμον άνακτα τον μὲν άκηχέμενοι τον δ’ αὖ ττοθέοντες ίδέσθαι.	7(>ο
Καὶ τὁτ’ ἐριγδούποιο λιπών ἁλὸς όβριμον όίδμα
ηΧυθεν Ἑννοσίγαἱος ἐπ’ ῄὸνας* οὐδὲ μιν ἄνδρες <ίδρακον, ἀλλὰ θεῇσι τταρίστατο Νηρηίνῃς· καί ρα Θὲτιν ττροσέΗττεν ἔτ’ άγννμένην Ἀχιλῆος·
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The Argives heaped a barrow, a giant sign,
Upon a foreland’s uttermost end, beside The Hellespont’s deep waters, wailing loud Farewells unto the Myrmidons’ hero-king.
Nor stayed the immortal steeds of Aeacus’ son Tearless beside the ships ; they also mourned Their slain king: sorely loth were they to abide Longer mid mortal men or Argive steeds Bearing a burden of consuming grief;
But fain were they to soar through air, afar From wretched men, over the Ocean’s streams,
Over the Sea-queen’s caverns, unto where Divine Podarge bare that storm-foot twain Begotten of the West-wind clarion-voiced.
Yea, and they had accomplished their desire,
But the Gods’ purpose held them back, until
From Sc}tos5 isle Achilles’ fleetfoot son
Should come. Him waited they to welcome, when
He came unto the war-host; for the Fates,
Daughters of holy Chaos, at their birth
Had spun the life-threads of those deathless foals,
Even to serve Poseidon first, and next
Peleus the dauntless king, Achilles then
The invincible, and, after these, the fourth,
The mighty-hearted Neoptolemus,
Whom after death to the Elysian Plain They were to bear, unto the Blessed Land,
By Zeus’ decree. For which cause, though their hearts Were pierced with bitter anguish, they abode Still by the ships, with spirits sorrowing For their old lord, and yearning for the new.
Then from the surge of heavy-plunging seas Rose the Earth-shaker. No man saw his feet Pace up the strand, but suddenly he stood Beside the Nereid Goddesses, and spake To Thetis, yet for Achilles bowed with grief:
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“ ϊσχβο νυν πβρϊ παιδὺς άπβιρέσιον ηοοωσα* ον yap σ ye φθιμἐνοισι μετέσσ€ται, ἀλλὰ θεοῖσιν ὦς ἡὺς Διόνυσος ἰδε σθένος Ἠρακλῆος* οὐ γάρ μιν μέρος αίνος ὑπὸ ζόφον α lev ipv^ei ούΒ’ Άιδης, ἀλλ’ αἶψα καὶ ἐς Διὸς ἵξεται αὐγάς* καί οι Βώρον ἔγωγε θβουΒέα νήσον όπάσσω Eνξβινον κατά, πόντον, οπτ) θεὸς ἔσσεται αἰεὶ σὸς πάις· ἀμφὶ δὲ φῦλα πβρικτιόνων μeya λαῶν κβΐνον κνΒαίνοντα θυηπολίῃς έρατβινής Ισον ἐμοὶ τίσουσγ σὺ δ’ ἴσχεο κωκνονσα έσσυμένως και μή τι χαλἐπτεο πένθβι θυμὸν.” ΛΩς εἰπὼν ἐπὶ πόντον ἀπήιεν βϊκέλος avprj παρφάμβνος μνθοισι Θἔτιν* τὴς δ’ ἐν φρεσὶ θυμός βαιόν ἀνἐπνευσβν τὰ δέ οἱ θεὺς ἐξ^τέλεσσεν. Ἀργεῖοι δΙ yoωvτeς άπήιον, ἦχι ίκάστω νῆες ἔσαν, τὰς ἦγον ἀφ’ Ελλάδος· αἰ δ’ Ἑλι-κώνα
Πιερίδες νίσσοντο, και εἰς ἄλα Νηρηῖναι δῦσαν άναστβνάχουσαι ένφρονα Πηλείωνα.
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“ Refrain from endless mourning for thy son.
Not with the dead shall he abide, but dwell With Gods, as doth the might of Herakles,
And Dionysus ever fair. Not him
Dread doom shall prison in darkness evermore,
Nor Hades keep him. To the light of Zeus Soon shall he rise; and I will give to him A holy island for my gift: it lies Within the Euxine Sea: there evermore A God thy son shall be. The tribes that dwell Around shall as mine own self honour him With incense and with steam of sacrifice.
Hush thy laments, vex not thine heart with grief.” Then like a wind-breath had he passed away Over the sea, when that consoling word Was spoken ; and a little in her breast Revived the spirit of Thetis : and the God Brought this to pass thereafter. All the host Moved moaning thence, and came unto the ships That brought them o’er from Hellas. Then returned To Helicon the Muses: ’neafch the sea,
Wailing the dear dead, Nereus’ Daughters sank.
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AOTOt ΤΕΤΑΡΤΟΣ
Οὐδὲ μὲν ΤπποΧόχοω δαίφρονος οβριμον via Τρώες ἀδάκρυτον δειλοί Χίπον, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτοὶ Ααρδανίης προπάροιθε ττνΧης ίρικνΒέα φώτα πνρκαιής καθνπβρθε βάΧον τον δ’ αντος Ἀ πολλών
ἐκ πυρὸς αίθομένοιο μάΧ έσσνμένως άναοίρας δῶκε θοοῖς άνέμοισι φέρΒίν Ανκίης σχεδόν αἴης· οι δὲ μιν αϊφ? άττένεικαν ὕπ’ ay/cea Τηλνὶνδροιο χώρον ἐς ίμερόεντα, πέτρην δ’ ἐφὑπερθε βάΧοντο αρρηκτον Νύμφαι δὲ περίβΧνσαν ιερόν νδωρ aevaov ττοταμοίο, τόν εἰσέτι φῦλ’ ανθρωττων ΓΧανκον ετηκΧείονσιν evppoov ἀλλὰ τὰ μὲν που αθάνατοι τβνζαντο yep ας Ανκίων βασιΧηι Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ίρίθνμον άνεστενάχοντ ΆχιΧηα νηνσΐ παρ ωκνττοροισιν* ετειρε δὲ πάντας άνίη XevyaXep καὶ πένθος, ἐπεί ἡ α μιν ώς ἐὸν υἷα δίζοντ , οὐδὲ τις ἦεν ἀνὰ στρατόν ενρνν άδακρνς· Τρώες δ’ αὐτ’ άΧίαστον eyrjOeov εισοροωντες τοὺς μὲν άκηχεμένονς3 τον δ’ ἐν πυρὶ δρωθέντα· καί τι? επενχόμένος μνθον ποτὶ τοῖον ἔειπεν “νυν πάντβσσιν άεΧπτον ἀπ’ OνΧνμποιο Κρονίων
ἡμῖν ώπασε χάρμα ΧιΧαιομένοισιν Ιδέσθαι ἐν Τροίῃ ΆχιΧήα Βεδονπότα' τοῦ γὰρ ὸίω βΧημένον άμπνενσειν Τρώων ipucvBea φνΧα
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How in the Funeral Games of Achilles heroes contended.
Nor did the hapless Trojans leave unwept The warrior-king Hippolochus’ hero-son,
But laid, in front of the Dardanian gate,
Upon the pyre that captain war-renowned.
But him Apollo’s self caught swiftly up Out of the blazing ῦτε, and to the winds Gave him, to bear away to Lycia-land;
And fast and far they bare him, ’neath the glens Of high Telandrus, to a lovely glade;
And for a monument above his grave
Upheaved a granite rock. The Nymphs therefrom
Made gush the hallowed water of a stream
For ever flowing, which the tribes of men
Still call fair-fleeting Glaucus. This the gods
Wrought for an honour to the Lycian king.
But for Achilles still the Argives mourned Beside the swift ships : heart-sick were they all With dolorous pain and grief. Each yearned for him As for a son; no eye in that wide host Was tearless. But the Trojans with great joy Exulted, seeing their sorrow from afar,
And the great fire that spake their foe consumed. And thus a vaunting voice amidst them cried; ee Now hath Cronion from his heaven vouchsafed A joy past hope unto our longing eyes,
To see Achilles fallen before Troy.
Now lie is smitten clown, the glorious hosts
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αίματος ἐξ όΧοοϊο καί άνΒροφόνον νσμίνης· αἰεὶ 7ὰρ φρεσὶν ἦσιν ἐμήδετο [Τρωσὶν ὅλεθρον] αἰνὰ δέ οι χείρεσσιν εμαίνετο Χοίγιον ἀγχος Χύθρω υπ’ άργαΧέψ ττ επαΧαγμόνον, οὐδέ τις ήμέων
κείνω εναντα κιὼν Ιτ’ έσεΒρακεν Ἠριγένειαν* νῦν ο ὸίω φεύξεσθαι ’Αχαιών οβριμα τέκνα νηνσιν εύττρώροισι Βαίκταμένον ἈχιΧήος* ώς ὄφελον μένος ἦεν ἔθ’ Ἕκτορος, ὸφρ άμα ττάντας	30
Ἀργείους σφετερησιν ἐνὶ κΧισνρσιν ὅλεσσεν.
Λί1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη Τρώων τις ἐνὶ φρεσὶ ττάγχν γε-γηθώς*
αλΧος δ’ αὐθ’ έτέρωθι ττύκα φρονέων φάτο μύθον*
“ φῆσθα σὺ μὲν Ααναών όΧοον στρατόν ἔνδοθι νηών
ττοντον ἐπ’ ἡερὁεντα πεφνξότας αίφτα νεεσθαι*	35
αλ,λ’ οὐ μὰν δείσουσι ΧιΧαωμενοι μέγα χάρμη?* εἰσὶ 7ὰρ ἦ κρατεροί τε καὶ οβριμοι άνερες άλλοι, Τυδείδης Αἴας τε καὶ Ἀτρέος οβριμοι υΐες· τοὺς ἔτ’ ἐγὼ δείδοικα κατακταμένον ΑχιΧήος* τοὺς εἴθ’ αρηυροτοΙςος άναιρήσειεν Ἀπόλλων,	40
καί κεν ἀνάπνευσις Πολέμου καὶ ἀεικέος οϊτου ἡμῖν εὐχομένοισιν ἐλεὑσεται ηματι κεινῳ.
ΛΩς ἔφατ’· αθάνατοι δὲ κατ’ ονρανον εστενά-χοντο,
ὅσσοι ἔσαν Ααναοισιν εύσθενέεσσιν αρωγοί,
άμφϊ δὲ κράτ εκάΧυφταν άπειρεσίοις νεφέεσσι	45
θύμον άκηχέμενοι* έτέρωθι δὲ δήθεον ἄλλοι
ευχόμενοι Τρώεσσι πέρας θυμηδὲς όρέξαι.
καὶ τότε δὴ Κρονίωνα κΧντη προσεφών€ενΓ/Ηρη·
“ Ζεῦ πάτερ άργικέραννε, τί ἣ Τρώεσσιν ὰρήγεις κούρης ηυκόμοιο ΧεΧασμένος, ἦν ὑμ πάροιθεν 50 άντιθέω Πηλἣι πόρες θνμήρε άκοιτιν 172
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Of Troy, I trow, shall win a breathing-space From blood of death and from the murderous fray. Ever his heart devised the Trojans’ bane;
In his hands maddened aye the spear of doom ~ With gore besprent, and none of us that faced Him in the fight beheld another dawn.
But now, I wot, Acliaea’s valorous sons Shall flee unto their galleys shapely-prowed,
Since slain Achilles lies. Ah that the might Of Hector still were here, that he might slay The Argives one and all amidst their tents! ”
So in unbridled joy a Trojan cried;
But one more wise and prudent answered him: ec Thou deemest that yon murderous Danaan host Will straightway get them to the ships, to flee Over the misty sea. Nay, still their lust Is hot for fight: us will they nowise fear.
Still are there left strong battle-eager men,
As Aias, as Tydeides, Atreus’ sons :
Though dead Achilles be, i still fear these.
Oh that Apollo Silverbow would end them !
Then in that day were given to our prayers A breathing-space from war and ghastly death.”
In heaven was dole among the Immortal Ones, Even all that helped the stalwart Danaans’ cause.
In clouds like mountains piled they veiled their heads
For grief of soul. But glad those others were Who fain would speed Troy to a happy goal.
Then unto Cronos’ Son great Hera spake:
“ Zeus, Lightning-father, wherefore helpest thou Troy, all forgetful of the fair-haired bride Whom once to Peleus thou didst give to wife
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ΓΙηλίου ἐν βήσσῃσι; γάμον δὲ οἱ αντος βτβνζας άμβροτον, οι δὲ νν πάντες ἐδαινὑμεθ’ ἦματι κείνῳ αθάνατοι καί πολλὰ δὁμεν πβρικαΧΧέα δώρα* ἀλλὰ τά γ’ ἐξελάθου, μίγα δ’ Ελλάδι μήσαο πένθος.”
Λί1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη* τὴν δ’ οὔτι προσἐννεπεν ακάματος Ζεὺς·
ἣ σ το γὰρ άχννμενος κραδίην και πολλὰ μενοινων, οὕνεκεν ήμεΧΧον ΤΙριάμον πόλιν έξαΧαπάξειν Ἀργεῖοι, τοῖς αίνον έμηδετο Xoiyov όπάσσαι iv ποΧέμω στονὁεντι καὶ ἐν βαρνηγέϊ πόντφ* καὶ τὰ μὲν ὼς ώρμαινε, τὰ δὴ μετόπισθε τέλεσ-σεν.
Ἠὼς δ’ ώκεανοΐο βαθνν ρόον εἰσαφίκανε, κυανέην δ’ άρα γαῖαν ἐπήιεν ἄσπετος ορφνη, ἦμος άναπνείονσι βροτοϊ βαιον καμάτοιο·
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἐπὶ νηυσίν ἐδὁρπεον ὐχνὑμενοί περ* οὐ γὰρ νηδύος ἐστὶν άπωσέμεναι μβμαυίης Χιμον άταρτηρον, ὁπόταν στέρνοισιν ϊκηται. ἀλπ’ εἶθαρ θοὰ γυῖα βαρννεται, οὐδέ τι μῆχος γίνεται, ἣν μή τις κορέστ\ θυμαΧ^έα νηδύν τοννεκα δαΐτ Ιπάσαντο καί άγνύμενοι ’Αχιλήος· αΐνη yap μάλα πάντας Ιποτρννεσκεν ἀνάγκη. τοῖσι δὲ πασσαμένοισιν επηΧνθε νηδνμος ύπνος, λὐσε δ’ ἀπὸ μεΧέων όδύνας, ἐπὶ δὲ σθένος ὦρσεν. Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ κεφαΧάς μεν ἐπ’ ἀντολίη ν ἔχον άρκτοι,
hey μεν α ϊ ήεΧίοιο θοον φάος, ἔγρετο δ’ ἡώς, δὴ τὁτ’ άvέypετo Χάος ἐν σθενέω ν Ἀργείων πορφύρων Τρώεσσι φόνον και κηρ άίδηΧον.
/ ΓΤ γμ > .α 1 r '	>	/	·*τ	/
κινντο ο ήντε π ον τ ος απειριτος χκαριοιο ἡὲ καὶ αύαΧέον βαθύ λήϊον, ἀππόθ’ ΐκηται
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Midst Pelion’s glens ? Thyself didst bring to pass Those spousals of a Goddess : on that day All we Immortals feasted there, and gave Gifts passing-fair. All this dost thou forget,
And hast devised for Hellas heaviest woe.”
So spake she ; but Zeus answered not a word ;
Fore pondering there he sat with burdened breast, Thinking how soon the Argives should destroy The city of Priam, thinking how himself Would visit on the victors ruin dread In war and on the great sea thunder-voiced.
Such thoughts were his, ere long to be fulfilled.
Now sank the sun to Ocean’s fathomless flood: O’er the dim land tlie infinite darkness stole, Wherein men gain a little rest from toil.
Then by the ships, despite their sorrow, supped The Argives, for ye cannot thrust aside Hunger’s importunate craving, when it comes Upon the breast, but straightway heavy and faint Lithe limbs become ; nor is there remedy Until one satisfy this clamorous guest.
Therefore these ate the meat of eventide In grief for Achilles: hard necessity Constrained them all. And when they had broken bread,
Sweet sleep came on them, loosening from their frames
Care’s heavy chain, and quickening strength anew.
But when the starry Bears bad eastward turned Their heads, expectant of the uprushing light Of Helios, and when woke the Queen of Dawn, Then rose from sleep the stalwart Argive men Purposing for the Trojans death and doom.
Stirred were they like the roughly-ridging sea ICarian, or as sudden-rippling corn In harvest field, what time the rushing wings
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ριπὴ άττβιρβσίη νεφεληγερίος Ζβφύροίο*	SO
ὼς ἄρα κίνντο Χάος ἐπ’ ῄὁσιν ἝλΧησπόντου. καὶ τότε Τυδἐὰς* υἱὺς ἐελδομἐνοἱσιν ἔειπεν “ ὦ φίλοι, εἰ ἐτεὁν γε μβνβτττοΧβμοι πελὁμεσθα, νῦν μᾶλλον στυγεροῖσι μαχώμεθμ δνσμβνέβσσι, μή πως θαρσήσωσιυ ’ΑχίΧΧέος ουκέτ ἐὁντος* #	85
ἀλλ’ ἄγε, σὺν τεὑχεσσι και ἆρμασιν ἡδὲ καὶ ἶπττοις
ἴομεν ἀμφὶ ττοΧηα* πόνος δ’ αρα κῦδος ὰρἐξει.”
Ὄ ς ἔφατ’ ἐν Δαναοῖσιν άμβίββτο δ’ ὄβριμος Αὼς·
“ Τυδείδη, σὺ μὲν ἐσθλὰ καὶ οὐκ ἀνεμώλια βάζεις δτρύνων Τρώεσσιν έντττοΧέμοισι μάγεσθαι	90
ἀγχεμἀγους Λαναοὺς, οἷπερ μεμάασι καὶ αυτοί* ἀλλὰ χρὴ ἐν νήεσσι μἐνειν, ἄχρις ἐξ ἁλὸς ἔλθῃ δῖα ©ἐπις* μάλα γάρ οἱ ἐνὶ φ peal μήδεται 9}τορ νΐέος άμφι τάφω ττβρικαΧΧέα θεῖναι άεθΧα· ὼς χθιζή μοι ἔειπεν, ὅτ εἰς ἁλὺς ἡιε βένθος,	95
νοαψ ἄλλων Δαναών καί ε σχεδόν ἔλπομαι είναι έσσυμένην Τρώες δε, καὶ εἰ θάνε Πηλὲος υἱός, οὑ μάλα θαρσήσουσιν ἔτι ζώοντος έμβιο και σέθεν ἡδὲ καὶ αυτόν άμύμόνος ’Ατρείδαο.”
Λί1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη Τελαμῶνος εὺς παῖς, οὐδὲ τι ἤδη, 100 ὅττι ρα οἱ μετ’ ἄεθλα κακόν μάρον evrve δαίμων apyaXiov τον δ’ ανθις άμβίββτο Τυδἐος υ/ον “ ὧ φίλος, εἰ ἐτεὸν Θέτις έρχεται ηματι τῷδε υίὲος ἀμφὶ τάφῳ ττβρικαΧΚέα θβϊναι αβθΧα4 πὰρ νήεσσι μένωμεν έρνκανοωντε καί άλΧονς·	105
καὶ γὰρ δὴ μακάρβσσι θεοῖς πείθεσθαι ἔοικε* καὶ δ’ ἄλλως Ἀχιλῆι καὶ αθανάτων άέκητι αυτοί φραζώμβσθα δομβν θυμηδία τιμήν.”
Λί1ς φάτο Ίυδειδαο δαίφρονος οβριμον ἦτορ. ιηβ
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καί tot ap ἐκ ποντοιο Kiev ΪΙηΧήος ἄκοιτις	ΠΟ
αυργ) ύττηώρ ivaXiyKiov αΐψα δ’ ΐκανεν
Ἀργείων ἐ? ομιΧον, ὅπη μεμαώτες ἔμιμνον,
οἷ μὲν άεθΧεύσοντες άπειρεσίω ἐν aycovi,
οι δε φρένας καί θύμον ἀεθλητἣρσιν ίήναι*
τοἷσι δ’ ἅμ’ ἀγρομἐνοισι Θἐτις κυανοκρήδεμνο*; 11ο
Θήκεν αεθΧα φέρουσα καί ότρύνεσκεν 'Αχαιούς
αυτίκ άεθΧευειν' τοι δ’ άθανάτη πεπίθοντο.
Πρῶτο? δ’ ἐν μεσσοισιν άνίστατο Νηλέος υ/οε, οὐ μὲν πυyμaχίpσι ΧϊΧαιό μένος πονεεσθαι οὔτε παΧαισμοσύνρ ποΧυτειρεϊ· τοῦ γὰρ ὕπερθε 120 γυῖα καὶ ά'ψεα πάντα Xvypov κατεδάμνατο γήρας* ἀλλά οἱ ἐν στερνοισιν ἔτ’ ἔμπεδος ἔπλετο θυμός καί νόος, οὐδὲ τις ἄλλος εριδμαίνεσκεν Αχαιών κείνψ, οτ εἰν ἀγορῇ ἐπὲων πέρι δῆρις ετύχθη* τῷ καὶ Ααερταο κλυτὸς παῖς εἵνεκα μύθων	125
εἰν ayopfj ύπόεικε, και ος βασιΧεύτατος ἦεν πάντων Ἀργείων μἐγ’ ευμμεΧίης Ἀγαμεμνων. τούνεκ ἐνὶ μεσσοισιν ενφρονα Νηρηίνην ὕμνεβν, ως πάσρσι μετἐπρεπεν εΙναΧίησιν είνεκ ευφροσύνης τε καί εϊδεος· ὴ δ’ άϊουσα 130 τέρπεθ1* 6 δ’ ίμερόεντα yapov Πηλῆος ενισπε, τον ρά οι αθάνατοι μάκαρες συνετεκτήναντο Πηλίου άμφϊ κάρηνα, καί άμβροτον ως επάσαντο δαϊτα παρ’ είΧαπίνρσιν, οτ εϊδατα Θεία φέρουσαι χερσϊν υπ’ άμβροσίρσι Θεαϊ παρενήνεον*Τίραι	135
χρυσείοις κανέοισι, %εμις δ’ άρα κayχaX6ωσa άpyυpέaς ἐτίταινεν επισπερχουσα τράπεζας, πῦρ δ’ Γ/Ηφαιστος εκαιεν άκήρατον, άμφϊ δε Νύμφαι
άμβροσίην εκέραιον ἐνὶ χρυσέοισι κυπεΧΧοις,
αι δ’ ἄρ’ ἐ? όρχηθμον Κάριτες τράπεν Ιμερόεντα, 140
Μοῦσαι δ’ ἐς μόΧπήν, επετερπετο δ’ οΰρεα πάντα
Ι7δ
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And lo, the Bride of Peleus gliding came Forth of the sea, like the still breath of dawn,
And suddenly was with the Argive throng Where eager-faced they waited, some, that looked Soon to contend in that great athlete-strife,
And some, to joy in seeing the mighty strive. Amidst that gathering Thetis sable-stoled Set down her prizes, and she summoned foiitli Acliaea’s champions : at her best they came.
But first amidst them all rose Neleus’ son,
Not as desiring· in the strife of fists To toil, nor strain of wrestling; for his arms And all his sinews were with grievous eld Outworn, but still his heart and brain were strong. Of all the Achaeans none could match himself Against him in the folkmote’s war of words;
Yea, even Laertes’ glorious son to him Ever gave place when men for speech were met; Nor he alone, but even the kingliesl Of Argives, Agamemnon, lord of spears.
Now in their midst he sang the gracious Queen Of Nereids, sang how slie in winsomeness Of beauty was of all the Sea-maids chief. Well-pleased slie hearkend. Yet again he sang, Singing of Peleus' Bridal of Delight,
Which all the blest Immortals brought to pass By Pelion’s crests; sang of the ambrosial feast When the swift Hours brought in immortal hands Meats not of earth, and heaped in golden maunds; Sang how tfie silver tables were set forth In haste by Themis blithely laughing; sang How breathed Hephaestus purest flame of fire; Sang how the Nymphs ia golden chalices Mingled ambrosia; sang the ravishing dance Twined by the Graces’ feet; sang of the chant The Muses raised, and how its spell enthralled
ν 2
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καὶ Ποταμοὶ και θῆρες, Ιαίνετο δ’ ἄφθιτος αιθήρ Άντρα τε Χείρωνος ττερικαΧΧεα καί θεοί αυτοί.
Καὶ τὰ μὲν ἄρ Νηλῆος ἐὐς παῖς Ἀργείοισι πάντα μάλ’ ίεμἐνοις κατελἑξατο· τοι δ’ ἀίοντβς 143 τέρττονθ’- 09 δ’ Ά,γιΧηος άμύμονος αφθιτα έργα μέλπε μεσψ ἐν ἀγῶνι* πολὺς δ’ άμφία*χε λαὸς ἀσπασίως, ὀ δ’ ἄρ’ ἔνθεν ὲλὼν ερικνΒέα φώτα εκττά<γΧως κὑδαινεν ὰρηραμὲνοις ἐπὲεσσι, δώδεχ’ ὅπως διἔπβρσε κατὰ ττΧόον ἄστεα φωτών, ISO ένδεκα δ’ αὖ κατὰ γαῖαν ἀπείριτον, ὡς δ’ ἐδάίξε ΎηΧεφον, ς}δὲ /3ίην ερικνΒέος Ἠετίωνος ©ήβης ἐν δαπὲδοισι, και ώς Κὑκζἶον εκτα,νε δουρὶ υἷα Ποσειδάωνος ἰδ’ αντίθεου Πολύδωρον καὶ Τρώιλον θηητον αμνμονά τ Άστεροτταιον,	155
αῖματι δ’ ώς ερνθηνεν ἄδην ττοταμοΐο ρεεθρα Ηάνθον καί νεκνεσσιν άττειρεσίοισι κάΧνψε ττάντα ρόον κελάδοντα, Λυκάονος ὁππότε θύμον νοσφίσατ εκ μεΧεων ποταμού σχεδὸν ἡχήεντος, Ἕκτορά θ’ ώς ἐδάμασσε, καὶ ὼ? ἕλε Πενθε-
σίΧειαν,	ICO
ἡδὲ καὶ νίία Βΐον ἐῦθρὁνουἨριγενείης. καὶ τὰ μὲν Ἀργείοισιν εττισταμενοισο καί αὐτοῖς μέλπε, καὶ ώς ετετυκτο πελώριος, ὦς τε οἱ οὔτι? εσθενε δηριάασθαι εναντίον, οντ εν ἀεθλοις αἰζηῶν, ὅτε ποσσὶ νίοι περιΒηριόωνται»	165
οὐδὲ μὲν ἷππασίη, οὐδὲ σταδίῃ ἐνὶ %άρμῃ, κάΧΧεί θ’ ώς Δαναοὺς μεγ’ υπείρεγεν, ως τε οι άΧκή
επΧετ άττειρεσίη, οττότ Ἀρεος εσσυτο δῆρις, εὐχετο δ’ άθανάτοισι καί υίέα τοῖον ΙΒεσθαι κείνου από %κνροιο ττοΧυκΧνστοιο μοΧοντα.	170
18ο
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All mountains, rivers, all the forest brood ;
How raptured was the infinite firmament,
Cheiroii’s fair caverns, yea, the very Gods.
Such noble strain did Neleus’ son pour out Into the Argives’ eager ears; and they Hearkened with ravished souls. Then in their midst He sang once more the imperishable deeds Of princely Achilles. All the mighty throng Acclaimed him with delight. From that beginning With fitly chosen words did he extol The glorious hero; how he voyaged and smote Twelve cities ; bow he marched o’er leagues on leagues
Of land, and spoiled eleven; how he slew Telephus and Eetion’s might renowned In Thebe ; how his spear laid Cycnus low,
Poseidon’s soil, and godlike Polydorus,
Troilus the goodly, princely Asteropaeus;
And how he dyed with blood the river-streams Of Xanthus, and with countless corpses choked His murmuring flow, when from the limbs he tore Lycaon’s life beside the sounding river;
And how he smote down Hector; how he slew Penthesileia, and the godlike son Of splendour-throned Dawn;—all this he sang To Argives which already knew the tale;
Sang of his giant mould, how no mail’s strength In fight could stand against him, nor in games Where strong men strive for mastery, where the swift Contend with flying feet or hurrying wheels Of chariots, nor in combat panoplied;
And how in goodlihead lie far outshone All Danaans, and how his bodily might Was measureless in the stormy clash of war.
Last, he prayed Heaven that he might see a son Like that great sire from sea-wash eel Scyros come.
i8t
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἄρα πᾶσιν ἐπευφήμησαν ἔπεσσιν αυτή τ’ ἀργυρόπεζα Θέτις, και οι πόρεν ίππους ὼκὑποδας, τοὺς πρόσθεν ἐῦμμελίῃ Ἀχιλῆι Τήλεφος ώπασε δῶρον ἐπὶ προχοησι Καίκου, εὖτέ ἐ μοχθίζοντα κακφ περὶ ἔλκει θύμον	175
ηκέσατ έγχβίη, τῇ μιν βαΚε Βηριόωντα αὐτὸς ἔσω μηροῖο, διήλασε δ’ οβριμον αιχμήν· και τοὺς μὲν Νἐστωρ Νηλήιος οἶς Ιτάροισιν ώττασεν οἱ δ’ ἐς νῆας ἀγον μἐγα κνΒαίνοντ€ς άντίθβον βασιλῆα. Θὲτις δ’ ἐς μέσσον αγώνα 180 θἣκεν ἄρ’ ἀμφὶ δρὁμοιο /3ὁας δἐκα· τῇσι δὲ πάσῃ? κα\αι πόρτιες ἦσαν ὑπο μαζοῖσιν ἰοῦσαι* τὰς ποτε Πηλείδαο θρασύ σθένος άκαμάτοιο ήλασεν ἐξ Ίδης μεγάλη ἐπὶ δουρὶ πεποιθώς.
Τῶν πὲρι δοιοὶ ανάσταν ἐελδὁμενοι μέγα νίκης- 185 Τεῦκρος μὲν ττρωτος Τελαμώνιος, ἂν δὲ καὶ Αἴας, Αἴας, ος τε Αοκροΐσι μετἐπρεπεν ίοβολοισιν. άμφι δ’ ἄρα ζώσαντο θοώς περὶ μήδεα χερσὶ φάρεα, πάντα δ’ ὲνερθεν, ὅπερ θά μις, έκρύψαντο αιΒ6μ€νοι Πηλῆος ένσθβνέος τταράκοιτιν	190
άΧλας τ’ βίναΧίας Νηρηίδας, οσσαι αμ αυτή ἧλνθον Ἀργείων κρατερούς έσιΒέσθαι ἀἑθλους. τοῖσι δὲ σημαίνεσκε Β ρο μου τίλος ωκντάτοιο Ἀτρείδης, ος πᾶσι μετ’ Άργβίοισιν ανασσβ. τοὺς δ’ Ἕρις οτρννβσκβν ἐπήρατος* οἱ δ’ ἀπὸ νύσσης	195
καρπαλίμως οϊμησαν ἐοικέτες ἰρήκεσσι. των δὲ καὶ ἀμφήριστος ἔην δρόμος· οἱ δ’ ἑκάτερθεν Ἀργεῖοι λεύσσοντες έττίαχον ἄλλυδις ἄλλος. ἀλλ’ ὅτε τέρματ ἔμελλον ίκανέμεναι μεμαῶτες, δὴ τότε που Τεύκροιο μένος και γνΐα ττέΒησαν	200
αθάνατου τον yap ρα θεὺς βάΧβν ήέ τις ἄτη ὅξον ἐ? ἀλγινὁεντα βαθνρρίζοιο μνρίκης* ιδ2
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That noble song acclaiming Argives praised;
Yea, silver-footed Thetis smiled, and gave
The singer fleetfoot horses, given of old
Beside Caicus’ mouth by Telephus
To Achilles, when lie healed the torturing wound
With that same spear wherewith himself had pierced
Telephus’ thigh, and thrust the point clear through.
These Nestor Neleus’ son to bis comrades gave,
And, glorying in their godlike lord, they led The steeds unto his ships. Then Thetis set Amidst the athlete-ring ten kine, to be Her prizes for the footrace, and by each Ran a fair suckling calf. These the bold might Of Peleus’ tireless son had driven down From slopes of Ida, prizes of liis spear.
To strive for these rose up two victory-fain,
Teucer the first, the son of Telamon,
And Aias, of the Locrian archers chief.
These twain with swift hands girded them about With loin-cloths, reverencing the Goddess-bride Of Peleus, and the Sea-inaids, who with her Came to behold the Argives’ athlete-sport.
And Atreus’ son, lord of all Argive inen,
Showed them the turning-goal of that swift course. Then these the Queen of Rivalry spurred on,
As from tile starting-line like falcons swift They sped away. Long doubtful was the race:
Now, as the Argives gazed, would Aias’ friends Shout, now rang out the answering cheer from friends Of Teucer. But when in their eager speed Close on the end they were, then Teucer s feet Were trammelled by unearthly powers : some god Or demon dashed his foot agaimt the stock
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τῷ δ’ ἄρ’ ένιχριμφθεις χαμάδις πὲσε* τοῦ δ’
άXeyειvώς
ἄκρον άvεyvάμφθη Χαιοϋ ποδός, αἱ δ’ ὐπανεσταν οίδαΧέαι ἑκάτερθε περὶ φΧέβες* οἱ δ’ Ιάχησαν 20ο Ἀργεῖοι κατ’ ἀγῶνα* παρήἱξεν δέ μιν Αἴας ηηθόσυνος' λαοὶ δὲ συνέδραμον, οἷ οἱ εττοντο,
Λοκροί* αιῆτα δὲ χάρμα περὶ φρένας ηΧυθε παντων*
ἐκ δ’ ἔλα σαν κατὰ νἣας ἀγοῦ βδας, οφρα νέμωνται. Τεῦκρον δ’ ἐσσυμἐνως εταροι ττεριττοιττνυοντες	210
ἦγον εττισκάζοντα' θοῶς δὲ οι Ιητήρες ἐκ ποδὸς αἷμ’ άφέΧοντο, θέσαν δ’ ἐφύπερθε μοτάων εϊρι ἄδην δεύσαντες άΧείφασιν ἀμφὶ δὲ μίτρην δήσαντ’ ενδυκέως· ὸΧοὰς δ’ εκέδασσαν ανίας*
ἈΧλω δ’ αὖθ’ ὲτ έρωθι τταΧα ισ μοσννης ὐπερ-
όττΧου	215
καρπαλίμως μνώοντο δύω κρατερόφρονε φώτε,
Ύυδέος ἱπποδάμοιο πάις καὶ ὑπέρβιος Αίαν, οἴ ρ’ ἴσαν ἐ? μέσσον θαμβός δ’ ἔχεν άθρήσαντας Άpyείovςt άμφω yap ἔσαν μακάρεσσαν όμοιοι, συν δ’ εβαΧον θηρεσσιν eo ικέτες, οἶ τ’ ἐν ορεσσιν 220 ἀμφ’ έΧάφοιο μάχονται ἐδητύος ίσχανόωντες, ἴσον δ’ άμφοτέροισι πέλει σθένος, οὐδὲ τις αυτών Χείττεται οὐδ’ ηβαιον άταρτηρών μάλ’ εόντων* ως οἴ γ’ Ισον ἔχον κρατερον μένος. όψέ δ’ ἄρ’ Αίας Τυδείδην σννέμαρψεν ὑπὸ στιβαρησι χέρεσσιν 225 ὰξαι ἐπεώρμενος. ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ἰδρείῃ τε καὶ ἀλκῇ πλευρὸν νττοκΧίνας Τελαμώνιον οβριμον υϊα έσσυμένως άνάειρεν ὑπο μυώνος έρείσας ώμον, καί ποδὶ μηρόν υττοττΧίξας ίτέρωσε κάββαλεν οβριμον άνδρα κατά χθονός* άμφϊ δ’
, ■	* ἄρ’ αὐτῷ	230
ἔζετο* τοι δ’ ομάδησαικ ὁ δ’ άσχαΧόων ἐνὶ θυμφ Αϊας οβριμοθυμος άνίστατο δεύτερον ανθις χ 84
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Of a deep-rooted tamarisk. Sorely wrenched Was his left ankle : round the joint upswelled The veins high-ridged. A great shout rang from all That watched the contest. Aias darted past Exultant: ran his Locrian folk to hail Their lord, with sudden joy in all their souls.
Then to his ships they drave the kine, and cast Fodder before them. Eager-helpful friends Led Teucer halting thence. The leeches drew Blood from his foot: then over it they laid Soft-shredded linen ointment-smeared, and swathed With smooth bands round, and charmed away the pain.
Then swiftly rose two mighty-hearted ones Eiiger to match their strength in wrestling strain, The son of Tyclcus and the giant Aias.
Into the midst they strode, and marvelling gazed The Argives on men shapen like to gods.
Then grappled they, like lions famine-stung Fighting amidst the mountains o’er a stag,
Whose strength is even-balanced ; no whit less Is one than other in their deadly rage;
So these long time in might were even-matched,
Till Aias locked his strong hands round the son Of Tydeus, straining hard to break his back ;
But he, with wrestling-craft and strength combined, Shifted bis hip ’neath Telamon’s son, and heaved The giant up; with a side-twist wrenched free From Aias’ ankle-lock his thigh, and so With one huge shoulder-heave to earth he threw That mighty champion, and himself came down Astride him : then a mighty shout went up.
But battle-stormer Aias, chafed in innid,
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ορμαίνων ἐς δῆριν άμείΧιχον* αΐψα δὲ χερσὶ σμερδαΧέησι κὸνιν κατεχεύατο, καὶ μίγα θύων Τυδείδην ἐς μέσσον άύτεεν' ος δὲ μιν οΰτι	235
ταρβησας οϊμησε κατάντιον* ἀμφὶ δὲ πολλή ττοσσίν υπ’ ἀμφοτέρων κόνις ωρνυτο· τοι δ’ ἐκάτερθβ
ταύροι οττως συνδρουσαν άταρβέες, οϊ τ ἐν ορεσσι θαρσαΧεον μἐνεος πειρώμενοι εἰς ἐν ΐκωνται ττοσσϊ κονιδμενοι, περὶ δὲ βρομέονσι κοΧώναο 240 βρνχτ) υπ άμφοτερων, τοι δ’ άσχετα μαιμώω ν τες κράατα συμφορέουσιν ἀτειρέα καὶ μίγα κάρτος δηρον ἐπ’ άΧΧηΧοισι ττονεύμενοι, ἐκ δὲ μὁγοιο Χάβρον άνασθ μαίνοντες άμείΧοχα δηρωωνται, πουλὺς δ’ ἐκ στομάτων χαμάδις καταχενεται
ἀφρὸς·	245
ὼς οἶ γε στιβαρησιν ἄδην πονέοντο χέρεσσιν, άμφοτέρων δ’ ἄρα νῶτα καὶ αυχένες άΧκηεντες χερσὶ ττερικτυττέοντο τβτριγοτες, εὖτ’ ἐν ορεσσι δένδρε ἐπ’ ἀλλήλοισι βαΧδντ εριθηΧέας οζους. πολλάκι δ’ Αἴαντος μεγάλου στιβαρονς νττο
μηρούς	250
κάββάλε Τυδείδης κρατεράς χέρας, ἀλλά μιν οντι &ψ ωσαι δυνατό στιβαροϊς πόσιν εμβεβαώτα* τον δ’ Αίας καθυττερθεν εττεσσύμενος ποτὶ γαῖαν ἐξ ωμων έτίνασσε κατά χθονος οὖδας ερείδων ἄλλοτε δ’ άΧΧοίως ύττο χείρεσι δηριόωντο.	255
λαοί δ’ ἔνθα καὶ ἔνθα μβγ’ ϊαχον είσορδωντες, οι μεν Τυδείδην έρικυδέα θαρσύνοντες, οἱ δὲ βίην Αϊαντος· 6 δ’ αΧκιμον ανδρα τινάξας ἐξ ώμων εκάτερθε, βαΧων δ’ ὑπὸ νηδύα χείρας εσσνμένως εφέηκε κατά χθονος ήύτε ττέτρην	26Q
ἀλκῇ ὕπό σθεναρή* μέγα δ’ ἴσχε Τρώϊον οὖδας Τυδείδαο πεσὁντος· εττηύτησε δὲ λαὸς. ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼς άνόρουσεν εεΧδόμενος ττονέεσθαι 186
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Sprang up, hot-eager to essay again That grim encounter. From his terrible hands He dashed the dust, and challenged furiously With a great voice Tydeides: not a whit That other quailed, but rushed to close with him. Rolled up the dust in clouds from ’neath their feet: Hurtling they met like battling mountain-bulls That clash to prove thetr dauntless strength, and spurn
The dust, while with their roaring all the hills Re-echo: in their desperate fury these Dash their strong heads together, straining long Against each other with their massive strength, Hard-panting in the fierce rage of their strife,
While from their mouths drip foam-flakes to the ground ;
So strained they twain with grapple of brawny hands. ’Neath that hard grip their backs and sinewy necks Cracked, even as when in mountain-glades the trees Dash storm-tormented boughs together. Oft Tydeides clutched at Aias’ brawny thighs,
But could not stir his steadfast-rooted feet.
Oft Aias hurled his whole weight on him, bowed His shoulders backward, strove to press him down; And to new grips their bands were shifting aye.
All round the gazing people shouted, some Cheering on glorious Tydeus’ son, and some The might of Aias. Then the giant swung The shoulders of his foe to right, to left;
Then gripped him ’neath the waist; with one fierce heave
And giant effort hurled him like a stone To earth. The floor of Troyland rang again As fell Tydeides: shouted all the folk.
Yet leapt he up all eager to contend
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τὺ τρίτον ἀμφ’ Α ϊα,ντα πελώριον aXh? apa Ν έστω ρ
ἔστη ἐνὶ μἑσσοισι καὶ άμφοτέροισι μβτηὑδα* 265 “ ϊσχεσθ\ άγΧαά τέκνα, π αΑαισμοσύνης ύπερ-όπΧον
ἴδμεν γὰρ δὴ Πάντες, ὅσον προφερέστεροί ἐστε Ἀργείων μεγάλοιο κατ αφθ ι μεν ου Ἀ%ιλῆος.”
*Ὀς φάτο· τοὶ δ’ ϊσχοντο πονεύμενοι· ἐκ δὲ μετώπων
χερσίν ἄδην μόρξαντο κατεσσνμενον περ ιδρώτα· 270 κνσσαν δ’ άΧΧήΧονς, φιΧότητι δὲ δῆριν ἔθεντο. τοῖς δ’ άρα Χηιάδας πίσυρας πὁρε πότνα θεάων δῖα Θέτις· τὰς δ' αὐτοὶ ἐθηήσαντο ἰδὁντες ήρωες κρατεροί καί άταρβέες, οννεκα πασέων ληιάδων προφέρεσκον ευφρόσυνη τε καὶ ἔργοις 275 νόσφιν εύπΧοκάμου Βρισηίδος, ὅς ποτ’ Ἀχιλλεὺς ληίσατ’ ἐκ Αέσβονο, νοον δ’ επετέρπετο τῇσι· καί ρ’ ἡ μὲν Βόρποιο πόλεν ταμίη καί έδωΒης, ἡ δ’ ἄρα δαινυ μένοισι παροινοχοει μέθυ Χάρον, ἄλλη δ’ αὐ μετὰ δόρπον ὕδωρ ἐπἐχευε χέρεσσιν 280 ἣ δ’ ὲτὲρη ἀπὸ δαιτὺς ἀεὶ φορέεσκε τράπεζας. τὰς δ’ άρα Τυδείδαο μένος καὶ ὐπὲρβιος Αἴας Βασσάμενοί προέηκαν εύπρώρους επί νη ας.
Ἀμφὶ δὲ πνγμαχίης πρώτον σθένος ’Ιδομενῆος ωρνντ, έπεί οί θυμός ἴδρις πὲλε παντὸς ἀέθλου. 285 τῷ δ’ οντις κατέναντα κίεν μάλα γάρ μιν άπαντες αίΒορϋενοι υπόειζαν, επεί ρα γεραίτερος ἦεν. τῷ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοισι Θέτις πορεν άρμα καί ίππους
ὼκὐποδας, τοὺς προσ θε βίη μ&γάΧου Πατρἐκλοιο ήΧασεν εκ Τρώων 'ΖαρπηΒόνα δῖον οΧεσσας-	290
καὶ τοὺς μὲν θεράποντι πορεν ποτί νη ας άγεσθαι ’Ιδομενεὺς· αὐτὸς δὲ κΧυτψ εν άγώνι μένεσκε.
Φοῖνιξ δ’ Άργειοισιν έυσθενέεσσί μετηύδα*
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With giant Aias lor the third last fall:
But Nestor rose and spake unto tile twain:
“From grapple of wrestling, noble sons, forbear;
For all we know that ye be mightiest Of Argives since the great Achilles diecL”
Then these from toil refrained, and from their brows Wiped with their hands the plenteous-streaming sweat:
They kissed each other, and forgat their strife Then Thetis, queen of Goddesses, gave to them Four handmaids; and those strong and aweless ones Marvelled beholding them, for these surpassed All captive-maids in beauty and household-skill.
Save only lovely-tressed Briseis. These Achilles captive brought from Lesbos’ Isle,
And in their service joyed. The first was made Stewardess of the feast and lady of meats ;
The second to the feasters poured the wine;
The third shed watex· on their hands thereafter;
The fourth bare all away, the banquet done.
These Tydeus’ son and giant Aias shared,
And, parted two and two, unto their ships Sent they those fair and serviceable ones.
Next, for the play of fists Idomeneus rose,
For cunning was he in all athlete-lore;
Bat none came forth to meet him, yielding all To him, the elder-born, with reverent awe.
So in their midst gave Thetis unto him A chariot and fleet steeds, which theretofore Mighty Patroclus from the ranks of Troy Drave, when he slew Sarpedon, seed of Zeus,
These to his henchmen gave Idomeneus To drive unto the ships : himself remained Still sitting in the glorious athlete-ring.
Then Phoenix to the stalwart Argives cried:
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“ νυν μὲν ἄρ’ ’Ιδομενῆι θεοὶ δὁσαν εσθΧυν ἄεθλον αὔτως, οὔτι καμοντι /3ίῃ καὶ χβρσὶ καὶ ωμοις} 295 ἀλλ’ ἄρ’ ἀναιμωτὶ προγενέστερον ἄνδρα τίοντες* ἀλλ5 ἄλλον, νέοι ἄνδρες, ἐπεντὑνεσθαι ἄεθλον χεΐρας ἐπ’ άΧΧήΧοισι δαήμονας ιθύνοντες πυγμαχίη?, καὶ θύμον Ιήνατε Πηλείωνος.”
Λί1ς φάτο· τοι δ’ άίοντες έττεΒρακον άΧΧήΧοισιν 300 ἦκα δὲ Πάντες ἔμιμνον άναινόμενοι τὸν ἄεθλον, εἰ μή σφεας ἐνὲνιπεν ayavov Νηλὲος υἱὁς·
“ ὧ φίλοι, οὔτι Ιοικβ Βαήμονος ἄνδρας ἀὑτῆς ττυγμαχίην αΧεασθαι εττήρατον, ή τε νεοισι τερπωλὴ ττεΧεραι, καμάτφ δ’ ἐπὶ κῦδος άγινεΐ. 305 ὼς εἴθ’ ἐν γνίοισιν ἐμοῖς ἔτι κάρτος εκειτο3 οἷον ὅτ’ άντίθεον ΤΙεΧίην κατεθάτττομεν ἡμεῖς, αντος ἐγὼ καὶ 'Άκαστος, ανεψιοί εις εν ίόντες, οτπτοτ αρ άμφήριστος ἐγὼ Πολυδεὑκεί δίω πυγμαχίη γενομην, εΧαβον Si οι Ισον ἄεθλον 310 ἐν δέ τταΧαισ μοσύνη με και 6 κρατερώτατος ἄλλων Ἀγκαῖος θάμβησε και ετρεσεν, ονΒε μοι ετΧη ἀντίον εΧθεμεναι νίκης ϋττερ, οΰνεκ αρ’ αυτόν ἤδη που τὺ πάροιθε παρ’ άηχεμάχοισιν Ἐττειοῖς νίκη σ’ ἡὐν εόντα, πεσὼν δ’ εκονίσατο νώτα	315
σῆμα πάρα φθιμενου Άμαρυγκεος, ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ
πολλοὶ θηησαντο βίην και κάρτος ἐμεῖο* τῷ νὑ μοι οὐκέτι κείνος εναντίον ήρατο χείρας · καὶ κρατερος περ έων, εΧαβον δ’ ακονιτος ἄεθλον* νῦν δέ με γήρας εττεισι καί aXyeam τ οΰνεκ ανωγα 320 ὑμέας, οϊσιν εοικεν, ὰέθλια χερσιν άρέσθαι* κυΒος yap νεφ ἀνδρὶ φέρειν ἀπ’ άγώνος άεθΧονΓ ΛΏς φαμένοιο γεροντος άνίστατο θαρσαλέος φως, ι/ίὺς υττερθύμοιο και αντίθεου Υίανοττήος,
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·'· Now to Idomeneus the Gods have given Λ fair prize uncontested, free of toil Of mighty arms and shoulders, honouring The elder-born with bloodless victory.
But lo, ye younger men, another prize Awaiteth the swift play of cunning hands.
Step forth then: gladden great Peleides’ soul.”
He spake, they heard ; but each on other looked, And, loth to essay the contest, all sat still,
Till Neleus’ son rebuked those laggard souls :
“ Friends, it were shaine that men should shun the play
Of clenched hands, who in that noble sport Have skill, wherein young men delight, which links Glory to toil. Ah that my thews were strong As when we held King Felias’ funeral-feast,
I and Acastus, kinsmen joining hands,
When I with godlike Polydeuces stood In gauntlet-strife, in even-balanced fray,
And when Ancaeus in the wrestlers’ ring Mightier than all beside, yet feared and shrank From me, and dared not strive with me that day,
For that ere then amidst the Epeian men—
No battle-blenchers they !—1 had vanquished him, For all his might, and dashed him to the dust By dead Amaryncus’ tomb, and thousands round Sat marvelling at my prowess and my strength. Therefore against me not a second time Raised he his hands, Strong wrestler though he were ; And so I won an uncontested prize.
But now old age is on me, and many griefs. Therefore I bid you, whom it well beseems,
To win the prize; for glory crowns the youth Who bears away the meed of athlete-strife.”
Stirred by his gallant chiding, a brave man Rose, son of haughty godlike Panopeus,
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ὅς τε και ίππον ίτενξε κακόν ΐΐριάμοω πόΧηι ύστερον ἀλλ’ οὔ οἶ τις ἐτὁλμα ἐγγὺς Ικέσθαι εϊνεκα ττν<γμαχίης· πολέμου δ’ οὐ ττάηγυ Βαήμων ἔπλετο XevyaXeov, οττότ Ἀρεος ἔσσυτο δῆρις. καί κεν ἀνιδρωτὶ ττερικαΧΧεα Βίος Ἕπειὸς ήμελλεν τὁτ’ ἄεθλα φέρειν ποτὶ υἣας 'Αχαιών, εἰ μή οἱ σχεδόν ἦλθεν ayavov Θησέος υίὸς αἐχμητὴς Ἀκάμας μέγ’ ἐνὶ φρεσὶ κάρτος άέξων, άζαΧέους Ιμάντας ἔχων περὶ χερσὶ θοῇσι, τοὺς οἱ ἐπισταμένως Eὐηνορίδης ’AyeXaos άμφέβαΧεν παλάμῃσιν εττοτρννων βασιΧήα* ώ<? δ’ αὔτως εταροι ΠανοττηιάΒαο άνακτος θαρσύνεσκον Ἐπειὸν· ὁ δ’ ἐν μεσσοισι λἐων ὼς εἷστἡνει περὶ χερσίν ἔχων /3οὸς ἶφι δαμἐντος ρινους άζαΧέας, μίγα δ’ ϊαχον ένθα καλ ένθα Χαοϊ εποτρύνοντες ένσθενεων μένος ἀνδρῶν μΐξαι εν αϊματι χεϊρας άτειρέας· οἱ δὲ καὶ αὐτοὶ εσταν μαιμώωντες ἐνὶ ξυνοχρσιν ἀγῶνον, άμφω χεϊρας έάς πειρώμενοι, εἴπερ eWiv ώς πρὶν1 εντρόχαΧοι, μηδ’ ἐκ ττοΧεμον βαρνθοιεν. αϊ'ψα δ’ ἄρ’ άΧΧηΧοισι» καταντία χεϊρας άειραν ταρφέα τταττταίνοντες, ἐπ’ άκροτάτοις δὲ πόδεσσι βαίνοντες κατ α βαιον αεί yovv γουνὸς άμειβον ἀλλήλων ἐπὶ δηρὸν άΧενόμενοι μίγα κάρτος. σὺν δ’ εβαΧον νεφίΧρσιν ἐοικὁτες αίψηρρσιν, αἵ τ’ άνεμων ριττρσιν ἐπ’ ἀλλήλῃσι θορονσαι άστεροττην ττροϊασι> μέyaς δ’ οροθννεταί αίθηρ θηγ ο μενών νεφέων, βαρύ Βέ κτνττέουσιν άεΧΧαν ως των άζαΧέρσι ττερικτυττέοντο yένεια ρινοῖς· αἷμα δὲ ττονΧν κατέρρεεν, εκ Βέ μετώπων 1 Zimmermann, irom Ρ; for &ς ποτ’ of ν.
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The man who framed the Horse, the bane of Troy, Not long thereafter. None dared meet him now In play of fists, albeit in deadly craft Of war, when Ares rusheth through the field,
He was not cunning. But for strife of hands The fair prize uncontested had been won By stout Epeius—yea, he was at point To bear it thence unto the Achaean ships;—
But one strode forth to meet him, Theseus’ son,
The spearman Acamas, the mighty of heart,
Bearing already on his swift hands girt The hard hide-gauntlets, winch Evenor’s son Agelaus on his prince’s hands had drawn With courage-kindling words. The comrades then Of Panopeus’ princely son for Epeius liaised A heartening cheer. He like a lion stood Forth in the midst, his strong hands gauntleted With bull’s hide hard as horn. Loud rang the cheers From side to side of that great throng, to fire The courage of the mighty ones to clash Hands in the gory play. Sooth, little spur Needed they for their eagerness for fight.
But, ere they closed, they Hashed out proving blows To wot if still, as theretofore, their arms Were limber and lithe, unclogged by toil of war; Then faced each other, and upraised their hands With ever-watching eyes, and short quick steps A-tiptoe, and with ever-shifting feet,
Each still eluding other’s crushing might.
Then with a rush they closed like thunder-clouds Hurled on each other by the tempest-blast,
Flashing forth lightnings, while the welkin thrills As clash the clouds and hollow roar the winds ;
So ’neath the hard hide-gauntlets clashed their jaws. Down streamed the blood, and from their brows the sweat
*93
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ἱδρὼς αίματόεις θαΧερας έρνθαινε παρειάς. οἱ δ’ άμοτον πονέοντο μεμαὁτες* οὐδ’ άρ Ἐπειὺς Χῆγβν, ἐπέσσυτο δ’ αἰὲν ὲῷ μίγα κάρτεί θνων. τον δ’ άρα &ησέος υίὸς ενφρονέων ἐν άέθΧίϋ ποΧΧάκις ἐ? κενεον κρατεράς χέρας Ιθύνεσθαι θηκε3 /cal ίΒρείησι Βιατμηξας έκάτερθε χειρας ἐς οφρύα τύψεν ἐπάλμενος, ἄχρις ίκέσθαι νόστέον etc δέ οἱ αἷμα κατέρρεεν οφθαΧμοΐο. ἀλλὰ καὶ ὦς Ἀκάμαντα βαρείη χειρὶ τυχήσας τύψε κατά κροτάφοιο, χαμαί δέ οἷ ήλασε γυῖα* αντάρ ο y at^fr άνόρουσε καί ενθορε φωτϊ κραταιψ, πΧηξε δὲ οι κεφαΧήν ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ἔμπαλιν άίσσοντος βαών υποκΧίνας σκαιη χερϊ τύψε μέτωπον, ἄλλῃ δ’ ἡλασε ρίνας επάΧμενος* ος δὲ καὶ αντος μήτι παντοίη χέρας ωp€yε· τούς δ’ ἄρ’ Αχαιοί ἀλλήλων άπέρυξαν έεΧΒομένους πονέεσθαι νίκης αμή> ερατής. τῶν δ’ εσσυμένως θεράττοντες ρινονς αίματοεντας αφαρ σθεναρών άπο χειρων Χνσαν· τοὶ δ’ ἄρα τυτθον άπέπνενσαν καμάτοιο μορξάμενοι σπ6yyoισι ποΧντρητοισι μέτωπα. τοὺς δ’ εταροί τε φίΧοο τε πapηyopeovτες ἄγεσκον ἄντικρυς ἀλλήλων, ὦς κεν χοΧον αληινοεντος εσσυμένως ΧεΧάθωνται ὰρεσσάμενοι φιΧότητι. ἀλλ’ οι μὲν ττεττίθ ο vt ο παραιφασίησιν εταίρων* ἀνδράσι γὰρ πινντοίσι πόλει νόος ήπιος αίεί* κνσσαν δ’ άΧΧήΧονς, ερώος δ’ επεΧηθετο θυμός ΧενγαΧέης. τοις δ’ αίψα Θἔτις κυανοκρηΖεμνος αρ7υρεονς κρητηρας εεΧΒομένοισιν οπασσε δοιὼ, τοὺς Εὑνηος ’Ιήσονος ὄβριμος υιός ὦνον ὑπὲρ κρατεροιο Ανκάονος ἐγγυάλιξεν άντιθεψ ’Αχιλῆι περικΧύστω ἐνὶ Λήμνῳ* τοὺς Γ/Ηφαιστος ετενξεν ἀριπρεπόι Αιονύσω
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Blood-streaked made on the flushed cheeks crimson bars.
Fierce without pause they fought, and never flagged Epeius, but threw all his stormy strength Into his onrush. Yet did Theseus7 son Never lose heart, but baffled the straight blows Of those strong hands, and by his fighting-craft Flinging them right and left, leapt in, brought home A blow to his eyebrow, cutting to the bone.
Even then with counter-stroke Epeius reached Acamas’ temple, and hurled him to the ground.
Swift he sprang up, and on his stalwart foe Rushed, smote his head : as he rushed in again,
The other, slightly swerving, sent his left Clean to his brow; his right, with all his might Behind it, to his nose. Yet Acamas still Warded and struck with all the manifold shifts Of fighting-craft. But now the Achaeans all Bade stop the fight, though eager still were both To strive for coveted victory. Then came Their henchmen, and the gory gauntlets loosed In haste from those strong hands. Now drew they breath
From that great labour, as they bathed their brows With sponges myriad-pored. Comrades and friends With pleading words then drew them face to face, And prayed, “In friendship straight forget your wrath.” So to their comrades’ suasion hearkened they;
For wise men ever bear a placable mind.
They kissed each other, and their hearts forgat That bitter strife. Then Thetis sable-stoled Gave to their glad hands two great silver bowls The which Euneus, Jason’s warrior son In sea-washed Lemnos to Achilles gave To ransom strong Lycaon from his hands.
These had Hephaestus fashioned for his gift
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δῶρον, ὅτ’ εἰς ΟνΧυμπον ἀνήγαγε δῖον ἄκοιτιν Μίνωος κούρην ερικνδεα, τήν ποτε Θησεὺς κάΧΧιπεν οὐκ ἐθέλω ν γε περικΧνστω ἐνὶ Δίη. τοὺς S’ ἡὺς Διόνυσος ἐφ πόρεν νίέι δωρον	390
νεκταρόω εμπΧησας, ο δ’ ἄρ’ ώπασεν 'ΎψιπνΧείτ) πολλοῖς σὺν κτεάτεσσι^θὁαε, ἡ δ’ νίέι δίω κάΧΧιπεν, ος δ’ Ἀχιλἣι Ανκάονος εϊνεκα δώκε. τῶν δ’ ἕτερον μὲν εΧεσκεν άηαυού Θησέος υίὸς, αΧΧον δ’ ἡὺς Ἐπειὺς ἑὰς ἐπὶ νῆας ϊαΧΧε	395
γηθὁσυζό?. τῶν δ’ άμφιδεδρνμμενα τνμματα πάντα ηκεσατ ἐνδυκέως Ποδαλείριος, οννεκ αρ αὐτὺς πρώτα μὲν εκμύζησεν, έπειτα δέ χερσὶν ὲῇσι ράῆτεν επισταμενως, καθύπερθε δὲ φάρμακ ἔθηκε κείνα, τα οι το πάροιθε πατήρ εὺς ἐγγυάλιξε* 400 τοῖσι δ’ ἄρ’ εσσυμενως καὶ άναΧθεα τνμματα φωτων
αὐτῆμαρ μορόεντος ὺπὲκ κακόν Ιαίνονταί' τῶν δ’ άφαρ άμφϊ πρόσωπα καί ενκομόωντα κάρηνα
τύμματ άπαΧθ αίνοντο, κατηπιόωντο δ’ ἀνῖαι.
Ἀμφὶ δὲ τοξοσύνης Τεὐκρος καὶ Όϊλέος υίὸς 405 ἔστασαν, οἳ καὶ πρόσθε δρόμον πέρι πειρήσαντο. τῶν δ’ ἄρα τηΧόσε θήκεν ενμμεΧίης Ἀγαμέμνων ίππόκομον τρυφάΧειαν, εφη δὲ τε* “ πολλὸν ἀμείνων
ἔπσεται, ος κερσειεν ἄπο τρίχας όξεΐ χαΧκω.”
Αἴας δ’ αὐτίκα πρώτος ἐὸν προεηκε βεΧεμνον, 410 πΧήξε δ’ ἄρα τρυφάΧειαν, ἐπηὔτησε δὲ χαΧκος οξντατον. Τεῦκρος δὲ μίγ’ ἐγκονεων ivl θνμω, δεύτερος ἦκεν όιστόν, άφαρ δ’ ἀπἑκερσεν έθείρας οξύ βέΧος· Χαοϊ δὲ μέγ’ ϊαχον αθρησαντες, καί μιν κυδαίνεσκον άπείριτον, οννεκ άρ αυτόν 415 πληγὴ ἔτ αΧηννεσκε θοού π οδός, ἀλλά μιν οΰτι βΧάψεν νπαΐ παλάμῃσι θοον βέΧος Ιθύνοντα.
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To glorious Dionysus, when he brought His bride divine to Olympus, Minos’ child Far-famous, whom in sea-washed Dia’s isle Theseus unwitting left. The Wine-god brimmed With nectar these, and gave them to his son;
And Thoas at bis death to Hypsipyle With great possessions left them. She bequeathed The bowls to her godlike son, who gave them up Unto Achilles for Lycaon’s life.
The one the son of lordly Theseus took,
And goodly Epeius sent to his ship with joy The other. Then their bruises and their scars Did Podaleirius tend with loving care.
First pressed he out black humours, then his hands Deftly knit up the gashes: salves he laid Thereover, given him by his sire of old,
Such as had virtue in one day to heal The deadliest hurts, yea, seeming-cureless wounds. Straight was the smart assuaged, and healed the scars Upon their brows and ’neath their clustering hair.
Then for the archery-test Oileus’ son Stood forth with Teucei*, they which in the race Ere while contended. Far away from these Agamemnon, lord of spears, set up a helm Crested with plumes, and spake: “ The master-shot Is that which shears the hair-crest clean away.”
Then straightway Aias shot his arrow first,
And smote the helm-ridge : sharply rang the brass. Then Teucer second with most earnest heed Shot: the swift shaft hath shorn the plume away. Loud shouted all the people as they gazed,
And praised him without stint, for still his foot Halted in pain, yet nowise marred liis aim When with his hands he sped the flying shaft.
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καί οι τευχεα καλὰ πόρεν ΙΤηλῆος άκοιτις αντίθεου Τρωίλοιο, τον ηιθέων μἐγ’ ἄριστον Τροίῃ ἐν ὴγαθἐῃ Ἕκά/3η τέκετ\ οὐδ’ άπόνητο 420 ἀγλαίης* δὴ γάρ μιν άταρτηρον Ἀχιλῆος ἔχχος ὁμοῦ καὶ κάρτος άπημερσαν βιότοιο' ώς δ’ ὁπὁθ’ ὲρσήεντα καὶ ενθαΧέοντ ἀνὰ κήπον νΒρηΧής καττέτοιο μ απ’ ἀγχόθι τηΧεθάοντα ή στάχυν ἢ μήκωνα, πάρος καρποΐο τνχήσαι, 425 κερση τις Βρεπάνω νεοθηγέί, μηδ’ ἄρ’ ἐάσῃ ἐς τίλος ἡδὺ μοΧειν μηδ’ ἐς σπόρον άΧΧον ίκεσθαι, ἀμήσας κενεὁν τε καὶ άσπορον έσσομένοισι1 μἐλλονθ’ ερσήεντος υπ’ eta ρος ἀλδαίνεσθαι· ὼς υιόν Πριάμοιο θεοῖς ivaXijKiov εἶδος	430
Πηλείδης κατἐπεφνεν, Ιτ’ άχνοον, εἰσέτι νύμφης νηίΒα, νηπιάχοισιν όμως ἔπι κουρίζοντα· ἀλλά μιν ὲς πόλεμον φθισίμβροτον ηγαγε Μοῖρα ἦβης άρχόμενον ποΧυγηθέος, ὁππότε φώτες θαρσαΧέοι τεΧεθονσιν, ὅτ’ οὐκέτι δεύεται ἦτορ. 435
Αὐτίκα δ’ αὖτε σόΧον περιμηκεά, τε βριαρόν τε πολλοί πειρήσαντο θοἣς ἀπὸ χειρος ΙηΧαι· τον δ’ οὔτις βαΧεειν Βννατο στιβαρόν μάλ’ ιόντα Ἀρ7€ίων* οἷος δ’ εβαΧεν μενεδήϊος Αἴσς χειρος ἀπὸ κρατερής, ως el Βρύο ς άηρον όμοιο	440
ὅζον άπανανθόντα θερενς εύθαΧπέος ωρη, ὁππότε λήια πάντα κατά χθονος αναίνηται. θάμβησαν δ’ ἄρα Πάντες, ὅσον χερὺς εξεποτηθη χαΧκός, ον άνέρε χερσϊ δύω μοηεοντες αειραν* τόν ρα μὲν Άνταίοιο βίη ρίπτασκε πάροιθε	445
ρηιΒίως άπο χοίρος εής πειρώμενος άΧκής, πριν κρατερησι χέρεσσι Βαμημεναι Ἠρακληος*
1 Zmimermann, from Ρ; for αιὅομἐνοισι, with lacuna, of Koechly.
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Then Peleus’ bride gave unto him the arms Of godlike Troilus, the goodliest Of all fair sons whom Hecuba had borne In hallowed Troy ; yet of his goodlihead No joy she had ; the prowess and the spear.
Of fell Achilles reft his life from him.
As when a gardener with new-whetted scythe Mows down, ere it may seed, a blade of corn Or poppy, in a garden dewy-fresh And blossom-flushed, which by a water-course Crowdeth its blooms—mows it ere it may reach Its goal of bringing offspring to the birth,
And with his scythe-sweep makes its life-work vain
And barren of all issue, nevermore
Now to be fostered by the dews of spring;
So did Peleides cut down Priam’s son The god-like beautiful, the beardless yet And virgin of a bride, almost a child !
Yet the Destroyer Fate had lured him on To war, upon the threshold of glad youth.
When youth is bold, and the heart feels no void.
Forthwith a bar of iron massy and long From the swift-speeding hand did many essay To hurl; but not an Argive could prevail To cast that ponderous mass. Aias alone Sped it from his strong hand, as in the time Of harvest might a reaper fling from hiin A dry oak-bough, when all the fields are parched. And all men marvelled to behold how far Flew from his hand the bronze which scarce two inen Hard-straining had uplifted from the ground.
Even this Antaeus’ might was wont to hurl Erstwhile, ere the strong bands of Hercules O’ermastered him. This, with much spoil beside,
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Ἠρακλέης δὲ μιν ἡὺς ελών συν ληίδι πολλτ) ακαμάτης ἔχε χειρὸς ἀέθλιον, ἀλλά μιν εσθλω ύστερον ΑίακίΒη δῶρον πόρεν, ὁππότ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ Ίλιου εὐπύργοιο συνἔπραθε κνΒιμον άστυ, κείνος δ* υίἐι Βωκεν, ο δ’ ωκνπόροις ἐνὶ νηυσίν ἐς Τροίην μιν ενεικεν, ἵνα σφετεροιο το κη ος μνωό μένος Τρώεσσιν ένσθενεεσσι μάχεται προφρονέως, εἴη δε πόνος πεψωμενφ αλκής* τόν ρ’ Αἴα? μάλα πολλὸν ἀπὸ στιβαρής βάλε ψψός.
καί τότε οί Νηρηὶς ἀγακΧυτὰ τεὐχεα δώκε Μὑμνονος άντιθεοιο, τὰ καὶ μίγα θηησαντο ’Apyεloι* λίην γὰρ ἔσαν περιμηκεα πάντα* καί τά γε κα^'χαλόων νπεΒεξατο κνΒιμος ἀνήρ· οἴω γὰρ κείνω γε περὶ βριαροΊσι μελεσσιν ηρμοσεν άπλήτοω κατὰ χροος ἀμφιτεθέντα* αντος δ’ αὖτ’ άνάειρε μίηαν σ όλο ν, οφρα οί εϊη τερπωλη μένος ην λιλαωμένω πονεεσθαι.
Οἱ δ’ ἄρα Βηρωωντες ἐφ’ άλματι πολλοὶ ανεσταν.
των δ’ ἄρ’ νπερθορε πολλὸν ενμμελίης Ά<γα7τήνωρ σήματα* τοὶ δ’ όμάΒησαν ἐπ’ ἀνέρι μακρὰ θορόντι* καί οί τενχεα καλά πόρεν μεγάλοιο Κνκνοιο δῖα Θέτις· τὸν γάρ ρα φόνω ἔπι Πρωτεσιλάου πολλών θύμον ελόντα κατέκτανε ΪΙηλεος νιος πρώτον άριστήων· Τρώας δ’ ἄχος άμφεκάλυψεν.
Αἰγανἐγ δ’ ἄρα πολλόν υπέρβαλε Βηρώωντας Εὐρύαλος* λαοὶ δὲ μὲγ’ ϊαχον* ου yap εφαντο κείνον ύπερβαλέειν ονΒέ πτερόεντι βελεμνφ. τούνεκά οί φιάλην πόλνχανοέα Βώκε φερεσθαι μήτηρ ΑίακίΒαο Βαίφρονος, ἣν ποτ’ Άχιλλεύς άρηνρεην κτεάτισσε βαλών νπο Βονρϊ Μ ννητα, ὁππότε Ανρνησσοιο Βιέπραθεν όλβων1 ἄστυ.
1 Zimmermann, from Ρ, for Τρώων of ν.
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Hercules took, and kept it to make sport For his invincible hand ; but afterward Gave it to valiant Peleus, who with him Had smitten fair-towered Ilium’s burg renowned ; And he to Achilles gave it, whose swift ships Bare it to Troy, to put him aye in mind Of bis own father, as with eager will He fought with stalwart Trojans, and to be A worthy test wherewith to prove his strength.
Even this did Aias from his brawny hand Fling far. So then the Nereid gave to him The glorious arms from godlike Memnon stripped. Marvelling the Argives gazed on them : they were A giant’s war-gear. Laughing a glad laugh That man renowned received them : he alone Could wear them on his brawny limbs ; they seemed As they had even been moulded to his frame.
The great bar thence lie bore withal, to be His joy when he was fain of athlete-toil.
Still sped the contests on ; and many rose Now for the leaping/ Far beyond the inai-ks Of all the rest brave Agapenor sprang:
Loud shouted all for that victorious leap ;
And Thetis gave him the fair battle-gear Of mighty Cycnus, who had smitten first Protesilaus, then had reft the life From inany more, till Peleus’ son slew him First of the chiefs of grief-enshrouded Troy.
Next, in the javelin-cast Euryalus Hurled far beyond all rivals, while the folk Shouted aloud : no archer, so they deemed,
Could speed a winged shaft farther than bis cast; Therefore the Aeacid hero’s mother gave To him a deep wide silver oil-flask, ta’en By Achilles in possession, when his spear Slew Mynes, and he spoiled Lymessus’ wealth.
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Αἴας δ’ όβριμόθνμος εεΧΒόμενος πονέεσθαι χερσϊν ὑμῶς καὶ ποσσιν ἀνιστάμενος καΧέεσκεν ἐς μέσον ηρώων τον ύπέρτατον. οι δ’ όρόωντες θάμβεον οβριμον άνΒρα καλ άΧιαμον* οὐδέ τις ἔτλη
ἄντα μοΧειν πάντων yap ύπεκΧασε δεῖμ ἀλε-γεινὺν
ήνορέην, φοβέοντο δ’ ἀνὰ φρἐνα, μή τινα χερσϊ τυψας άκαμάτησιν ὑπὸ πληγησι πρόσωπον συγχέῃ εσ συ μόνως, μέya δ’ αν ερι πημα ηένηται, ὸψἔ δὲ Πάντες ἕνευσαν ἐπ’ Εὐρυάλῳ μενεχάρμη ϊΒμονα πυyμaχίης εὖ εΙΒότες* ος δ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοις τοῖον ἔπος προεηκεν ύποτρομεων θρασύν ἄνδρα*
“ ὼ φίλοι, άΧΧον μιν τιν Αχαιών, οἶν κ’ έθέΧητε, τλήσομαι άντιόωντα, μέηαν δ’ Αϊαντα τέθηπα* πολλὸν γὰρ π ροβέβηκε* heap ραΐσει Be μοι ητορ, ην μιν επιβρίσαντα Χάβη χοΧος* οὐ γὰρ ὸίω ἀνδρὸς ἀπ’ άκαμάτοιο σάος ποτὶ νἣας ίκεσθαιΓ Λίϊς φαμένοιο yiXaaaav* ὁ ὡ’ ἐν φρεσὶ πάμπαν Ι άνθη
Αἵας όβριμόθνμος* άειρε δὲ δοιὰ τάλαντα apyvpov αἰγλήεντον, ἄ οι Θετις εἵνεκ’ άέθΧον δῶκεν ἄτερ καμάτοιο· φίΧον δ’ εμνησατο παιΒός Αϊαντ είσοροωσα* γόος δὲ οἱ ἔμπεσε θνμψ.
Οἱ δ’ αὖθ’ Ιππασίη με μεΧη μόνον ἦτορ ἔχοντες εσσυμένως άνόρουσαν εττοτρύνοντος άέθΧον· πρώτος μεν Μενέλαος ιδ’ Εὐρὑπυλος θρασύ-%ὰρμης
Εὕμηλος δὲ θόας τε καί Ισόθεος ΙΙολυποίτης. ιττΗοις δ’ άμφι ΧέπαΒνα βάΧον και ὑφ’ άρματ ερυσσαν
Πάντες επειτ/όμενοι πoXυyηθέoς εἵνεκα νίκης* αΐψα δ’ ὰρ’ εἰς ὲν άμα ξύνισαν Βίφροις βεβαώτες χώρον αν ημαθόεντ * ἐπὶ ννσσης δ’ έσταν έκαστοι* 202
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Then fiery-hearted Aias eagerly Rose, challenging to strife of hands and feet The mightiest hero there; but marvelling They marked his mighty thews, and no man dared Confront him. Chilling dread had palsied all Their coinage : from their hearts they feared him, lest
His hands invincible should all to-break His adversary’s face, and naught but pain Be that man’s meed. But at the last all men Made signs to battle-bider Euryalus,
For well they knew him skilled in fighting-craft;
But he too feared that giant, and lie cried :
“ Friends, any other Achaean, whom ye will,
Blithe will I face ; but mighty Aias—no !
Far doth he overmatch me. He will rend Mine heart, if in the onset anger rise Within him : from Ills hands invincible,
I trow, I should not win to the ships alive.”
Loud laughed they all: but glowed with triumph-
joy
The heart of Aias. Gleaming talents twain Of silver he from Thetis’ hands received,
His uncontested prize. His stately height Called to her mind her dear son, and she sighed.
They which bad skill in chariot-driving then Rose at the contest’s summons eagerly:
Menelaus first, Eurypylus bold in fight,
Eumelus, Thoas, godlike Polypoetes Harnessed their steeds, and led them to the cars All panting for the joy of victory.
Then rode they in a glittering chariot rank Out to one place, to a stretch of sand, and stood Ranged at the starting-line. The reins they grasped
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καρτταΧίμως δ’ εΰΧηρα λάβον κρατερής παλά-μῃσιν.
ίπποι δ’ ἐγχριμφθἐντες ἐν αρμασι ττοητνυεσκον ὅππως τις προάλοιτο, πόδας δ’ ὕπεκίνυον αὔτως, 510 οΰατα δ’ ώρθώσαντο καί άμττνκας άφρφ εΖευσαν, οι* δ’ ἄφαρ ἐγκονέοντες εΧαφροττόδων μένος ἵππων μάστιον οι δὲ θοῇσιν εοικότες Ἀρπυίῃσι καρπαλίμως ζεἀγλῃσι μέγ’ εκθορον άσχαΧοωντες, αρματα δ’ ωκα φερεσ/cov ἀπὸ χθονὸς αίσσοντα·	515
οὐδ’ ἁρματροχιὰς ἰδέειν ἦν οὐδὲ ττοΖοΐιν ἐν 'χθονϊ σήματα, τ άσσον νττεξεφερον δρόμον
Ϊ7Γ7Γ0&.
πουλὺς S’ αἰθὲρ’ ικανέ κονίσαλος ἐκ πεδίοιο, καττνψ ἣ ομίχλη ἐναλίγκιοε, ἣν τ’ ἐν ορεσσιν ἀμφιχἐῃ πρώνεσσι Νὁτου μένος ἣ Ζεφύροιο 520 γεύματος εηρο μενού, οττοτ ου pea Ζεύεται ομβρω. ίπποι δ’ Eὐμήλοιο μὲγ’ εκθορον, οί δ’ ἐφἔποντο άντιθέοιο Θὁαντος* ἐπ’ άΧΧω δ’ άΧΧος αύτει ἄρματι· τοι δ’ εφεροντο δι εύρυγόρου ττεΖίοιο 1	524
********
Ἠλιδος ἐκ δίης, ἐπεὶ ἦ μίγα ἔργον ερεξε	526
τταρφθάμενος θοον αρμα, κακοφρονος OΙνομάοιο, ος ὑμ τὁτ’ ήίθέοισιν άνηΧέα τευγεν οΧεθρον κονρης ἀμφὶ γάμοιο ττερίφρονος Ιπποδαμείη?· ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰν κεῖνος γε καὶ ίττττασίρσΰ μεμηλὼς 530 ϊτπτους ώκύττοδας τοίους ἔχεν, ἀλλ’ ἄρα πολλὸν ΤΓοσσϊν άφανροτερους· οἱ γάρ ρ* εϊδοντ άνέμοΐσιν Ἠ μίγα κυδαίνων ϊττττων μένος ἡδὲ καὶ αυτόν
1 There is a long hiatus here : the lost verses contained an account of accidents to Thoas and Eurypylus, and the text resumes in the middle of a speech (by Nestor ?) in praise of the horses of Menelaus.
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In strong hands quickly, while the chariot-steeds Shoulder to shoulder fretted, all afire To take the lead at starting, pawed the sand, Pricked ears, and o’er their frontlets flung the foam. With sudden-stiffened sinews those car-lords Lashed with their whips the tempest-footed steeds ; Then swift as Harpies sprang they forth; they strained
Furiously at the harness, onward whirling The chariots bounding ever from the earth.
Thou couldst not see a wheel-track, no, nor print Of hoof upon the sand—they verily flew.
Up from the plain the dust-clouds to the sky Soared, like the smoke of burning, or a mist Rolled round the mountain-forelands by the might Of the dark South-wind or the West, when wakes A tempest, when the hill-sides stream with rain. Burst to the front Eimielus’ steeds : behind Close pressed the team of godlike Thoas : shouts Still answered shouts that cheered each chariot, while Onward they swept across the widfe-wayed plain. ********
“ From hallowed Elis, when he had achieved A mighty triumph, in that lie outstripped The swift car of Oenomaiis evil-souled,
The ruthless slayer of youths who sought to wed His daughter Hippodameia passing-wise.
Yet even he, for all his chariot-lore,
Had no such fleetfoot steeds as Atreus’ son----
Far slower!—the wind is in the feet of these.”
So spake he, giving glory to the might Of those good steeds, and to Atreides* self;
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Ἀτρείδην o yap ἦσι περὶ φρεσὶ γήθεε θνμφ* τοὺς δὲ μέγ’ άσ θμαίνοντ ας άφαρ θεράποντες εΧυσ αν ζεύγΧης· οἱ δὲ καὶ αυτοί άεΧΧόποδας λ,υον ίππους πάντ§ς, ὅσοις ἐν ἀγῶνι δρόμου πέρι δήρις ἐτὐχθη. ἀντίθεον δὲ Θὁαντα καὶ Εὐρὑπυλον μενεγάρμην ηκεσατ εσσνμένως Ποδαλείριος ἔλκεα πάντα, οσσα περιδρύφθησαν ἀπὲκ δίφροιο πεσὸντες. Ἀτρείδης δ’ άΧίαστον ἐγήθεεν εἵνεκα νίκης* καί οι έΰπΧοκαμος Θἔτι? ωπασε καλὸν αΧεισον χρύσεον, άντιθέοιο μίγα κτέαρ Ἠετίωνος, πρὶν ©ήβης κΧντον ἄστυ διαπραθέειν ΆχιΧήα, 'ΆΧΧοι δ’ αυθ’ έτέρωθι μονάμπυκας εντυον ίππους
ἐν δρόμον ιθύνοντες, εΧοντο δὲ χερσι βοείας μάστιηας, και Πάντες άναίξαντες ἐφ’ ίππων εζονθκ οι δὲ χαΧινά γενειάσιν άφρίζοντες δάπτον, καλ ποσὶ η αίαν έπεκτυπον εηκονέον τες έκθορεειν. τοῖς δ’ άί'φα τάθη δρόμος' οι δ’ ἀπὺ ννσσης
καρπαΧιμως οϊμησαν εριδμαίνειν μεμαώτες, εϊκεΧοι ἣ Βορἐαο μίγα πνείοντος άέΧΧαις ἡὲ Νότου κεΧάδοντος, οτ ευ ρέα πόντον όρίνει ΧαίΧαπι καί ριπησι, ©ντήριον εὐτ’ άΧε^εινόν αντεΧΧη ναυτή σ ι φέρον ποΧύδακρυν όϊζνν* ως οι γ’ εσσεύοντο κονιν ποσὶ καρπαΧιμοισιν εν πεδίψ κΧονέοντες άπείριτον* οἱ δ’ εΧατήρες ϊπποις οϊσιν έκαστος εκέκΧετο, τῆ μὲν ίμάσθΧην ταρφέα πεπΧηγώς, έτέρη δ’ ἐνὶ χειρὶ τινάσσων νωΧεμές άμφι γένυσσι μέγα κτυπέοντα ^χαλινόν. ίπποι δ’ ερρώοντο* βοὴ δ’ ἀνὰ λαόν όρωρει άσπετος* οἱ δ’ επετοντο διά πΧατέος πεδίοιο. καί νὑ κεν ἐσσυμένως ἐξἈργεος αἰόλος ίππος νίκησεν μάΧα ποΧΧον εφεζο μόνον Ί,θενεΧοιο, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ εξήρπαξε δρόμου, πεδίον δ’ άφίκανε 206
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And filled with joy was Menelaus’ soul.
Straightway his henchmen from the yoke-band loosed
The panting team, and all those chariot-lords,
Who in the race had striven, now unyoked Their tempest-footed steeds. Podaleinus then Hasted to spread salves over all the wounds Of Thoas and Eurypylus, gashes scored Upon their frames when from the cars they fell.
But Menelaus with exceeding joy
Of victory glowed, when Thetis lovely-tressed
Gave him a golden cup, the chief possession
Once of Eetion the godlike ; ere
Achilles spoiled the far-famed burg of Thebes.
Then horsemen riding upon horses came Down to the course : they grasped in hand the whip And bounding from the earth bestrode their steeds, The while with foaming mouths the coursers champed The bits, and pawed the ground, and fretted aye To dash into the course. Forth from the line Swiftly they darted, eager for the strife,
Wild as the blasts of roaiing Boreas Or shouting Notus, when with hurricane-swoop He heaves the wide sea high, when in the east Uprises the disastrous Altar-star Bringing calamity to seafarers;
So swift they rushed, spuming with flying feet The deep dust on the plain. The riders cried Each to his steed, and ever plied the lash And shook the reins about the clashing bits.
On strained the horses : from the people rose A shouting like the roaring of a sea.
On, on across the level plain they flew ;
And now the flashing-footed Argive steed By Sthenelus bestridden, had won tlie race,
But from tlie course he swerved, and o’er the plain
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πολλάκις* οὐδὲ μιν ἐσθλὸς ἐὼν Καπανήιος υἱός κάμψαι ἐπόσθενε χερσίν, έττεί ρ’ ἔτι νἣις άεθΧων ίππος ἔην «γενεῇ γε μὲν οὐ κακὸς, ἀλλὰ θοοϊο θεσπόσιον γένος ἔσκεν Ἀριονος, ον τεκεν ϊπτπων αΑρττνι,α Ζεφύρω ττοΧνηχέί φέρτατον ἄλλων πολλὸν, ἐπεὶ ταχεεσσιν ἐριδμαίνεσκε πόδεσσι πατρὸς ὲοῖο θοῇσι καταιγίσι, καί μινἈδρηστος ἐκ μακάρων ἔχε δῶρον, ὅθεν γένος ἔπλετο κείνον καί μιν Τυδέος υἱὸς ὲῴ πόρε δῶρον εταίρω Τpoirj ἐνὶ ξαθέτ)· 6 Bi οἱ μέγα ποσσὶ πεποιθὼς ωκὺν eo vt’ ἐς αγώνα καί εἰς ἔριν ἤγαγεν ϊτητων αὐτὸς ἐνὶ ττρώτοισιν όϊόμενος μέγα κῦδος ίππασίης άνεΧέσθαι* ὁ δ’ οὔτι οἱ ἦτορ ιἡνεν ἀμφ’ Άχιληος ἄβθλα ττ ον ευ μένος* η γὰρ εμιμνε1 Βεντερος, Ἀτρείδης δὲ τταρηΧασεν ώκνν εόντα ἰδρείῃ. λαοὶ δ’ Άγαμεμνονα κνΒαίνεσκον, ίππον τε ΧθενεΧοΐο θρασύφρονος ἡδὲ καὶ αυτόν, οννεκα δεύτερος ἦλθε, καὶ εἰ μάλα πολλάκι ννσσης
εΡεθορεν, μεγάΧω περὶ κάρτεϊ οΐς ττοσϊ θνων.
b \ Ί *	** κ * t*r r\* Γ >r	Λ /
και το τ αρ Ατρειοῃ Θετι? ωττασε καγχαΧοωντί
* άργύρεον θώρηκα θεηγενεος Πολυδώρου*
δῶκε δ’ αρα %θενεΧψ βριαρην κόρυν ’Κστεροτταίου
χαΧκείην καί Βονρε Βύω καί άτεφεα μίτρην.
αΧΧοίς δ’ ἱππήεσσι καὶ ὁππὁσοι η ματ ι κείνω
ἦλθον ἀεθλεύσοντες Αχιλλἣος ποτὶ τύμβον,
Βώρα Ίΐόρεν ιτάντεσσιν. ἐπὶ σφἴσι δ’ άχνντο
θύμον
νίος Ααερταο Βαϊφρονος, οΰνεκ αρ* αυτόν ἀλκῆς Ιεμενον κρατερών άττέρυξεν αέθΧων εΧκος άννηρόν, τό μιν ουτασεν όβριμος ν Αλκών άμφί νεκυν κρατεροΐο ττονεύμενον ΑΙακίΒαο.
1 Zimmermann, for εμ*λλεν hcaveiv of MSS.
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Once and again rushed wide; nor Capaneus’ son, Good horseman though he were, could turn him back By rein or whip, because that steed was strange Still to the race-course; yet of lineage Noble was he, for in his veins the blood Of swift Anon ran, the foal begotten By the loud-piping West-wind on a Harpy,
The fleetest of all earth-born steeds, whose feet Could race against his fathers swiftest blasts.
Hiin did the Blessed to Adrastus give:
And from him sprang the steed of Sthenelus,
Which Ty deiis’ son had given tin to his friend In hallowed Troyland. Filled with ^confidence In those swift feet his rider led him forth Unto the contest of the steeds that day,
Looking his horsemanship should surely win Renown : yet victory gladdened not his heart In that great straggle for Achilles’ prizes;
Nay, swift albeit he was, the King of Men By skill outpaced Min. Shouted all the folk,
“ Glory to Agamemnon ! ” Yet they acclaimed The steed of valiant Sthenelus and his lord,
For that the fiery flying of his feet
Still won him second place, albeit offc
Wide of the course he swerved. Then Thetis gave
To Atreus’ son, while laughed his lips for joy,
God-sprung Polydorus’ breastplate silver-wrought.
To Sthenelus Asteropaeus’ massy helm,
Two lances, and a taslet strong, she gave.
Yea, and to all the riders who that day
Came at Achilles’ funeral-feast to strive
She gave gifts. But the son of the old war-lord,
Laertes, inly grieved to be withheld
From contests of the strong, how fain soe’er,
By that sore wound which Alcon dealt to him In the grim fight around dead Aeacus’ son.
ρ
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Ἀλλ’ ore δη ρ αΧΧρι μὲν άπηνύσθησαν άεθΧοι, δὴ τδτ ΆγιΧΧήος μεγαΧητορος άμβροτα τεύχη θήκεν ἐνὶ μέσσοισι θεὰ ©ἔτις* ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη δαίδαλα μαρμαίρεσκεν, ὅσα σθἐνος Ἠφαίστοιο ἀμφὶ σάκος ποίησε θ ρασύφρονος ΑίακίΒαο.
Πρώτα μὲν εὖ ησκητο θεοκμητφ ἐπὶ ἔργῳ ονρανος ἡδ’ αἰθὴρ, γαίη δ’ ἅμα κεῖτο θάλασσα· ἐν δ’ άνεμοι νεφέΧαι τε σελήνη τ’ ήέλιὁς τε κεκριμέν ἄλλυδις άΧΧα, τέτνκτο δε τείρεα πάντα, οππόσα δινηεντα κατ ούρανον άμφιφερονται. τῷ δ’ ἄρ’ ὁμῶς νπενερθεν άπειρεσιος κέγντ άηρ· εν τῷ δ’ όρνιθες τανυγειΧέες άμφεποτώντο· φαίης κε ζώοντας άμα πνοιησι φέρεσθαι.
Τηθὺς δ’ άμφετέτυκτο καί Ὠκεανοῦ βαθὺ γεύμα· των δ’ αφαρ εξεγεοντο ροαι ποταμών κεΧαδεινών κυκΧόθεν άΧΧνδις ἄλλη εΧισσομενων διά γαίης.
Ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ εὖ ήσκηντο κατ’ ονρεα μακρὰ λέοντες
σριερδαΧεοι καί θώες άναιδέες· εν δ’ aXeyecval άρκτοι πορδάΧιές τε, σὑες θ’ ἆμα τῇσι πεΧοντο οβριμοι άΧγιν&εντας ύπο βΧοσυρησι γεννσσι θηηοντες καναχηδὸν ὲὺ κτνπέοντας δδόντας· . εν δ’ αηροται μετόπισθε κννών μένος ιθύνοντες,
5
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How the Arms of Achilles were cause of madness and death unto Aias.
So when all other contests bad an end,
Thetis the Goddess laid down in the midst Great-souled Achilles’ arms divinely wrought;
And all around flashed out the cunning work Wherewith the Fire-god overchased the shield Fashioned for Aeacus’ son, the dauntless-souled.
Inwrought upon that labour of a God Were first high heaven and cloudland, and beneath Lay earth and sea: the winds, the clouds were there, The moon and sun, each in its several place;
There too were all the stars that, fixed in heaven, Are borne in its eternal circlings round.
Above and through all was the infinite air Where to and fro flit birds of slender beak :
Thou hadst said they lived, and floated on tlie breeze. Here Tethys’ all-embracing arms were wrought,
And Ocean’s fathomless flow. The outrushing flood Of rivers crying to the echoing hills All round, to right, to left, rolled o’er the land, Round it rose league-long mountain-ridges, haunts Of terrible lions and foul jackals : there Fierce bears and panthers prowled ; with these were seen
Wild boars that whetted deadly-clashing tusks In grimly-frothing jaws. There hunters sped
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aXXoi δ’ αὖ Χάεσσι καὶ αἰγανἑῃσι θοῇσι βάΧΧοντες πονέοντο κατάντιον, ως ετεόν περ.
Ἐν δ’ ἄρα καὶ πόλεμοι φθισήνορες, ἐν δὲ κνΒοιμοΙ	25
άργαΧέοι ἐνἐκβιντο· περικτείνοντο δὲ λαοὶ μίγδ’ ἅμ’ ὲοῖς ϊπποισΐ' πέδον δ’ άπαν αϊματι πολλῷ
Βενομένφ ήικτο κατ’ άσπίΒος άκαμάτοιο. ἐν δὲ Φόβος καὶ Δεῖμος ἔσαν στονὁεσσά τ’ Ἐνυὼ αἵματι λευγαλἐφ πεπαλαγμἐνη άψεα πάντα,	30
ἐν δ’ Ἕρις ούΧομένη καί Ἐριννὑε? οβριμόθυμοι, ἡ μὲν έποτρύνονσα ποτί κΧόνον άσχετον ἄνδρας ἐλθἑμεν, αι δ’ οΧοοϊο πυρος πνείουσαι άύτμήν. ἀμφὶ δὲ Κῆρες εθυνον άμείΧιχοι, ἐν δ’ ἄρα τῇσι φοίτα ΧενγαΧεον %ανάτον μένος' άμφϊ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ 35 *Τσμιναι ἐνἐκειντο δυσηχέες, ὧν περὶ πάντη ἐκ μεΧέων εἰς οὖδας ἀπόρρεεν αἷμα καὶ ΙΒρώς. ἐν δ’ ἄρα Γοργόνες ἔσκον άναιΒέες· άμφϊ δ’ ὰρα σφι σμερΒαΧέοι πεπονηντο περί πΧοχμοϊσι Βράκοντες αίνον Χιχμώωντες· άπειρέσιον δ’ άρα θαύμα	40
ΒαίΒαΧα κείνα πέΧοντο μέγ’ άνΒράσι δεῖμα φὲ-ροντα
οννεκ εσαν ζωοΐσιν εοικότα κιννμενοισι.
Και τὰ ,μὲν ὰρ ποΧέμοιο τεράατα πάντα
τετυκτο.
ειρήνης δ’ άπάνενθεν εσαν περικαΧΧεος έργα* άμφϊ δὲ μύρια φνΧα ποΧντΧήτων άνθρύπων	45
άστεα καΧά νέμοντο* Δίκη δ’ επέΒερκετο1 πάντα* ἄλλοι δ’ ἀλλ’ ἐπὶ ἔργα χέρας φέρον άμφϊ δ’ άΧωαϊ καρποΐς έβρίθοντο· μέΧαινα δὲ γαῖα τεθήλει.
Αίπντατον δ’ ετέτυκτο θεοκμήτψ ἐπὶ ἔργῳ καὶ τρηχν ζαθέης Αρετής ορος* ἐν δὲ καὶ αὐτὴ 50 1 Zimmermann, ex Ρ ; for ἐπάκετο of ν.
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After the hounds : beaters with stone and dart,
To the life portrayed, toiled in the woodland sport.
And there were man-devouring wars, and all Horrors of fight: slain men were falling down Mid horse-hoofs ; and the likeness of a plain Blood-drenched was on that shield invincible.
Panic was there, and Dread, and ghastly Enyo With limbs all gore-bespattered hideously,
And deadly Strife, and the Avenging Spirits Fierce-hearted—she, still goading warriors on To the onset—they, outbreathing breath of fire. Around them hovered the relentless Fates;
Beside them Battle incarnate onward pressed Yelling, and from their limbs streamed blood and sweat.
There were the ruthless Gorgons : through their hair Horribly serpents coiled with flickering tongues.
A measureless marvel was that cunning work Of things that made men shudder to behold'
Seeming as though they verily lived and moved.
And while here all war’s marvels were portrayed, Yonder were all the works of lovely peace.
The myriad tribes of much-enduring men Dwelt in fair cities Justice watched o’er all.
To diverse toils they set their hands ; the fields Were harvest-laden ; earth her increase bore.
Most steeply rose on that god-laboured work The rugged flanks of holy Honour’s mount,
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εἱστήκει φθινικος επεμβεβαυΐα tear άκρης νψηΧή, φτανουσα προς ουρανόν άμφϊ δὲ πάντη άτραπιτοι θαμἑεσσι διειργὁμεναι σκοπέλοισιν ανθρώπων άπέρυκον ἐὺν πάτον, ούνεκα πόΧΧοι είσοπίσω χάζοντο τεθηπότες αἰπὰ κέΧευθα,	55
παυροι δ’ ἱερὸν οΐμον άνήιον ίδρώοντες.
Ἐν δ’ ἔσαν ἀμητῆρες ἀνὰ πΧατνν οημον Ιόντες σπεύδοντες δρεπάνησι νεήκεσι, των δ’ ὑπὸ χερσὶ ηνυτο Χήιον αυον* έφεσπόμενοι δ’ ἔσαν ἄλλοι1	58α
πολΧοι άμαΧΧοδετήρες· άέξετο δ’ ἐς μίγα ἔργον. ἐν δὲ βοές ζεύγΧῃσιν υπ* αυχένας αἰὲν ἐχοντες, 60 οἱ μὲν άπήνας εϊΧκον ευσταχύεσσιν άμάΧΧαις βριθομένας, οἱ δ’ αὖθις ἀροτρεύεσκον άρουρας· τῶν δὲ πέδον μετόπισθε μεΧαίνετο, τοι δ’ εφέποντο αίζηοϊ μετά τοῖσι βοοσσόα κέντρα φέροντες χερσϊν άμοιβαδίης· άνεφαίνετο δ’ άσπετον epyov. 65
Ἐν δ’ ανΧοϊ κιθάραν τε παρ εΐΧαπίνησι πέΧοντο· ἐν δὲ νίων παρά ποσσϊ Ύοροϊ ϊσταντο γυναικών 2
<■ cvi y ι ϊ/	C* *	ϊΛ> Γ	/	♦
αι ο αρ εσαν ζωησιν αΧιγκια ποιπνυουσαι.
'Άγχι δ’ ἄρ’ όρχηθμον τε καί ευφροσύνης ερατεινής
άφρόν ετ άμφϊ κόμησιν εχουσ’ ἀνεδύετο πόντον 70 Κὑπρις έΰστέφανος, την δ’ ^Ιμερος άμφεποτάτο μειδιόων ερατεινά συν ήύκόμοις Ίίαρίτεσσιν.
Ἐν δ’ ἄρ’ ἔσαν Νηρἣος ύπερθύμοιο θνγατρες ἐξ ἁλὸς εύρνπόροιο κασνγνήτην άνά<γονσαι ἐς γάμον ΑΙακίδαο δαίφρονος* ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντες 75 αθάνατοι δαίνυντο μικρήν άνά Ιτῆλίου άκρην άμφϊ δ’ ἄρ’ ΰδρηΧοί τε και εύθαΧέες Χειμώνες εσκον άπειρεσίοισι κεκασμένοι ἄνθεσι ποιης, άΧσεά τε κρήναί τε διειδέες ΰδατι καΧω.
Νῆες δὲ στονόεσσαι υπέρ πόντοιο φέροντο3 80
1	Verse inserted by Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
2	Zimmermann’s order of words.
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αι μὲν ἄρ’ ἐσσύμεναι ἐπικάρσιαι, αἱ δὲ κατ’ ἰθὺ νισσὁμεναι* περὶ δὲ σφιν ἀεξετο κῦμ’ aXeyeivov ὸρνὑμενον* ναΰται δὲ τεθηπὁτες ἄλλοθεν ἄλλο? εσσυμενας φοβεοντο καταιγίδαν, ὼ? ἐτεὸν περ, λαίφεα λεύκ ερύοντες, ϊν ἐκ θανάτοιο φύηωσιν*	85
οἱ δ’ εζοντ ἐπ’ ἐρετμὰ πονεὑμενοι* ἀμφὶ δὲ νηνσϊ πυκνόν ερεσσομίνησι μέλας Χευκαίνετο πόντος.
Τοῖς δ’ ἔπι κνδιόων μετὰ κήτεσιν είναλίοισιν ησκητ Ἐννοσἐγαιος* ἀελλὑποδες δὲ μιν ἵπποι ὼς ὲτεὸν σπεύδοντες ὑπὲρ πὁντοιο φερεσκον	90
χρυσείη μάστιγι πεπληy6τες^ ἀμφὶ δὲ κύμα στόρνυτ επεσσνμενών, ομαλή δ’ άρα πρόσθε ιγαΧήνη
επλετο· τοὶ δ’ ἑκάτερθεν ἀολλίες ἀμφὶς άνακτα αιρόμενοι δελφΐνες άπειρεσιον κεχάροντο σαίνοντες βασίλη α, κατ ηερόεν δ’ ἁλὸς οἶδμα 95 νηχομενοις εἴδοντο καὶ apyvpeoi περ ἐόντες.
Άλλα δὲ μύρια κείτο κατ ασπίδα τέχνη e vt α χερσιν υπ άθανάτης πυκινόφρονος Ἠφαίστοιο· πάντα δ’ ὰρ’ ἐστεφάνωτο βαθὺς ἡὁος Ὠκεανοῖο, οΰνεκ εην ἔκτοσθε κατ’ ἄντυγον, ἦ eve πάσα 100 ἀσπὶς ενεστηρικτο, δέδεντο δε δαίδαΧα πάντα.
Τῇ δ’ ἄρα παρκατεκειτο κύρυς μέγα βεβριθνΐα· Ζεὺς δὲ οι άμφετέτυκτο μεη άσχαλόωντι εοικώς, ον ράνω εμβεβαώς* περὶ δ’ αθάνατοι πονεοντο Τιτηνων εριδαινομενών Διὶ σνμμεμαωτε?·	105
τοὺς δ’ ἤδη κρατερον πυρ άμφεχεν εκ δε κεραυνοί αλληκτοι νιφάδεσσιν εοικότες εξεχεοντο ουρανδθεν· Ζηνος γὰρ άάσπετον ώρνυτο κάρτος' οἱ δ’ ἄρ’ ἔτ’ αΧθομενοισιν εοικότες άμπνείεσκον.
Ἀμφὶ δὲ θώρηκος yύαλον παρεκέκλιτο καλόν 11Q άρρηκτον βριαρον τε, το χάνδανε Πηλείωνα. κνημΐδες δ’ ησκηντο πελώρια ν ἀμφὶ δ’ ελαφραί μούνω εσαν Άχιλήι μάλα στιβαραί περ ε ου σ αι*
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Some beating up to windward, some that sped Before a following wind, and round them heaved The melancholy surge. Scared shipmen rushed This way and that, adread for tempest-gusts, Hauling the white sails in, to ’scape the death—
It all seemed real—some tugging at the oars,
While the dark sea on either side the ship Grew hoary ’neath the swiftly-plashing blades.
And there triumphant the Earth-shaker rode Amid sea-monsters: stormy-footed steeds Drew him, and seemed alive, as o’er the deep They raced, oft smitten by the golden whip.
Around their path of flight the waves fell smooth, And all before them was unrippled. calm.
Dolphins on either hand about their king Swarmed, in wild rapture of homage bowing backs, And seemed like live things o’er the hazy sea Swimming, albeit all of silver wrought.
Marvels of untold craft were imaged there By cunning-souled Hephaestus’ deathless hands Upon the shield. And Ocean’s fathomless flood Clasped like a gai’land all the outer rim,
And compassed all the strong shield’s curious work.
And therebeside the massy helmet lay.
Zeus in his wrath was set upon the crest Throned on heaven’s dome; the Immortals all around Fierce-battling with the Titans fought for Zeus. Already were their foes enwrapped with flame,
For thick and fast as snowflakes poured from heaven
The thunderbolts : the might of Zeus was roused, Aud burning giants seemed to breathe out flames.
And therebeside the fair strong corslet lay, Unpierceable, which clasped Peleides once :
There were the greaves close-lapping, light alone To Achilles ; massy of mould and huge they were.
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Ἀγχόθι δ’ άσχετον άορ ἄδην περιμαρμαίρεσκε χρυσείφ τεΧαμώνι κβκασμἐνον ὰργυρἑῳ τε	115
κουΧεω, ᾤ ἔπι κώπη α ρη ραμένη εΧέφαντος , θεσπεσίοις τεὐχεσσι μετέπρεπε τταμφανοωσα. τοῖς δὲ τταρεκτετάνυστο κατά χθονὸς οβριμον
ἔγχος,
Πηλιὰς νψικόμησιν ἐειδομἐνη εΧατησι Χύθρον ἔτι πνείουσα καὶ αίματος Έκτορέοιο. 120 Καὶ τὁτ’ ἐν Ἀργείσισι Θἔτις κυανοκρήδεμνο? θεσιτέσιον φάτο μύθον άκηχεμένη Ἀχιλῆο?·
“ νυν μεν δὴ κατ’ ay ωνος άέθΧια πάντα τεΧέσθη, οσσ ἐπὶ παιδὶ θανόντι μέη άχννμένη κατέθηκα* άΧΧ' ἴτω ὅ? τ’ ἐσάωσε νέκνν καί ἄριστος ’Αχαιών, 125 καί νύ κὲ οἷ θηητά καί άμβροτα τενχε εσασθαι δώσα), α και μακάρεσσι μέη εναΒεν άθανάτοισιν.” ΛΩς φάτο* τοι δ’ άνόρονσαν εριΒμαίνοντ εττέεσσιν
νιος Ααέρταο καί αντίθεου Τελαμῶνος
Α ἶνις, ος μίγα ττάντας ύττείρεχεν εν Ααναοΐσιν, 130
ἀστὴρ ώς ἀρίδηλος ἀν’ ονρανον ανγΧήεντα
Ἕσπερος, ος μέγα πᾶσι μετ’ άστράσι τταμφαίνησι*
τῷ είκως τεὐχεσσι τταρίστατο Πηλείδαο·
τ/τεε δ’ ’Ιδομβνἣα κριτήν καί Νηλέος υἷα
ήδ’ ἄρα μητιόεντ ’Αγαμὑμνονα* τους yap ἐώλπει 135
ΧΒμεναι άτρεκέως ερικνΒέος ἔργα μόθοιο*
α>9 δ’ αὕτως Ὀδυσεὺς κείνοις εττϊ rπάyχυ πεποίθει·
οἱ γὰρ ἔσαν τηνυτοΧ και άμύμονές εν Δαναοῖσι.
Νέστωρ δ’ ’Ιδομενῆι καὶ Ἀτρὲος υίέι δίω άμφω έεΧΒομένοισιν ἔπος φάτο νόσφιν ἀπ’ ἄλλων·	140
“ ὦ φίλοι, ἦ μέγα πῆμα καὶ άσχετον η μάτι τῷδε ἡμῖν σνμφορέονσιν άκηΒέες Οὐρανίωνες ΑΧαντος μεγάλοιο ττεριφραΒέος τ Ὀδυσῆος 2ι8
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And hard by flashed the sword whose edge and point
No mail could turn, with golden belt, and sheath Of silver, and with haft of ivory:
Brightest amid those wondrous arms it shone. Stretched on the earth thereby was that dread spear, Long as the tall-tressed pines of Pelion,
Still breathing out the reek of Hector’s blood.
Then mid the Argives Thetis sable-stoled In her deep sorrow for Achilles spake;
“ Now all the athlete-prizes have been won Which I set forth in sorrow for my child.
Now let that mightiest of the Argives come Who rescued from the foe my dead : to him These glorious and immortal amis I give Which even the blessed Deathless joyed to see.”
Then rose in rivalry, each claiming them,
Laertes’ seed and godlike Telamon’s son,
Aias, the mightiest far of Danaan men :
He seemed the star that in the glittering sky Outshines the host of heaven, Hesperus,
So splendid by Peleides’ arms he stood; ec And let these judge/’ he cried, “ Idomeneus,
Nestor, and kingly-counselled Agamemnon/’
For these, he weened, would sureliest know the * truth
Of deeds wrought in that glorious battle-toil.
“ To these I also trust most utterly/’
Odysseus said,f 1f for prudent of their wit Be these, and princeliest of all Danaan men.”
But to Idoineneus and Atreus’ son Spake Nestor apart, and willingly they heaild :
“ Friends, a great woe and unendurable This day the careless Gods have laid on us,
In that into this lamentable strife
Aias the mighty hath been thrust by them
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εσ συ μενών ἐπὶ δῆριν άάσχετον άργαΧέην τε· των yap ρ’ όπποτέρω δώῃ θεὺς εὐχος άρεσθαι 145 γηθήσει κατὰ θυμόν, ὁ δ’ αὖ μίγα πένθος ἀἑξει πάντας άτεμβόμενος Δαναούς, περὶ δ’ ἕξοχα •πάντων
ήμεας· οὐδ’ ἔτι κεῖνος ἐν ἡμῖν ώς τὺ πάροιθε στήσεται ἐν πολέμφ· μίγα δ’ ἔπσεται ἄλγος Ἀχαιοῖς,
κείνων οντινα δεινὸς ἕλη χόλος, ούνεκα πάντων 150 ηρώων προφερουσιν, ὁ μὲν πολεμώ, ὁ δὲ βουλή. ἀλλ’ ἄγ’ ἐμοὶ πείθεσθον, ἐπεί ἡμ γεραίτερος εἰμι λίην, οὐκ ὸλίγον περ, ἔχω δ’ ἐπὶ <γηραϊ πολλω καί νόον, ουνεκεν εσθλά καὶ akyea πολλά μόyησa^ αἰεὶ δ’ εν β ουλή σ ι y ερων πολύεδρος άμείνων	155
όπλοτέρου πέλει άνδρός, ἐπεὶ μάλα μύρια οἶδε* τοὔνεκα Τρωσὶνἐφωμεν έύφροσι [ταῦτα] δικάσσαι άντιθεψ τ Κϊαντι φιλοπτολεμω τ Ὀδυσῆι, οντινα δήιοι ἄνδρες νποτρομεουσι μάλιστα,1	158α
ἡ δ’ ὅτις εξεσάωσε νεκυν ΤΙηληιάδαο εξ όλοοΰ πολέμοιο* Βορύκτητοι yap εν ἡμῖν	160
πολλοί Τρῶες ἔπσι νεοδμήτφ ὐπ’ ανάγκη' οι pma δίκην ίθειαν ἐπὶ σφίσι ποιήσονται ϊούτινι η ρα φέροντες, ἐπεὶ μάλα πάντας Αχαιούς ἴσον άπεχθαίρουσι κακής μεμνημενοι άτηςβ 'Ὠς φάμενον προσεειπεν ευμμϋέλίης' Κηαμεμνων' 165 “ ω ykpov, ως θύτις πινυτώτερος άλλος εν ή μιν σεῖο πέλει Δαναών ούτ άρ νέος ούτε παλαιός, ος φῄς Ἀργείοισιν άvηλεyεως χαλεπήν αι άνδρα τον, οντινα τώνδε θεοί μετόπισθε βάλωνται νίκης* οἱ γὰρ άριστοι ἐπὶ σφίσι δηριόωνταί’ ΠΟ καί ρα μοι ενδοθεν ἦτορ ἐνὶ φρεσι ταϋτα μενοινα, οφρα δορνκτήτοισι δικασπολίην όπάσωμεν 1 Transposed by Treu from lacuna after iv. 324.
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Against Odysseus passing-wise. For he,
To whichsoe’er God gives the victors glory—
O yea, he shall rejoice ! But he that loseth—
All for the grief in all the Damans’ hearts For him ! And ours shall be the deepest grief Of all; for that man will not in the war Stand by us as of old. A sorrowful day It shall be for us, whichsoe’er of these Shall break into fierce anger, seeing they Are of our heroes chiefest, this in war,
And that in counsel. Hearken then to me,
Seeing that I am older far than ye,
Not by a few years only: with mine age Is prudence joined, for I have suffered and wrought Much ; and in counsel ever the old man,
Who knoweth much, excelleth younger men. Therefore let us ordain to judge this cause ’Twixt godlike Aias and war-fain Odysseus,
Our Trojan captives. They shall say whom most Our foes dread, and who saved Peleides’ corse From that most deadly fight. Lo, in our midst Be many spear-won Trojans, thralls of Fate;
And these will pass true judgment on these twain, To neither showing favour, since they hate Alike all authors of their misery/’
He spake: replied Agamemnon lord of spears:
“ Ancient, there is none other in our midst Wiser than thou, of Danaans young or old,
In that thou say’st that unforgiving wrath Will burn in him to whom the Gods herein Deny the victory ; for these which strive Are both our chiefest. Therefore mine heart toe Is set on this, that to the thralls of war This judgment we commit: the loser then
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τοὺς real άτεμβόμενός τις ολέθρια μησεται ἔργα Τρωσίν ἐυπτολέμοισι, χόλον δ’ οὐκ ἄμμιν όητάσ-σει.”
Λ£1ς φάτο* τοι δ’ ἕνα Θύμον ἐνὶ στέρνοισιν ἔχοντες
ἀμφαδὸν ηνήναντο Βικασττολίην ἀλεγεινήν τῶν δ’ ἄρ’ άναινομένων Τρώων έρικνΒέες υἷε? ἔζοντ’ ἐν μυέσσοισι Βορνκτητοί περ έόντες, ὄφρα θεμιν και νεῖκος άρηιον Ιθννωσιν.
Αἴας δ’ ἐν μέσσοισι μέη άσχαλόων φάτο μνθον 180 “ ὦ Ὀδυσεῦ φρὲνας αἰνέ, τί τοι νέον ήπαφε δαίμων
ἴσον ἐμοὶ φρονέειν ττερϊ κάρτεος άκαμάτοιο; ἦ φῃς αίνον όμιλόν ερυκακέειν Άχιλήος βλη μόνον ἐν κονίησιν, ὅτ’ άμφί Ι Τρῶες εβησαν, οττττοτ ἐγὼ κείνοι σι φόνον στονόεντ’ ἐφέηκα 185 σεῖο κατατττώσσοντος; ἐπεί νὑ σε γείνατο μήτηρ Βείλαιον καί άναλκιν, άφανρότερόν περ έμβιο, οσσον τίς τε κύων μεγαλοβρνχοιο λέοντος· οὐ γάρ τοι στέρνοισι πέλει μενεΒηιον ητορ, άλλα σοι άμφιμέμηλε Βόλος1 καί ατάσθαλα ἔργα. 190 ἦε too εξελασον, οτ ες Χλιου ιερόν αστυ ελθέμεναι άλέεινες άμ άηρομένοισιν ’ΚγαιοΙς, καί σε κατατττώσσοντα καί ου κ έθελοντ ἐφ ἐν ττεσθαι
ηγαγον ΆτρεΐΒαι; ως μὴ ωφειλες Ικέσθαι* σῇς γὰρ ὺπ’ ἐννεσίῃσι κλντον Τίοιάντιον via 195 Αημνφ ἐν ἡγαθέῃ λίττομεν μεγάλα στενάχοντα-ονκ οϊφ δ’ ἄρα τῷ γε λυγρὴν έττεμήσαο λώβην, ἀλλὰ καὶ άντιθέφ ΠαλαμηΒει θήκας όλεθρόν, ος σ εο φέρτερος εσκε βίτ) και ευ φρον ι βονλτ}. νυν δ’ ἡ δη καὶ ἐμεῖο κατάντιον ΐλθέμεν ετλης, 200 1 Zimmeimann, ex Ρ.
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Shall against Troy devise his deadly work Of vengeance, and shall not be wroth with us/’
He spake, and these three, being of one mind,
In hearing of all men refused to judge *
Judgment so thankless : they would none of it. Therefore they set the high-born sons of Troy There in the.midst, spear-thralls although they were, To give just judgment in the warriors’ strife.
Then in hot anger Aias rose, and spake:
“ Odysseus, frantic soul, why hath a God Deluded thee, to make thee hold thyself My peer in might invincible ? Dar’st thou say That thou, when slain Achilles lay in dust,
When round him swarmed the Trojans, didst bear back
That furious throng, when I amidst them hurled Death, and thou eoweredst away ? Thy dam Bare thee a craven and a weakling wretch Frail in comparison of me, as is A cur beside a lion thunder-voiced!
No battle-biding heart is in thy breast,
But wiles and treachery be all thy care.
Hast thou forgotten how thou didst shrink back From faring with Achaeans gathered host To Ilium’s holy burg, till Atreus’ sons Forced thee, the cowering craven, how loth soe’er,
To follow them—would God thou hadst never come ! For by thy counsel left we in Lemnos" isle Groaning in agony Poeas’ son renowned.
And not for him alone was ruin devised Of thee; for godlike Palainedes too Didst thou contrive destruction—ha, he was Alike in battle and council'better than thou!
And now thou dar’st to rise up against me,
Neither remembering iny kindness, nor
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οὔτ’ εύεργεσίης μεμνη μένος, οὔτε τι θυμῷ α ζό μένος σέο πολλὸν νττέρτερον, ος σ’ ἐνὶ χάρμη εξεσάω#α πάροιθεν υττοτρομέοντα κνΒοιμόν Βνσμενεων, ore σ’ ἄλλοι ἀνὰ μόθον οίωθεντα κάΚΧιττον ἐν Βηίων όμάΒω φεύγοντα καί αυτόν*	205
ὡς ὅφελον καὶ ἐμεῖο θρασύ σθένος ἐν Bac κείνη αντος Ζεὺς εφόβησεν ἀπ’ αίθέρος, οφρα σε Τρώες άμφιτόμοις ξιφεεσσι ΒιαμεΚείστΙ κέΒασσαν Βαίτα κνσϊ σφετέροισι, καί ούκ αν ἐμεῖο μενοίνας ελθέμεναι κατέναντα ΒοΧοφροσύνησ c πεποιθώς. 210 σχετΧιε, τίπτε βίῃ πολὺ φέρτατος εμμεναι ἄλλων ευχόμενος μέσσοισιν ἔχεις νέας, οὐδὲ τι θυμῴ ετΧης ώσπερ εγωγε θοας εκτοσθεν ερύσσαι νήας; εττεί νν σε τάρβος ἐπήιεν. οὐδὲ μὲν αἰνὸν πῦρ νη ὧ ν άιτάΧαΧκες· ἐγὼ δ’ υπ’ άταρβέι θυμῷ 215 ἔστην καὶ πυρὸς άντα καί'Έκτορος, ος μοι ΰττεικε πάντη ἐν νσμίνη* σὺ δέ μιν περιδείδιες αἰει. ως οφεΧον τόΒε νῶϊν ἐνὶ τττοΧέμψ τις ἄεθλον θηκεν, οτ ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλῆι SeSowrorc Βήρις όρώρει, ὅφρ’ ἐκ Βνσμενέων με καί άργαΧεοιο κυΒοιμοΰ 220 εΒρακες ἔντεα καλὰ ποτὶ κλισία ς φορέοντα αύτω όμως ΆχίΧήι Βαίφρονν νυν δ’ ἄρα μύθων ΙΒρείη ττίσννος μεγάλων ἐττιμαίεαι έργων ον yap roc σθένος ἐστὶν ἐν εντεσιν άκαμάτοισι Βύμεναι ΑΙακίΒαο Βαίφρονος, οὐδὲ μἐγ’ ἔγχος 225 νωμήσαι τταΧάμησιν ἐμοὶ δ’ ἄρα πάντα τέτνκται άρμενά, καί μοι ἔοικε φορημεναι άγΧαά τεύχη οντι καταισχύνοντί θεόν ΊτερύκαΧΧέα Βω ρα. ἀλλὰ τί ἣ μύθοισιν εριΒμαίνοντε κακοϊσιν 224
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Having respect unto the mightier man
Who rescued thee ere while, when thou didst quail
In fight before the onset of thy foes,
When thou, forsaken of all Greeks beside,
’Midst tumult of the fray, wast fleeing too!
Oh that in that great fight Zeus’ self had stayed My dauntless might with thunder from his heaven ! Then with their two-edged swords the Trojan men Had hewn thee limb from limb, and to their dogs Had cast thy carrion! Then thou hadst not presumed To meet me, trusting in thy trickeries!
Wretch, wherefore, if thou vauntest thee in might Beyond all others, hast thou set thy ships In the line’s centre, screened from foes, nor dared As I, on the far wing to draw them up ?
Because thou wast afraid! Not thou it was Who savedst from devouring fire the ships;
But I with heart unquailing there stood fast Facing the fire and Hector—ay, even he Gave back before me everywhere in fight.
Thou—thou didst fear him aye with deadly fear!
Oh, had this our contention been but set Amidst that very battle, when the roar Of conflict rose around Achilles slain !
Then had thine own eyes seen me bearing forth
Out from the battle’s heart and fury of foes
That goodly armour and its hero lord
Unto the tents. But here—thou canst but trust
In cunning speech, and1 covetest a place
Amongst the mighty! Thou—thou hast not strength
To wear Achilles’ arms invincible,
Nor sway his massy spear in thy weak hands!
But I—they are verily moulded to my frame :
Yea, seemly it is I wear those glorious arms,
Who shall not shame a God’s gifts passing fair.
But wherefore for Achilles’ glorious arms
225
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ἔσταμεν ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλῆος άμύ μόνος ἀγλαὰ τεύχη; [ἀλλ’ ἄγε χαλκείης πειρήσομεν iyχείησιv] ὅστις φέρτερος ἐστιν ἐνὶ φθίσην opt χάρμη. αλκής yap τὁδ’ ἄεθλον ὰρήιον, οὐκ άλεyειvώv θήκεν ἐνὶ μέσσοισιν επέων Θέτις άργυρόττεζα' μύθων δ’ εἰν ἀγορῇ χρειὼ πόλει άνθρώποισιν* οἶδα γὰρ ώς σἐο πολλόν άyavότεpoς καὶ ἀρείων εἰμί· yέvoς δέ μοι ἐστιν, ὅθεν μεyάλω Ἀχιλῆι. ’ Αβς φάτο* τον δ’ άλεyειva παραβλήδην ενένιπεν νιος Ααέρταο πολύτροπα μήδεα νωμών*
“ Λίαν αμετροεπές, τί νύ μοι τόσα μὰψ άyopεύεις; ουτιδανόν τέ μ εφησθα καί ὰργαλἐον καὶ άναλκιν εμμεναι, ος σέο πολλὸν υπέρτερος εύχομαι είναι μήδεσι καί μνθοισι, τα τ άνΒράσι κάρτος ἀέξει· καὶ γάρ τ’ ήλίβατον πέτρην άρρηκτον έουσαν μήτι νποτμ^ονσιν εν οΰρεσι λατόμοι ἄνδρες ρη ιδίως, μήτι δὲ μίγα ν βαρυηχέα πόντον νανται νπεκπερόωσιν, ὅτ’ άσπετα κυμαίνηται* τέχνησιν δ’ αηρόται κρατερούς δαμόωσι λέοντας πορδάλιάς τε σύας τε και άλλων εθνεα Θηρών· ταύροι δ’ όβριμόθνμοι υπό ζεύyλaις δαμόωνται ανθρώπων ίότητι· νόῳ δὲ τε πάντα τελείται. αἰεὶ δ’ άφραδέος πόλει άνέρος άμφϊ πόνοισι πάσι καί εν βονλήσιν άνήρ πολνιδρις ἀμείνων τουνεκ ενφρονέοντα θρασύς πάις OΙνείδαο λέζατό μ εκ πάντων επιτάρροθον, οφρ άφίκωμαι ες φύλακας· μίγα δ’ ἔργον ὑμῶς έτελέσσαμεν άμφω·
καὶ δ’ αυτόν ΤΙηλήος εύσθενεος κλυτόν via tfyayov Άτρείδησιν επίρροθον’ ἣν δὲ καὶ άλλον ήρωος χρειώ τις εν Ἀργείοισι πέληται, οὐδ’ ὅγε χερσὶ τεήσιν έλεύσεται, ουδέ μεν άλλων Ἀργείων βουλή σ ιν, iya> δέ έ μοννος Αχαιών άζω μειλιχίοισι παραυδήσας επέεσσι 226
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With words discourteous wrangling stand we here ? Come, let us try in strife with brazen spears Who of us twain is best in murderous fight!
For silver-footed Thetis set in the midst This prize for prowess, not for pestilent words.
In folkmote may men have some use for words:
In pride of prowess I know me above tliee Γην,
And great Achilles’ lineage is mine own.”
He spake : with scornful glance and bitter speech Odysseus the resourceful chode with him : f<r Aias, unbridled tongue, why these vain words To me ? Thou hast called me pestilent, niddering, * And weakling: yet I boast me better far Than thou in wit and speech, which things increase The strength of men. Lo, how the craggy rock, Adamantine though it seem, the hewers of stone Amid the hills by wisdom underniine Full lightly, and by wisdom shipmen cross The thunderous-plunging sea, when mountain-high It surgeth, and by craft do hunters quell Strong lions, panthers, boars, yea, all the brood Of wild things. Furious-hearted bulls are tamed To bear the yoke-bands by device of men.
Yea, all things are by wit accomplished. Still It is the man who knoweth that excels The witless man alike in toils and counsels.
For my keen wit did Oeneus’ valiant son Choose me of all men with him to draw nigh To Hectors watchmen : yea, and mighty deeds We twain accomplished. I it was who brought To Atreus’ sons Peleides far-renowned,
Their battle-helper. Whensoe’er the host Needeth soifte other champion, not for the sake Of thine hands will be come, nor by the rede Of other Argives: of Achaeans I Alone will draw him with soft suasive words
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δῆριν ἐς αἰζηῶν* μέγα γὰρ κράτος ἀνδράσι μύθος CfLver ενφροσνντ) μεμεΧημενος· ἡνορέη δὲ άττρηκτος τελεθεί μἐγβθὁς τ’ εἰς οὐδὲν ἀεξει άνερος, εἰ μή οἱ πινυτὴ ἐπὶ μῆτις ἔπηται.	265
αντάρ ἐμοὶ καί κάρτος όμως καί μῆτιν οττασσαν αθάνατοί· τευζαν 8ε μἑγ’ ’Αργείοισιν ὄνειαρ. οὐδὲ μὲν ώς σύ μ’ ἔφησθα πάρος φ€νγοντα σάωσας 8η ίου ἐξ ἐνοπῆς· οὐ γὰρ φὑγον, ἀλλ’ άμα ττάντας Τρώας εττεσσυ μόνους μόνον ὑμπεδυν* οἱ δ’ ἐπέ-χυντο	270
ἀΧκῇ μαιμώω ντε?· ἐγὼ δ’ ὑπὸ κάρτεν ψειρών πολλών θύμον ἔλυσα· σὺ δ’ οὐκ αρ’ ἐτήτυμα βάζεις*
οὐ γὰρ ἔμοιγ εττάμυνας ἀνὰ μοθον άΧΧα σοι αὐτῷ εστης ἦρα φόρων, μή τίς νὑ σε δουρὶ δαμάσσῃ φevyovτ ἐκ πολεμοιο. νόας δ’ ἐς μόσσον ερυσσα οὔτι ττεριτρομεων Βηίων μόνος, ἀλλ’ ἵνα μῆχος αἰὲν ὅμ’ ΑτρείΒησιν ὑπὲρ ττοΧεμοιο φόρωμαι* καὶ σὺ μὲν ἔκτοσθε στησας νόας· αύτάρ ἔγωγε αυτόν άεικίσσας πληγῇς ὑπὸ λευγαλέῃσιν ἐς Τρώων πτολίεθρον όσήΧυθον, οφρα ττύθωμαι, ότπτόσα μητιόωνταν ὑπὲρ πολέμου aXeyeivov. οὐδὲ μὲνἝκτορος ἔγχος ἐδείδιον, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτὸς ἐν πρώτοις άνόρουσα μαχεσσασθαο μενεαίνων κείνω, οτ ήνορόη πίσυνος ιτροκαΧόσσατο ττάντας. νῦν δἐ σευ ἀμφ’ ἈχιΧῆι πολὺ πλἑονας κτάνον άνΒρας	285
Βν σ με νέων, εσάωσα ὃ’ ὁμῶς τεὐχεσσι θανόντα. ούΒε μεν εηχείην τρομέω σέθεν, ἀλλά με Xvypov εΧκος ετ ἀμφ’ όΒύνης ττερινίσσεται είνεκα τευχεων τῶνδ’ νττερουτηθεντα Βαικταμόνου τ Αχιλῆος* καὶ δ’ ἐμοὶ ώς Ἀχιλἣι πέλει Διὸς εξοχον αἷμα.” 290 ΛΟς ἄρ’ ἔφη* τον δ’ αὖθις άμείβετο καρτερός Αἴας·
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To where strong men are warring. Mighty power The tongue hath over men, when courtesy Inspires it. Valour is a deedless thing;
And bulk and big assemblage of a man Cometh to naught, by wisdom unattended.
But unto me the Immortals gave both strength And wisdom, and unto the Argive host Made me a blessing. Nor, as thou hast said,
Hast thou in time past saved me when m flight From foes. I never fled, but steadfastly Withstood the charge of all the Trojan host.
Furious the enemy came on like a flood But I by might of bands cut short the thread Of many lives. Herein thou sayest not true—
Me in the fray thou didst not shield nor save,
But for thine own life foughtest, lest a spear Should pierce thy back if thou shouldst turn to flee From war. My ships ?—I drew them up mid-line, Not dreading the battle-fury of any foe,
But to bring healing unto Atreus’ sons
Of war’s calamities : and thou didst set
Far from their help thy ships. Nay more, I seamed
With cruel stripes my body, and entered so
The Trojans’ burg, that I might learn of them
All their devisings for this troublous war.
Nor ever I dreaded Hector’s spear; myself Rose mid the foremost, eager for the fight,
When, prowess-confident, he defied us all.
Yea, in the fight around Achilles, I Slew foes far more than thou ; ’twas I who saved The dead king with this armour. Not a whit I dread thy spear now, but my grievous hurt With pain still vexeth me, the wound I gat In fighting for these arms and their slain lord.
In me as in Achilles is Zeus’ blood/’ a
He spake ; strong Aias answered him again.
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“ & Ὀδυσεῦ ΒοΧομήτα και άργαΧεώτατε παντων, ου νν σ ἐκβῖσ’ ἐνὁησα ττονενμενον, οὐδέ τις ἄλλος Ἀργείων, ὅτε Τρῶες Ἀχιλλἐὰ Βηωθέντα ὲλκέμβναι με νία ι νο ν ἐγὼ δ’ ὑπὸ δουρὶ καὶ ἀλκῇ 29ο τῶν μὲν ηοννατ εΧυσα κατ α μόθον, οὺς δ’ ἐφὁ-βησα
αἰὲν έττεσσνμενος* τοι δ’ άρ^αΧεως φοβεοντο χήνεσιν ἣ ηεράνοισιν ἐοικοτες, οἷς ἐποροὑσῃ αἰετὸς ἡιὁεν πεδίον κάτα βοσκομένοισιν* ὼς Τρώες πτώσσοντες ὑμὸν δόρυ καὶ θοὸν ὰορ 300 ’Ίλιον ἐς κατεΒυσαν άΧενάμενοι μέγα πῆμα. σοι δὲ καὶ εἰ τότε κάρτος ἐπήλυθεν, οὔτι μευ ἄγχι μάρναο δι/σμενεεσσιν, ἑκὰς δέ που ἦσθα καὶ αντος ἀμφ’ άΧΧησι φαΧα*γξο πονεύμενος, οὐ περὶ νεκρω αντίθεου ΆχιΧήος, ὅπου μάλα δῆρις ὸρώρει.” 305 ΛΩς φάτο· τὸν δ’ Ὀδυσἣος άμείβετο κερΒαΧέον
“ Αίαν, ἐγὼν οὐ σεῖο κακώτερος εΧττομαι είναι ον νο ον ονΒε βίην, εἰ καὶ μάλα φαίΒιμος ἐσσί* ἀλλὰ νὁῳ μὲν ἔχω γε πολὺ ττροφερέστερός εἰμι σεῖο μετ’ Ἀργείοισι, βίῃ δὲ τοι άμφήριστος	310
ἢ καὶ αγαν&τερος* τὺ δὲ που καὶ Τρῶες ϊσασιν, οἶ με μέγα τρομεουσι και ἣν ἀπάτερθεν ϊΒωνται. και ο αντος σαφα οιοας εμον μένος ήοε και άλλοι άμφι τταΧαισμοσνντ} ττοΧντειρει πολλὰ μογήσας, ὁππότε δὴ περὶ σῆμα Βαϊκταμενου ΤϊατροκΧοιο 315 Πηλείδης ἐρίθυμος ἀγακλυτὰ θήκεν άεθΧα.”
ΛΟς φάτο Ααερταο κΧυτος ττάις άντιθεοιο. και τότε Τρώιοι υἷες ἔριν Βικάσαντ ἀλεγεινὴν αἰζηῶν νίκην δὲ καὶ άμβροτα τενχεα Βώκαν Πάντες ομοφρονεοντες εντττόΧεμω Ὀδυσῆι*	320
τοῦ δ’ άμοτον ηηθησε νόος· στονάχησε δὲ Χάος, τταχνώθη δ’ Αϊαντος ευ' σθένος· αΐψα δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ 230
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“ Most cunning and most pestilent of men,
Nor I, nor any other Argive, saw
Thee toiling in that fray, when Trojans strove
Fiercely to hale away Achilles slain.
My might it was that with the spear unstrung The knees of some in fight, and others thrilled With panic as they pressed on ceaselessly.
Then fled they in dire straits, as geese or cranes
Flee from an eagle swooping as they feed
Along a grassy meadow ; so, in dread
The Trojans shrinking backward from my spear
And lightening sword, fled into Ilium
To ’scape destruction. If tby might came there
Ever at all, not anywhere nigh me
With foes thou foughtest: somewhere far aloot .
Mid other ranks thou toiledst, nowhere nigh Achilles, where the one great battle raged.”
He spake ; replied Odysseus the shrewd heart: u Alas, I hold myself no worse than thou In wit or might, how goodly in outward show Thou be soever. Nay, I am keener far Of wit than thou in all the Argives’ eyes.
In battle-prowess do I equal thee—
Haply surpass ; and this the Trojans know,
Who tremble when they see me from afar.
Aye, thou too know’st, and others know my strength By that hard struggle in the wrestling-match,
When Peleus’ son set glorious prizes forth Beside the barrow of Patroclus slain.”
So spake Laertes’ son the world-renowned.
Then on that strife disastrous of the strong The sons of Troy gave judgment. Victory And those immortal arms awarded they With one consent to Odysseus mighty in war.
Greatly his soul rejoiced; but one deep groan Brake from the Greeks. Then Aias’ noble might
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ἄτη ἀνιηρἡ περικάππεσε* πᾶν δέ οἱ εἴσω ἔζέσε φοίνιον αἷμα* χολὴ δ’ υπβρέβλυσεν αινη* ἦπατι δ’ eytcar € μικτό* περὶ κραδίην δ’ ἀλεγεινὸν 325 ἷξεν ἄχος, καὶ δριμὺ δι’ ἐγκβφάλοιο θεμέθλων ἐσσὑμενον μήνιγγας ἄδην ἀμφήλυθεν ἄλγος, σὺν δ’ ἔχεεν νὁον ἀνδρὁς* ἐπὶ χθονι δ’ ὄμματα πήξας
ἔστη άκινητφ έναλίγκιος* άμφι δ’ ίταΐροι ἀγνὑμενοί μιν ἄγεσκον ἐύπρώρους ἐπὶ νῆας	330
πολλὰ παρη<γορέοντ€ς* ὁ δ’ υστατίην πόσιν οιμον ἡιεν οὐκ έθέλων σχεδὁθεν δὲ οἱ ἔσπετο Μοῖραι Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ κατὰ νἣας ἔβαν καὶ ἀπείρονα πόντον,
Ἀργεῖοι Βόρποιο μεμαὁτες ἡδὲ καὶ ύπνου, καὶ τὁτ’ ἔσω μεγάλοιο ©ἔτις κατεδὑσατο πόντου· 33S σὺν δέ οἱ άλλαι ϊσαν Νηρηίδες· ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρα σφι νηγετο κήτβα πολλά, τά τε τρέφει αλμυρόν οἶδμα.
Αἱ δὲ μέγα σκνζοντο Προμηθἐι μητιὁεντι μνώμβναι, ὼς κείνοιο θεοπροπίτ}σι Κρονίων δώκε Θέτιν Πηλῆι καὶ οὐκ εθ έλουσαν άγεσθαι.	340
Κυμοθόη δ’ ἐν τῇσι μέγ’ άσχαλόωσ αηόρευεν*
“ ὼ Πόποι, ώς ὅ γε λυγρὸς hr αξία πήμαθ’ ύπέτλη Βεσμψ ἐν άρρήκτψ, ore οι μἐγας αἰβτὺς ἧπαρ κεῖρεν ἀεξὁμενον κατὰ νηδύος ἔνδοθι Βυνών”
ΛΩς φάτο Κυμοθόη κυανοπλοκάμοις ἁλιῃσιν. 345 ἡέλιος δ’ ἀπόρουσεν, ἐττεσκιόωντο δ’ ἀλωαὶ νυκπὸς ἐπεσσυμἐνης, ἐπεκίδνατο δ’ ουρανόν άστρα. Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἐπὶ νηυσϊ τανυπρώροισιν ϊαυον υπνω υπ άμβροσίφ ΒεΒμημένοι ἡδὲ καὶ οἴνῳ ἡδει, τὸν Κρήτηθε παρ’ Ίδομενηο? άηαυού	350
ναυται υπέρ πόντο ω πολυκλύστοιο φέρεσκον.
Αἴας δ’ Ἀργείοισι χολούμένος οὔτ’ ἄρα Βόρπου μνησατ ἐνὶ κλισίτ) μελιηδἑος, Οὕτε μιν ύπνος 232
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Stood frozen stiff; and suddenly fell on him Dark wilderment; all blood within his frame Boiled, and his gall swelled, bursting forth in flood. Against his liver heaved his bowels; his heart With anguished pangs was thrilled; fierce stabbing throes
Shot through the filmy veil ’twixt bone and brain ; And, darkness and confusion wrapped his mind.
With fixed eyes staring on the ground he stood Still as a statue. Then his sorrowing friends Closed round him, led him to the shapely ships,
Aye murmuring consolations. Bat his feet Trod for the last time, with reluctant steps,
That path; and hard behind him followed Doom.
# When to the ships beside the boundless sea The Argives, faint for supper and for sleep,
Had passed, into the great deep Thetis plunged,
And all the Nereids with her. Round them swam Sea-monsters inany, children of the brine.
Against the wise Prometheus bitter-wroth The Sea-inaids were, remembering how that Zeus, Moved by his prophecies, unto Peleus gave Thetis to wife, a most unwilling bride.
Then cried in wrath to these Cymothoe :
" O that the pestilent prophet had endured All pangs lie merited, when, deep-burrowing,
The eagle tare his liver aye renewed ! ”
So to the dark-haired Sea-maids cried the Nymph. Then sank the sun: the onrush of the night Shadowed the fields, the heavens were star-bestrewn ; And by the long-prowed ships the Argives slept By ambrosial sleep o’ennastered, and by wine The which from proud Idomeneus’ realm of Crete : The shipment bare o’er foaming leagues of sea.
But Aias, wroth against the Argive men,
Would none of meat or drink, nor clasped him round
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ἄμφεχεν, ἀλλ’ ὅ y εοῖσιν ἐν ἔντεσι δύσατο θύων εἴλετο δὲ ξίφος ὸξν, και ασττβτα ττορφύρβσκαν, 355 ἣ ο y iv lit ρήση νῆας καὶ πάντας οΧέαστ)
Ἀργείουν, ἣ μοννον ὑπὸ ξιώρι στονὁεντι δῃώσῃ μελεϊστὶ θοῶς ΒοΧόεντ Ὀδυσἣα. καὶ τὰ μὲν ὼς ὦρμαινε, τὰ δ^ τάχα ττάντ ἐτἐλεσ-σεν,
εἰ μή οἱ Τριτωνὶς ἀάσχετον ομβαΧβ λύσσαν 3t>0 κήδετο 7ἀγ φρεσὶν ἦσι ττόΧντΧητον Ὀδυσῆος ίμῶν μνωομένη, τα οι ἔμπεδα κεῖνος ὰρεξε· τοννοκα δὴ μεγάλοιο μένος Τέλαμωνιάδαο τρέψβν ἀπ’ Ἀργείων. ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ἦιε XaiXam ἶσος ^ σμερδαλἐχ στυγερῇσι καταιγίσι βεβριθνίρ,	3(55
ἦ τε φὲρει ναὑτῃσι κέρας κρυεροῖο φόβοω,
Πληϊὰς εὐτ’ ἀκάμαντος ἐς ωκεανοίο ρέεθρα δὑεθ’ ὐποπτώσσουσα περικλυπὸν Ὀρίωνα, ἡἐρα συyκXovέoυσa> μέμηνε δὲ χείματι πόντος* τῇ εἰκὼς οϊμησεν, ἔπῃ μιν γυῖα φέρεσκον.	370
πάντη δ1 άμφιθέεακεν civatMi θηρϊ εοικώς, ος τε βαθυσκοιτέΧοΰο διέσσυται ay/cea βησσης άφρίόων yεvvεσσt καὶ akyea πολλὰ μενουνων ἣ κυσίν ἣ άyρότacςs οἴ οἱ τέκνα Β^ώσωνται. άντρων εξερνααντες, ὁ δ’ άμφϊ ηέννσσι βεβρνχώς, 375 εἴ που ἔτ’ ἐν ξυλὁχοισιν ἴδοι θυμήρεα τέκνα* τῷ δ’ εἴ τις κὑρσειε μεμηνότα θύμον εχοντι, αυτόν οι βιότοιο Xvypov ττεριτέΧΧεται ἦμαρ· ὼς ὅ γ άμείΧιχα θῦνε, μέΧαν δὲ οἷ ἔξεεν ἦτορ, εὖτε Χέβης άΧίαστον ἐπ’ ἐσχάρη ^Ηφαίστοιο 380 ροιβΒηΒον μαίνηται ντταϊ πυρὸς αίθομένοιο, γάστρην ἀμφὶς άττασαν ὅτε ξύλα πολλὰ θέρηται, ἐννεσίῃς δρηστἣρος ἐπειγομἐνου ἐνὶ θνμω, εύτραφέος σιάλοιο περὶ τρίχας ως κεν άμέρστ)·
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The arms of sleep. In fury he donned his mail,
He clutched Ins sword, thinking unspeakable thoughts;
For now he thought to set the ships aflame,
And slaughter all the Argives, now, to hew With sudden onslaught of his terrible sword Guileful Odysseus limb from limb. Such things He purposed—nay, had soon accomplished all,
Had Pallas not with madness smitten him;
For over Odysseus, strong to endure, her heart Yearned, as she called to mind the sacrifices Offered to her of him continually.
Therefore she turned aside from Argive men The might of Aias. As a terrible storm,
Whose wings are laden with dread hurricane-blasts, Cometh with portents of heart-numbing fear To shipmen, when the Pleiads, fleeing adread From glorious Orion, plunge beneath The stream of tireless Ocean, when the air Is turmoil, and the sea is mad with storm ;
So rushed he, whithersoe’er his feet might bear.
This way and that he ran, like some fierce beast Which darteth down a rock-walled glen’s ravines With foaming jaws, and murderous intent Against the hounds and huntsmen, who have torn Out of the cave her cubs, and slain: she runs This way and that, and roars, if mid the brakes Haply she yet may see the dear ones lost;
Whom if a inan meet in that maddened mood. Straightway his darkest of all days hath dawned ;
So ruthless-raving rushed he ; blackly boiled His heart, as caldron on the Fire-god’s hearth Maddens with ceaseless hissing o’er the flames From blazing billets coiling round its sides,
At bidding of the toiler eager-souled To singe the bristles of a huge-fed boar ;
235
Quintus smyrnaeus
ὼς τοῦ ὑπὸ στἑρνοισι πελώριος ἔζεε θυμὸς.	385
μαίνετο δ’ ἡὐτε πόντος ἀπείριτος ἡὲ θύελλα ἣ πυρὸς άκαμάτοιο θ ο ον μένος, εὖτ’ ἀλίαστον μαίνεται κατ 6pea φ ϊ βίη μεγάλου άνέμοιο, ττίπτῃ δ’ αίθομένη πυρὶ πάντοθεν ἄσπετος ὕλη· ως Αἴσς οδυν,ησι ττετταρμένος οβριμον ἦτορ	390
μαίνετο λευγαλέὼς* άπλετος δὲ οί ἔρρεεν ἀφρὸς ἐκ στόματος, βρνχη Se περὶ γναθμοϊσιν ορώρει* τεὐχεα δ’ ἀμφ’ ωμοισιν ἐπέβραχε. τοὶ δ' όροωντες Πάντες ὁμῶς ἐνὺς ἀνδρὸς νττοτρομέεσκον ομοκΧην.
Καὶ πότ’ ἀπ’ Ὠκεανοῖο κίε χρυσήνιος Ἠώς* 305 Τπνος δ’ ονρανον ευρνν άνήιεν εϊκεΧος ανρη,
"ΈΙργι δὲ ξνμβΧητο ν eo ν ττ ρος ’Όλυμπον Ιού α ρ Τηθύος ἐξ ἱερῆς, ὅθι που ττροτέρη μὁλεν ήοι. ἡ δὲ Ι κύσσεν εΧουσ ὅτι οἱ πὲλε γαμβρός ἀμύμων, ἐξ οὖ οἱ Κρονίωνα κατεύνασεν εν Χεχέεσσιν	400
Τδης ἀμφὶ κάρηνα γρΧούμενον ’Αργείοισιν αϊψα δ’ ἄρ’ ἡ μὲν ἔβη Ζηνὸς δὑμον, ος δ’ ἐπὶ Χέκτρα
Πασιθέης οἴμησεν άνέγρετο δ’ εθνεα φωτῶν.
Αἴας δ’ άκαμάτω ἐναλίγκιος Ὀρίωνι
φοίτα ἐνὶ στέρνοισιν ἔχων οΧοοφρονα Χνσσαν 405
ἐν δ’ εθορεν μήλοισι, λἐων ὼς οβριμοθνμος
Χιμφ νττ άργαΧέω SeSμη μένος άγριον ητορ*
καί τα μεν εν κονίησιν έττασσύτερ άΧΧοθεν άΧΧα
κάββαΧεν, ηύτε φνΧΧα μένος κρατεροΰ Βορἐὰο
χεύῃ, ὅτ’ άνομένου θέρεος μετά χεΐμα. τράττηται* 410
ὼς Αίας μήΧσισι μἐγ άσχαΧοων ένορονσεν
εΧττόμένος Ααναοΐσι κακάς ἐπὶ κήρας ΙάΧΧειν.
Και τότε δὴ Μεζώλαος άΒεΧφεψ άγχι παραστὰς κρύβδ’ ἄλλων Ααναών τοῖον ποτὶ μύθον εειττε*
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So was his great heart boiling in his breast.
Like a wild sea he raved, like tempest-blast,
Like the winged might of tireless flame amidst The mountains maddened by a mighty wind,
When the wide-blazing forest crumbles down In fervent heat. So Alas, his fierce heart With agony stabbed, in maddened misery raved. Foam frothed about his lips; a beast-like roar Howled from his throat. About his shoulders clashed
His armour. They which saw him trembled, all Cowed by the fearful shout of that one inan.
From Ocean then uprose Dawn golden-reined : Like a soft wind tipfloated Sleep to heaven,
And there met Hera, even then returned To Olympus back from Tethys, unto whom But yester-mom she went. She clasped him round, And kissed him, who had been her marriage-kin Since at her prayer on Ida’s crest he had lulled To sleep Cronion, when his anger burned Against the Argives. Straightway Hera passed To Zeus’s mansion, and Sleep swiftly flew To Pasithea’s couch. From slumber woke All nations of the earth. But Aias, like Orion the invincible, prowled on,
Still bearing inurderous madness in his heart.
He rushed upon the sheep, like lion fierce Whose savage heart is stung with hunger-pangs. Here, there, he smote them, laid them dead in dust Thick as the leaves which the strong North-wind’s might
Strews, when the waning year to winter turns ;
So on the sheep in fury Aias fell,
Deeming he dealt to Danaans evil doom.
Then to his brother Menelaus caine,
And spake, but not in bearing of the rest:
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fC σήμερον η τάχα ττάσιν οΚεθριον εσσεται ἦμαρ 415
Αϊαντος μεγάλοιο περὶ φρεσὶ μαινομὲνοιο,
ος τάχα νῆας ἐνιπρήσει, κτανεει δὲ καὶ ημεας
πάντας ἐνὶ κλισίῃσι κοτεσσάμενος περὶ τευχέω ν.
ώς ὄφελον μὴ τῶνδε Θέτις πόρι δῆριν εθηκε,
μηδ’ ἄρα Ααερταο παῖς μὲγ’ άμείνονι φωτϊ	420
ἔτλη Βηριάασθαι εναντίον άφρονι θυμῷ.
νῦν ὃ6 μἐγ άασάμεσθα, κακός Bi τις ητταφε Βαίμων
ερκος yap ττοΧεμοιο ΒεΒονττότος ΑίακίΒαο
μοννον ἔτ’ ἦν Αϊαντος ευ σθένος' ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ τὸν
ἡμῖν εξοΧεσονσι θεοὶ κακὰ νῶϊν άγοντες,	425
ὦς κεν πάιτε? άϊστον άναττΧήσωμεν όλεθρόν.”
Ὄ9 φάμενον ττροσεεπτεν ευ μμεΧίης Άyaμέμvωv^
“ μη νῦν, ώ Μενἐλαε, μέγ’ άχνν μένος περὶ θυμῷ σκύζεο μητιὁεντι ΚεφαΧΧηνων βασιΧηι· οὐ 7ἀγ ἀ γ’ ἀετίός ἐστιν, ἐπεὶ μάλα ττοΧΧάκις ἡμῖν 430 γίνεται εσθΧον ὄνειαρ, ἄχος δ’ ἄρα Βυσμενέεσσιν” *Ὀ9 οἱ μὲν Δαναών άκαχήμενοι r/yopocovro. μηΧονόμοι δ’ ἀπάνευθε παρὰ Βάνθοιο ρεέθροις τττωσσον ὑπὸ μνρίκησιν ἀλευάμενοι βαρὺ πῆμα· ώς δ’ ὅταν alerov ώκνν νττοτττώσσωσι Xaymol 435 θάμνοις ἐν λασίοισιν, ὁ δ’ iyyvOev οξυ κεκXηya)ς ττωτάτ ένθα και 'ένθα τανυσσάμενος πτερύγεσσιν* ὼς οἶ γ’ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλο? υττετρεσαν οβριμον ἄνδρα, όψὲ δ’ ὅ γ’ άρνειοϊο κατακταμενου σχεΒον εστη, καί ρ’ οΧοον γεΧάσας τοῖον ποτὶ μῦθον ἔειπε· 440 “ κεῖσὁ νυν iv κονίησι, κννών βόσις ἡδ’ οιωνών ου yap σ οὐδ’ ΆχιΧηος ἐρὑσσατο κνΒιμα τεύχη,
&ν ενεκ αφραΒέων μἐγ’ άμείνονι Βηριάασκες· κεισο, κνον* σὲ γὰρ οὔτι yoησετaι άμφπτεσονσα 233
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“ This day shall surely be a ruinous day For all, since Aias thus is sense-distraught.
It may be be will set the ships aflame,
And slay us all ainidst our tents, in wrath
For those lost amis. Would God that Thetis ne’er
Had set them for the prize of rivalry !
Would God Laertes’ son had not presumed In folly of soul to strive with a better man!
Fools were we all; and some malignant God Beguiled us ; for the one great war-defence Left us, since Aeacus’ son in battle fell,
Was Aias’ mighty strength. And now the Gods Will to our loss destroy him, bringing bane On thee and me, that all we may fill up The cup of doom, and pass to no thingness/’
He spake; replied Agamemnon, lord of spears : α Now nay, Menelaus, though thine heart he wrung, Be thou not wroth with the resourceful king Of Cephallenian folk, but with the Gods Who plot our ruin. Blame not him, who oft Hath been our blessing and our enemies’ curse.”
So heavy-hearted spake the Danaan kings.
But by the streams of Xanthus far away ’Neath tamarisks shepherds cowered to hide from death,
As when from a swift eagle cower hares
’Neath tangled copses, when with sharp fierce scream
This way and that with wings wide-shadowing .
He wheeleth very nigh; so they here, there,
Quailed from the presence of that furious inan.
At last above a slaughtered ram he stood,
And with a deadly laugh he cried to it :
“ Lie there in dust; be meat for dogs and kites! Achilles’ glorious arms have saved not thee,
For which thy folly strove with a better inan !
Lie there, thou cur! No wife shall fall on thee,
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κουριδίη μετὰ παιδὺς ἀάσχετον άσχαΧοωσα, ον τοκέες* τοῖς οὔτι μετίσσβαι εΧΒομένοιαι γήραος ἐσθλὺν ονβιαρ, ἐπεί νύ σε τήλ’ ἀπὺ πάτρης οίωνοί τε κύνες τε δεδουπότα δαρΒάψονσιν”
ΛΟς ἄρ’ ἔφη δοΛὁεντα μετὰ κταμένοις Ὀδυσῆα κεισθαι ὸίομενος μεμορυγμἑνον αι ραπ πολλῷ* καὶ τότε οἱ Τριτωνὶς ἀπὸ φρενος ἡδὲ καὶ 8σσων ἐσκέδασεν Μανίην βΧοσυρην πνείουσαν όλεθρόν ἡ δὲ θοῶς ικανέ ητοτϊ Στύγος αἰπὰ ρέεθρα, ὐχι θοαὶ ναίουσιν Ἐριννύες, αἵ τε βροτοισιν αἰὲν νττερφιάΧοισι κακας ἐφιᾶσιν ανίας.
Αἴας δ\ ώς ἴδε μῆλα κατὰ χθονὸς άστταίροντα, θάμβεεν ἐν φ peal πάμπαν* οίσατο yap Sokov είναι ἐκ μακάρων’ πάντεσσι δ’ νττεκΧάσθη μεΧέεσσι βλήμενος dXyeai θύμον ἀρήιον* οὐδ’ ἄρα πράσσω ἔσθενεν άσχαΧόων έττιβήμεναι οντ dp οττίσσω, άΧΧ9 ἔστη σκοπιῇ ἐναλὐχκιος, ἦ τ’ ἐν ο pea σ ι ττασάων μάλα πολλὸν ὐπερτάτη ερρίζωται. ἀλλ’ ὅτε οἷ πάλι θυμός ivl στήθεσσι ν ἀγἐρθη, Xvypov ἀνεστονἀγησεν, ἔπος δ’ οΧοφνρετο τοΐον “ω μοι ἐγώ, τί νυ τοσσον αττεχθομαι άθανά-τοισιν;
οι με φρενας βΧάψαντο, κακήν δ’ ἐπὶ Χνσσαν εθεντο,
μηΧα κατακτεΐναι, τά μοι οὐκ ἔσαν αίτια θύμον. ως ὄφελον τίσασθαι Ὀδυσσἑος dpycCkeov κήρ χεραϊν ἐμἧς, ἐπεὶ ἦ με κακῇ περικάββαΧεν arrf Xvypbς ἐὼν μάΧα πάγχυ' ττάθοι ye μεν akyea θνμω,
οπ-πόσα μητιόωνται Ἐριννύες άνθρώποισιν ὰργαλἐοις’ δοῖβν δὲ καὶ αΧΧοις Ἀργείοισιν νσμίνας οΧοας και ττενθεα Satcpvoevra, αύτω τ’ Ἀτρείδῃ ’Αγαμέμνονι* μηδ’ ὅ γ’ ἀπήμων ἔλθοι ἐὸν ποτὶ δώμα ΧιΧαιόμενος περ ίκεσθαι.
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And clasp, and wail thee and her fatherless child, Nor shalt thou greet thy parents' longing eyes,
The staff of their old age ! Far from thy land Thy carrion dogs and vultures shall devour! ”
So cried lie, thinking that amidst the slain Odysseus lay blood-boltered at his feet.
But in that moment from his mind and eyes Athena tore away the nightmare-fiend Of Madness havoc-breathing, and it passed Thence swiftly to the rock-walled river Styx Where dwell the winged Erinnyes, they which still Visit with torments overweening men.
Then Aias saw those sheep upon the earth Gasping in death ; and sore amazed he stood,
For he divined that by the Blessed Ones His senses had been cheated. All his limbs Failed under him ; bis soul was anguished-thrilled: He could not in his horror take one step Forward nor backward. Like some towering rock Fast-rooted mid the mountains, there he stood.
But when the wild rout of his thoughts had rallied, He groaned in misery, and in anguish wailed:
“ Ah me ! why do the Gods abhor me so ?
They have wrecked my mind, have with fell madness filled,
Making me slaughter all these innocent sheep ! Would God that on Odysseus’ pestilent heart Mine hands had so avenged me ! Miscreant, he Brought on me a fell curse! O may his soul Suffer all torments that the Avenging Fiends Devise for villains ! On all other Greeks May they bring murderous battle, woeful griefs,
And chiefly on Agamemnon, Atreus’ son!
Not scatheless to the home may he return So long desired ! But why should I consort,
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ἀλλὰ τί μοι cTTVjepoLcrL· μετὑμμεναι εσθλον εοντα; ερρετω Ἀργείων ὀλοὸς στρατὸς· ερρετω αιών άσχετος' ον yap ἔτ’ ἐσθλὸς ἔχει yep ας, ἀλλὰ χερείων
τιμήεις τε πόλει καὶ φίλτερος* ἦ γὰρ Ὀδυσσεὺς τίετ εν ’Αpyeiocaiv, ἐμεῦ δ’ ἐπὶ πάγχυ λάθοντο epyodv θ\ οτΓΊτόσ ερεξα καί ἔτλην εϊνεκα Χαών.” ‘Ὠς είττων παῖς ἐσθλὸς εύσθενέος Τελαμῶνος Έκτόρεον ξίφος ὧσε δὁ ανχένος' ἐκ δὲ οἱ αίμα εσσύμενον κεΧάρυζεν* ὁ δ’ ἐν κονίησι ταννσθη Τυφὼν ὦς, τὸν Ζηνος ένεπρήσαντο κεραυνοί* ἀμφὶ δὲ γαῖα μςΧαινα μέya στονάχησε πεσὁντος.
Καὶ τότε δὴ Ααναοϊ κίον αθροοι, ώς εσίΒοντο κείμενον εν κονίησϊ πάρος δέ οἱ οὔτις ϊκανεν eyγυς, ἐπεὶ μάλα πάντας ἔχεν δέος είσορόωντας. αίψα δ’ ἄρα κταμένφ ττερικάτπτεσον' ἀμφὶ δὲ κρατα
ττρηνέες εκχνμενοι κονιν ἄσπετον άμφεγεοντο, καί σφιν οΒνρομένων γόος αιθέρα δῖον ϊκανεν· ως δ’ ὅταν είροττόκων οίων ἄπο νήττια τέκνα ανέρες εξεΧάσωσιν, ἵνα σφίσι Βαίτα κάμωνται, αι δὲ μίγα σκαίρονσι Βιηνεκέως μεμακυϊαι μητέρες εκ τεκέων σηκούς ττέρι χηρωθεντας* ως οΐ y ἀμφ’ Α ϊαντα μέγα στένον η ματ ι κείνω πανσυδίῃ* μἐγα δέ σφιν εττέβραχε Βάσκιος ’Ίδη καὶ πεδίον καὶ νῆες αττειρεσίη τε θάΧασσα.
Τεῦκρος δ’ ἀμφ’ αὐτῷ μάλα μηΒετο κηρας ἐπισπεῖν
άpyaXέaςm τον δ’ αΧΧοι άττο ζίφεος μεyάΧοιο elpyov. ὁ δ’ άσχαΧόων περικάππεσε τεθνειώτι Βάκρυα πολλὰ %ίωυ άΒινώτερα νηττιάχοιο, ος τε παρ’ εσχαρεώνι τέφρην ττεριειμένος ωμοις κακ κεφαΧής μάλα πάμπαν οΒύρεται ορφανον ημαρ 242
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ϊ, a brave man, with the abominable ?
Perish the Argive host, perish my life,
Now unendurable ! The brave no m<5re Hath liis due guerdon, but the baser sort Are honoured most and loved, as this Odysseus Hath worship mid the Greeks: but utterly Have they forgotten me and all iny deeds,
All that I wrought and sutfered in their cause.”
So spake the brave son of strong Telamon,
Then thrust the sword of Hector through his throat. Forth rushed the blood in torrent: in the dust Outstretched he lay, like Typbon, when the bolts Of Zeus had blasted him. Around him groaned The dark earth as he fell upon her breast.
Then thronging came the Danaans, when they saw Low laid in dust the hero; but ere then None dared draw nigh him, but in deadly fear They watched him from afar. Now hasted they And flung themselves upon the dead, outstretched Upon their faces : on their heads they cast Dust, and their wailing went up to the sky.
As when men drive away the tender lambs Out of the fleecy flock, to feast thereon,
And round the desolate pens the mothers leap Ceaselessly bleating, so o’er Aias rang That day a very great and bitter cry.
Wild echoes pealed from Ida forest-palled,
And from the plain, the ships, the boundless sea.
Then Teucer clasping him was minded too To rush on bitter doom : howbeit the rest Held from the sword his hand. Anguished he fell Upon the dead, outpouring many a tear More comfortlessly than the orphan babe That wails beside the hearth, with ashes strewn On head and shoulders, wails bereavement’s day That brings death to the mother who hath nursed
R
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μητρος άποφθιμένης, ἦ μιν τρέφε νήιδα πατρὸς* ὼς ὅ γε κωκνεσκε κασιγνήτοιο Βαμέντος ερπνξων περὶ νεκρόν, ἔπος δ’ όΧοφύρετο τοῖον*
“ Αἷαν καρτεροθνμε, τί ή νύ τοι ἐβλάβετ’1 ἦτορ οἷ αὐτῷ στονόεντα φόνον καί πῆμα βαΧέσθαι; 510 ἦ ἵνα Τρώιοι υἷες όιζνος άμπνενσωσιν,
Ἀργείους δ’ ὸλέσωσι σέθεν κταμένοιο κιὸντες; οὐ γὰρ τοῖσδ’ ἔτι θάρσος ο οτ ον πάρος όΧΧνμένοισιν ἔσσεται ἐν ποΧέμω' συ yap επΧεο πηματος ἄλκαρ* οὐδ’ ἔτ’ ἐμοὶ νόστοιο τίλος σἐο δεῦρο θανόντος 515 άνΒάνει, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτὸς ἐέλδομαι ἐνθάδ’ όΧέσθαι, ὄφρα με συν σοι γαῖα φερέσβιος άμφικαΧνπττ}* ον yap μαι τοκέων τόσσον μέΧει} εἴ που ἔτ’ εἰσι ν, εἴ που ἔτ’ άμφινέμονται ἔτι ζωοὶ ΧαΧαμΐνα, οσσον σεΐο θανὸντος, ἐπεὶ σύ μοι επΧεο κῦδος.” 520 Ἠ ρα μίγα στενάχω ν ἐπὶ δ’ ἔστενε δῖα Τἐκ-μησσα
Αϊαντ ος παράκοιτις αμύμόνος, ηνπερ i ον σ αν Χηιδίην σφετέρην άΧο'χον θετό, καί μιν Άνασσαν πάντων εμμεν ετενξεν, όσων ἀνὰ δῶμα γυναῖκες εΒνωταϊ μεΒέονσι παρ άνΒράσι κονριΒίοισιν 525 ἡ δὲ οι άκαμάτΊβσιν υπ’ ἀγκοίνη σι Βαμεισα Eνρνσάκην τέκεθ’ υ/ον έοικότα πάντα τοκήι* ἀλΛ’ ὁ μὲν οὐν ἔτι τυτθὸς ἐνὶ Χεχέεσσι ΧέΧειπτο' ἡ δὲ μίγα στενά'χονσα φιλώ περικάππεσε νεκρφ ἐντυπὰς ἐν κονίησι καλὸν Βέμας αίσχννονσα·	530
καί ρ’ όΧοφνΒνον αν σε μέγ’ αχννμενη κέαρ ἔνδον*
“ ὦ μοι ἐγὼ δύστηνος, ἐπεὶ θάνες, οὔτι ΒαϊχθεΙς Βνσμενεων παλάμῃσιν ἀνὰ μάθον, ἀλλὰ σοι αὐτῷ· τῷ μοι πένθος αΧαστον ἐποἐχεται· οὐ γὰρ έώΧπειν σεῖο καταφθιμένοιο ποΧνστονον ἦμαρ ΙΒέσθαι 535 1 Zimmerinann, for ϊβλαβεν of ν.
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The fatherless child; so wailed he, ever wailed His great death-stricken brother, creeping slow Around the corpse, and uttering his lament:
“ O Aias, mighty-souled, why was thine heart Distraught, that thou shouldst deal unto thyself Murdfcr and bale ? Ah, was it that the sons Of Troy might win a breathing-space from woes, Might come and slay the Greeks, now thou art not ? From these shall all the olden courage fail When fast they fall in fight. Their shield from harm Is broken now! For me, I have no will To see mine home again, now thou art dead.
Nay, but I long here also now to die,
That so the earth may shroud me—me and thee I Not for my parents so much do I care,
If haply yet they live, if haply jet
Spared from the grave, in Salamis they dwell,
As for thee, O iny glory and my crown I ”
So cried he groaning sore ; with answering moan Queenly Tecinessa wailed, the princess-bride Of noble Aias, captive of his spear,
Yet ta’en by him to wife, and household-queen O’er all bis substance, even all that wives Won with a bride-price rule for wedded lords. Clasped in his mighty arms, she bare to him A son Eurysaces, in all things like Unto his father, far as babe might be Yet cradled in his tent. With bitter moan Fell she on that dear corpse, all her fair form Close-shrouded in her veil, and dust-defiled,
And from her anguished heart cried piteously:
" Alas for me, for me—now thou art dead,
Not by the hands of foes in fight struck down,
But by thine own! On me is coine a grief Ever-abiding ί Never had I looked
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ἐν Τpoirp τὰ δὲ πάντα κακοί διὰ Κἣρβς ἔχευαν* ὦς μ’ ὄφελον τὺ πάροιθε περὶ τραφερὴ χάνε γαῖα, πρὶν σέο πότμον ἰδέσθαι άμείΧιχον οὐ γὰρ ἔμοιγε ἄλλο χερειοτερον ποτ’ ἐσήλυθεν ἐς φρένα πῆμα, οὐδ’ ὅτε με πρώτιστον εμής ἀποτηλόθι πάτρης 540 καὶ τοκέων είρνσσας άμ άΧΧης ληιάδεσσι πὁΧΧ’ ὸλοφυρομἐνην, ἐπεὶ ἦ νὑ με τὺ πρὶν άνασσαν αίδοίην περ εονσαν ἐπήιε ΒονΧιον $)μαρ* ἀλλά μοι Οὕτε πάτρης θνμηδέος οὔτε τοκηων μέμβΧεται θίγόμενων, ὁπόσον σἐο Βηωθέντος,	545
οννεκά μοι ΒειΧη θ υ μη pea πάντα μενοίνας, καί ρα μ εθηκας άκοιτιν ομόφρονα, καί ρα μ ἔφησθα
τενξειν αυτίκ άνασσαν ενκτιμενης Χα,Χαμΐνος νοστησας Τροίηθε* τὰ δ’ οὐ θεὺς· ἄμμι τέΧεσσεν* ἀλλὰ σὺ μὲν μοι ἄϊστος άποίχεαι, ουδέ νν σοι
περ	550
μέμβΧετ ἐμεῦ καὶ παιδὁς, ος οὐ πατρι τέρψεται ἦτορ,
οὐ σἐο κοιρανίης έπιβησεται, ἀλλά μιν ἄλλοι δμῶα Xvypov τεύξονσιν, ἐπεὶ πατρὸς οὐκέτ’ ἐὸντος νηπίαχοι κομέονται υπ* ἄνδρεσσιν μάλα ποΧΧον χειροτέρου oXofj γὰρ υπ’ ορφανίη βαρύς αιών 555 παισὶ πόΧει, καὶ πη ματ ἐπ’ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλα χέονται. καὶ δέ με δειΧαίην τάχα δούΧιον ΐξεται ημαρ οίχομένον σέο πρόσθεν, ο μοι θεὺς ὼς ἐτέτυξο.”
ΛΩς φαμένην προσέειπε φίΧα φρονέων ’Αγαμέμνων
iC ὦ γύναι, οὕ·νύ σέ τις δμωην ποτε θησεται άΧΧος 560 Τεύκρου ἔτι ζώ οντος άμν μόνος ἡδ’ ἐμεῦ αὐτοῦ· ἀλλά σε τίσομεν αἰὲν άπειρεσίοις yepaeaai, τίσομεν ώστε θεήν, καὶ σὸν τέκος} ως ετ εόντος αντίθεου Κϊαντος, ὺς επΧετο κάρτος ’Αχαιών. αἴθ’ οφεΧον μηδ* άΧγος Άχαιίδα θήκατο πάσῃ 565 246
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To see thy woeful death-day here by Troy.
Ah, visions shattered by rude hands of Fate !
Oh that the earth had yawned wide for my grave Ere I beheld thy bitter doom ! On me No sharper, more heart-piercing pang hath come— No, not when first from fatherland afar And parents thou didst bear me, wailing sore Mid other captives, when the day of bondage Had come on me, a princess theretofore.
Not for that dear lost home so much I grieve,
Nor for my parents dead, as now for thee:
For all thine heart was kindness unto me The hapless, and thou madest me thy wife,
One soul with thee; yea, and thou promisedst To throne me queen of fair-towered Salamis,
When home we won from Troy. The Gods denied Accomplishment thereof. And thou hast passed Unto the Unseen Land: thou hast forgot Me and thy child, who never shall inake glad His father’s heart, shall never mount thy throne. But him shall strangers make a wretched thrall:
For when the father is no more, the babe Is ward of meaner inert. A weary life The orphan knows, and suffering cometh in From every side upon him like a flood.
To me too thraldom’s day shall doubtless come,
Now thou hast died, who wast my god on earth.” Then in all kindness Agamemnon spake :
“ Princess, no man on earth shall inake thee thrall, While Teucer liveth yet, while yet I live.
Thou shalt have worship of us evermore And honour as a Goddess, with thy son,
As though yet living were that godlike man,
Aias, who was the Achaeans’ chiefest strength.
Ah that he had not laid this load of grief On all, in dying by his own right hand!
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αὐτὸς ὲῇ ὑπὸ χειρὶ δαμείς* οὐ γάρ μιν ἀπείρων Βυσμενεων σθἐνε λαὸς υπ’ Ἀρει δηώσασθαι.”
ΛΩς ἔφατ’ ἀγνὑμενος κέαρ ἔνδοθεν· ἀμφὶ δὲ λαοὶ οϊκτρον αν εστον άχησαν, επίαχε δ’ ἙλΧήσποντος μυρομένων, ὸλοὴ δὲ περὶ σφίσι πἐπτατ’ ἀνίη. 570 καὶ δ’ αὐτὸν λ,αβε πὲνθος Ὀδυσσέα μητιὁεντα κείνον άποκταμενοιο, καί άχννμενος κατὰ θύμον τοῖον ἔπος μετέειπεν άκηχεμένοισιν Ἀχαιοῖς·
“ ὦ φίλοι, ώς οὔπω τι κακώτερον ἄλλο χόΧοιο γίνεται, ος τε βροτοΐσι κακήν ἐπὶ δῆριν άεξει* 575 ος καὶ νῦν Αϊαντα πεΧώριον εξορόθννεν ἀμφ’ ἐμοὶ ἐν φρεσὶν ἦσι χοΧούμενον ώς οφβΧόν μοι
μή ποτε Τρώιοι υἷες ΆχιΧΧέος εἵνεκα τευχέων νίκην άμφεβάΧοντ ερικνΒέα, τῆς πὲρι θύμον ἀγνὑμενος παῖς ἐσθλὸς εϋσθενίος ΤεΧαμῶνος 5S0 ὡλετο χερσὶν ὲῇσι* χόΧου δέ οί οΰτι ἔγωγε αἴτιος, ἀΧλά τις Αἶσα πολύστονος, ἦ μιν εΒάμνα· εἰ γάρ μοι κέαρ ἔνδον ἐνὶ στερνοισιν ἐώλπβι κείνον άΧαστήσειν καθ' εον νόον, οντ civ ἔγωγε ἦλθον ἐριδμαίνω ν νίκη? υπέρ, οὔτε τιν’ ἄλλον 585 ἐν Δαναοῖσιν ἔασα μεμαότα δηριάασθαι, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτὸς ἔγωγε θεονΒέα τεὐχε’ ἀείρας προφρονέως ἂν οπασσα, καὶ εἴ τί περ ἄλλο μενοίνα. νῦν δὲ μιν οὔτι ἔγωγε μέγ’ άχνύμενον χαΧεπήναι ώίσάμην μετόπισθεν, επεί ρα οί ούτε γυναικὸς 590 οὔτε περὶ πτοΧιος μαχόμην οντ εὐρὼς δΧβον, άΧΧά μοι ἀμφ’ αρετής νεῖκος πὲλεν, ἦς πὲρι δῆρις τερπνή ηίνεται αίεν εύφροσιν άνθρωποισι* κείνος δ’ ἐσθλὸς ἐὼν στυγερῇ ὑπὸ Δαίμονος Αἴσῃ ἦΧιτεν* οὐ γὰρ ἔοικε μέγ άσχαΧάαν ἐνὶ θνμφ· 595 248
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For all the countless armies of his foes Never availed to slay him in fair fight.”
So spake he, grieved to the inmost heart. The folk Woefully wailed all round. O’er Hellespont Echoes of mourning rolled : the sighing air Darkened around, a wide-spread sorrow-pall.
Yea, grief laid hold on wise Odysseus’ self For the great dead, and with remorseful soul To anguish-stricken Argives thus he spake :
“ O friends, there is no greater curse to men Than wrath, which groweth till its bitter fruit Is strife. Now wrath hath goaded Aias on To this dire issue of the rage that filled His soul against me. Would to God that ne’er Yon Trojans in the strife for Achilles' arms Had crowned me with that victory, for which Strong Telamon’s brave son, in agony Of soul, thus perished by bis own right hand!
Yet blame not me, I pray you, for his wrath :
Blaine the dark dolorous Fate that struck him down. Foi*, had mine heart foreboded aught of this,
This desperation of a soul distraught,
Never for victory had I striven with him,
Nor had I suffered any Danaan else,
Though ne’er so eager, to contend with him.
Nay, I had taken up those arms divine With mine own hands, and gladly given them To him, ay, though himself desired it not.
But for such mighty grief and wrath in him I had not looked, since not for a woman’s sake Nor for a city, nor possessions wide,
I then contended, but for Honour’s meed,
Which alway is for all right-hearted men The happy goal of all their rivalry.
But that great-hearted inan was led astray By Fate, the hateful fiend ; for surely it is Unworthy a man to‘ be made passion’s fool.
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ἀνδρὸς yap τηνντοΐο καί aXyea πὁλΧ’ επιόντα τΧηναι ύπδ Kpahiy στερερ <j>pevi, μηδ’ ακάχτησθαιΓ ΛΟς φάτο Ααέρταο κλυτὸς πάις ἀντιθέοιο. ἀλλ,’ ὅτε δὴ κορεσαντο yoov καί π ένθεος αίνου· δὴ τότε Νηλἑος υἱὸς ἔτ’ άχνυμένοισιν εειπεν <c ὧ φίλοι, ώς ἄρα Κἣρες avyXka θύμον εχουσαι ή μιν αΐψ* iβ αλοντο Xvypco ἐπὶ πενθεί πένθος Αϊαντος φθυμέναιο ποΧυσ θενέος τ ΆχιΧήος ἄλλων τ’ Ἀργείων ἡδ’ νίέος ή μετ 6ρο to ΆντιΧοχου. άΧΧ* οΰτι θέμις κτ α μένους ἐνὶ χάρμη κΧαίειν η ματ α πάντα καί άσχαΧάαν ἐνὶ θυμω, ἀλλὰ γόου Χησασθαι ἀεικέος, οΰνεκ άμεινον ερδειν, δσσα βροτοϊσιν ἐπὶ φθιμἐνοισιν ἔοικε, πυρκαιην και σήμα, καί δστέα ταρχύσασθαι· νεκρός δ’ οὔτι γὁοισιν άvέyp€τaι, ουδέ τι οἶδε φράσσασθ’, εὐτἐ ἑ Κἣρες αμείΧιχοι άμφιχάνωσινΓ Ἠ ρα παρηγορεων περί δ’ αντίθεοι βασιΧηες αθροοι αΐψ’ άηεροντο μἐγ’ άχνύμενοι κέαρ ένδον, καί ε μέyav περ’ έοντα θοώς ποτὶ νῆας ενεικαν πολλοὶ αείραντες* κατὰ δὲ σπείροισι κάΧυψαν αίμ άπoφatδpύvavτες, ο οἱ βριαροις μεΧέεσσι τερσόμενον περίκεΰτο καί εντεσι συν Koviyat* καί τδτ ἀπ’ ’Ιδαίων δρέων φέρον άσπετον ΰΧην αϊζηοί, πάντη δὲ νἐκυν πέρι νηησαντο* πολλὰ δ’ ἄρ’ ἀμφ’ αὐτῷ θήκαν ξυΧα, ποΧΧα δε μήΧα
φάρεά τ εύποίητα βοών τ ερικυδέα φΰΧα ἡδὲ καὶ ώκυτάτοισιν ονγαΧΧομένους πόσιν ϊππους χρυσόν τ’ αἰγλήεντα καὶ άσπετα τεύχεα φω των, οσσα πάρος κταμένων άποαίνυτο φαίδιμος άνηρ, ηΧεκτρδν τ επί τοισι διειδέα, τον ρα τε φασιν εμμεναι Ἠελίοιο πανομφαίοιο θυηατρών δάκρυ, τὺ δὴ Φαέθοντος ὑπὲρ κταμενοιο χέαντο μυρόμεναι μεηαΚοιο παρά ροον Ἠρὡανοῖο,
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The wise man’s part is, steadfast-soule<J to endure All ills, and not to rage against his lot.”
So spake Laertes’ son, the far-renowned.
But when they all were weary of grief and groan, Then to those sorrowing ones spake Neleus’ son : ζ( O friends, the pitiless-hearted Fates have laid Stroke after stroke of sorrow upon us,
Sorrow for Aias dead, for mighty Achilles,
For many an Argive, and for mine own son Antilochus. Yet all unmeet it is Day after day with passion of grief to wail Men slain in battle: nay, we must forget Laments, and turn us to the better task Of rendering dues beseeming to the dead,
The dues of pyre, of tomb, of bones inumed.
No lamentations will awake the dead ;
No note thereof he taketh, when the Fates,
The ruthless ones, have swallowed him in night/’ So spake he words of cheer: the godlike kings Gathered with heavy hearts around the dead,
And many hands upheaved the giant corpse,
And swiftly bare him to the ships, and there Washed they away the blood that clotted lay Dust-flecked on mighty limbs and armour: then In linen swathed him round. From Ida’s heights Wood without measure did the young then bring, And piled it round the corpse. Billets and logs Yet more in a wide circle heaped they round;
And sheep they laid thereon, fair-woven vests, And goodly kine, and speed-triumphant steeds, And gleaming gold, and armour without stint, From slain foes by that glorious hero stripped. And lucent amber-drops they laid thereon,
Tears, say they, which the Daughters of the Sun, The Lord of Oinens, shed for Phaethon slain, When by Eridanus’ flood they mourned for him.
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καὶ τὺ μὲν Ἠἐλιος γίγας αφθιτον υίέι τευχών ήλεκτρο ν ποίη σε μίγα κτέαρ άνθρώποισι,	(530
τόν ρα τό τ’ εύρυπέΒοιο πνρής καθνπερθε βάλοντο Ἀργεῖοι κλυτον άνΒρα ΒεΒουπότα κυδαίνοντες Αϊαντ* ἀμφὶ δὲ οἱ μέγαλα στενάχοντες ἔθεντο τιμήεντ’ ελέφαντα καί αρηυρον Ιμεροεντα ἡδὲ καὶ άμφιφορήας άλείφατος αλλα τε πάντα,	635
οππόσα κυΒήεντα καί αγλαόν ολβον οφέλλει. ἐν δ’ εβαλον κρατεροΐο πυρος μένος* ἦλθε δὲ πνοιὴ ἐξ ἁλὸς, ἣν προέηκε θεά Θέτις, οφρα θέρηται Αιαντος μεγάλοιο βίη* ὁ δὲ νύκτα καλ ήώ καίετο παρ νήεσσιν επειγομένον ἀνέμοιο·	040
οἷός που τὺ πάροιθε Διὸς στονοεντι κεραννψ ἘγκέλαΒος ΒέΒμητο κατ άκαμάτοιο θαλάσσης Θρινακίης νπένερθεν, ολη δ’ ύπετύφετο νήσος* ἣ οἷος ζώοντα μέλη πυρὶ δῶκε θέρεσθαι <ΊΆρακλέης Νὲσσοιο Βόλοφροσύνησι χαλεφθείς,	(545
ὁππὐτ’ ἔτλη μίγα έργο ν, ολη δ’ άμφέστενεν O ἴτη ζώοῦ καιομένοιο, μίγη δὲ οΐ ήέρι θυμός άνΒρα λιπών άρίΒηλον, ένεκρίνθη Be θεοϊσιν αντος, έπεί οι σώμα πολνκμητον χάΒε ηαΧα· τοῖος ἄρ’ ἐν πυρὶ κεῖτο λελασμενος Ιωχμοιο	050
Αἴας σὺν τεύχεσσι· πολύς δ’ εστείνετο Χάος αἰγιαλοῖς* Τρῶες δ’ εγάνυντ, άκάχοντο δ’ Αχαιοί, Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ Βέμας ή ν κατήννσε πυρ άϊΒηλον, δὴ τότε πνρκαϊήν οϊνψ σβέσαν οστέα δ’ αυτόν χηλψ ἐνὶ χρνσέη θήκαν* περὶ δὲ σφισι γαῖαν 655 χεϋαν ἀπειρεσίην ΎοιτηίΒος οὐχ ἑκὰς ἀκτἣς.
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αὐτικα δ’ έσκίΒναντο ττοΧυσκάρθ μους ἐπὶ νῆας θύμον άκηγβμςνοϋ· τον jap τίον Ισον Ἀχιλλεῖ. νὺξ δ’ ἐπὁρουσε μέΧαινα μετ’ άνέρας ΰττνον ajovaa· οι δ’ ἄρα δαῖτ’ ἐπάσαντο καὶ Ἠριγἐνειαν ἔμιμνον, 660 βαών άττοβρίξαντες αραιοϊσι βΧεφάροίσιν αἰνῶς γὰρ φοβέοντο κατ α φρένα, μή σφισι Τρῶες νυκτὸς ἐπόλθωσιν Τελαμωνἱάδαο θανόντος.
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The long ships, heavy-hearted for the man Whom they had honoured even as Achilles.
Then black night, bearing unto all men sleep, Upfloated: so they brake bread, and lay down Waiting the Child of the Mist. Short was their sleep,
Broken by fitful staring through the dark,
Haunted by dread lest in the night the foe Should fall on them, now Telamon’s son was dead.
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ΛΟΓΟ $ ΕΚΤΟΣ
Ἠὼς δ’ Ὠκεανοῖο ρόον καί λἐκτρα λιττοΰσα Τιθωνον ττροσεβη μεηαν ουρανόν, άμφϊ δὲ πάντη κίΒνατο τταμφανόωσα■ γἐλασσε δὲ 7οὐα καὶ αἰθὴρ·
τοι δ’ εἰς ἔργα τράττοντο βροτοϊ ρεΐα φθινύθοντες* αΧΧος δ’ άΧΧοίοισιν ἐπῴχετο· ανταρ ’Αχαιοί εἰς άγορην εχέοντο καΧεσσαμένου Μενελάου* καί ρ ore δὴ μάλα Πάντες ἀνὰ στρατόν ἡγερε-θοντο,
δὴ τὁτ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοισιν ἀγειρομἐνοισι μετηὑδα* α κἑκλυτε μύθον ἐμεῖο, θεηγενεες βασιΧήες, ὡς ἐρἐω* μέγα γάρ μοι ἐνὶ φ peal τείρεται ήτορ Χαών όΧΧν μενών, οι ρ ηΧνθον εϊνεκ έμβιο δῆριν ἐς ἀργαλέην, τοὺς ούχ ὑποδέξεται οΐκος, ου τοκέες* πολέας γὰρ νττεκΧασε Βαίμονος Αισα. ὡς οφεΧον Θανάτοιο βαρύ σθένος άτΧήτοιο αύτφ ἐμοὶ ἐπόρουσε πρὶν ἐνθάδε λαὺν αηεϊραι* νυν δέ μοι άΧΧηκτονς οΒννας ένεθήκατο Βαίμων, οφρ ορό ω κακὰ πο\λά· τίς αν φρεσι γηθήσειεν είσορόων ἐπὶ δηρὸν αμήχανα ἔργα μόθοιο; ἀλλ,’ ἄγεθ’ ὅσσοι ἔτ’ εἰμὲν ἐπ’ ώκνττόροισι νέεσσι καρπαλίμως φεὑγωμεν ὲὴν ἐπὶ γαῖαν έκαστος, Αϊαντος φθιμένοιο ττοΧνσθενεος τ ΆχιΧήος, των ἐγὼ οὐκ όίω κταμένων υιταΧυξαι οΧεθρον η μίας, ἀλλ’ ὑπο Τρωσὶ Βαμήμεναι αρηαΧέοισιν 256
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BOOK VI
How came for the helping of Troy Eurypylus9 Hercules grandson.
Rose Dawn froin Ocean and Tithonus’ bed,
And climbed the steeps of heaven, scattering round Flushed flakes of splendour; laughed all earth and air.
Then turned unto their labours, each to each, Mortals, frail creatures daily dying. Then Streamed to a folkmote all the Achaean men At Menelaus’ summons. When the host Were gathered all, then in their midst he spake :
“ Hearken my words, ye god-descended kings :
Mine heart within my breast is burdened sore For men which perish, men that for my sake Came to the bitter war, whose home-return Parents*and home shall welcome nevermore ;
For Fate hath cut off thousands in their prime.
Oh that the heavy hand of death had fallen On me, ere hitherward I gathered these !
But now hath God laid on me cureless pain In seeing all these ills. Who could rejoice Beholding strivings, struggles of despair ?
Come, let us, which be yet alive, in haste Flee in the ships, each to his several land,
Since Aias and Achilles both are dead.
I look not, now they are slain, that we the rest Shall ’scape destruction ; nay, but we shall fall Before yon terrible Trojans—for my sake
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εΐνεκ ἐμεῦ Ελένης τε κννώπιΒος, ἦς νύ μοι οὔτι μέμβΧεται ως νμέων> ὁπότε κταμένονς εσίΒωμαι ἐν ττολἑμῳ* κείνη δ’ ἀλαπαδνοτάτῳ συν άκοίτη ip per ω* ἐκ γάρ οἱ πινυτὰς φρένας εΐΧετο δαίμων ἐκ κραδίην, ὅτ ἐμεῖο λίπεν δόμον ἡδὲ καὶ εὐνήν. ἀλλὰ τὰ μὲν κείνης Πριάμῳ καὶ Τρωσὶ μελήσει* ἡμεῖς δ’ αΐψα νεώμεθ\ ἐπεὶ πολὺ λώιὁν ἐστιν ἐκφυγἑειν ποΧέμοιο Βνσηγέος ἣ ἀποΧἐσθαι.”
Λί1ς ἔφατ’ Ἀργείων πειρώμενος* ἄλλα δέ οἱ κῆρ ἐν κραδίη πορφυρέ περὶ ζηΧήμονι θυμω,
Τρώας όπως οΧέση καί τεἐχεα μάκρα πόΧηος ρήξη εκ θεμέθΧων, μάλα δ’ αίματος ἄση Ἀρηα δίου Ἀλεξάνδροιο μετὰ φθιμΑνοισι πεσὁντσς· ον jap τι ζήΧοιο πεΧει arvjepwrepov ἄλλο. καὶ τα μὲν ὼς ωρμαινεν, εῇ δ’ επάζανεν €&ρη. καί τότε Τυδείδης ἐγχἐσπαλος ὦρτ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοις, καί ὑμ θοῶς νείκεσσεν άρηίφΐΧον ΜενέΧαον “ ἀ δείλ’ Ἀτρέος υιε, τί ή νὑ σε δεῖμα κιχάνει apjaXeov, καὶ τοῖο μετ’ Ἀργείοις αγορεύεις, ως πόις ήὲ γυνή, τώνπερ σθένος εστ άΧαπαΒνόν; ἀλλὰ σοι οὐ πείσονται Αγαιών φέρτατοι υΐες πρὶν Τροίης κρήδεμνα ποτὶ γθονα πάντα β σχέσθαι·
θάρσος jap μεροπεσσ ι κΧέος μέJay φυζα δ’ ὸνειδος.
εἰ δ’ άρα τις καί τώνΒ’ ἐπιπεἴσεται, ὡς ἐπιτἐλλεις, αὐτίκα οἱ κεφαλὴν τεμέω ἰὁεντι σιδήρῳ, ρίψω δ’ οίωνοΐσιν άερσιπέτησιν ἐδωδήν. ἀλλ’ ἄγεθ , οἷσι μέμηΧεν ὸρινεμεναι μένε’ ἀνδρῶν, Χάους αύτίκα πάντας οτρννάντων κατά, νηας δούρατα θηJέμεvacί παρά τ άσπίΒας άΧΧα τε πάντα
ευ θέσθαι, καί Βεΐπνον αφαρ πάσσασθαι1 απαντας 1 Zimmermann, for έφοπλ'κτσασθαι (with lacuna) of Koechly. 258
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And shameless Helen’s I Think not that I care For her: for you 1 care, when I behold Good men in battle slain. Away with lier—
Her and her paltry paramour ! The Gods Stole all discretion out of her false heart When she forsook mine home and marriage-bed Let Priam and the Trojans cherish her !
But let us straight return: ’twere better far To flee from dolorous war than perish all.”
So spake he but to try the Argive men.
Far other thoughts than these made his heart burn With passionate desire to slay his foes,
To break the long walls of their city down From their foundations, and to glut with blood Ares, when Paiis mid the slain should fall.
Fiercer is naught than passionate desire !
Thus as he pondered, sitting in his place,
Uprose Tydeides, shaker of the shield,
And chode in fiery speech with Menelaus :
“ O coward Atreus’ son, what craven fear Hath gripped thee, that thou speakest so to us As might a weakling child or woman speak ?
Not unto thee Achaeans noblest sons Will hearken, ere Troy’s coronal of towers Be wholly dashed to the dust: for unto men Valour is high renown, and flight is shame !
If any inan shall hearken to the words Of this thy counsel, I will smite from him His head with sharp blue steel, and hurl it down For soaring kites to feast on. Up I all ye Who care to enkindle men to battle : rouse Our warriors all throughout the fleet to whet The spear, to burnish corslet, helm and shield;
And cause both man and horse, all which be keen
9
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άνέρας ἡδ’ ίππους, οι τ’ ἐς πόλεμον μεμάασιν* ἐν πεδίῳ δ’ ωκιστα Βιακρινέει μἐνος Ἀρηςτ’
ΛΩς φάτο Τυδείδης* κατὰ δ’ εζετο, ἦχι πάρος περ·
τοῖσι δὲ Θἐστορος υίὺς ἔπος ποτὶ τοῖον ἔειττεν ἀνστὰς ἐν μέσσοισιν> ὅπη θέμις ἔστ’ αγορεύει ν “ κεκλντέ μευ, φίΧα τέκνα μενετττόλέμων Ἀργείων* ἴστε γὰρ* ὡς σάφα οἷδα θεοττροττίας ayopevetv. ήδη μὲν καὶ πρὁσθ’ ἐφάμην δεκάτῳ λνκάβαντι πέρσειν 'Ίλιον αἰπύ· τὺ δὴ νῦν εκτελέονσιν αθάνατοί νίκη δὲ πόλει παρὰ ττοσσϊν "Αχαιών, ἀλλ’ ἄγε, Τυδὲος υἷα μενεπτὁλεμὁν τ’ Ὀδυσἣα ττέμψωμεν Ιίκνρον Se θοῶς ἐν νηὶ μελαίνη, οἷ ρα 7Γαραΐ7Γ€7τίθοντ€<; "Αχιλλέος οβριμον via ἄξουσιν* μέγα δ’ ἄμμι φάος πάντεσσι πελάσσει.” Ὄς φάτο ©εστορος υἱὺς ένφρονος· ἀμφὶ δὲ λαοὶ ηηθοσννοι κελάδησαν, ἐπεί σφίσιν $}τορ ἐώλπει Κάλχαντος φάτιν ὑμμεν’ ἐτήτυμον, ώς ἀγορευε* καὶ τότε Ααέρταο ττάις μετεειττεν ’Αχαιοίς*
“ ὧ φίλοι, οὐκέτ’ ἔοικε μεθ’ ὑμῖν πόλπ’ ayopeveiv σήμερον* ἐν γὰρ δὴ κάματος πόλει άχνυμένοισιν· οἷδα γὰρ ώς λαοισι κεκμηκόσιν ούτ αφόρητης άνδάνει οΰτ αρ’ ἀοιδὸς, ον αθάνατοι φιλέονσι Πιερίδες* τταύρων δ’ εττέων ερος ενθ" άνθρώττοις,1 νυν δ’, ὅπερ εὕαδε πᾶσι κατὰ στρατόν Ἀργείοισι, Τυδείδαο μάλιστα συνεσπομὲνου τελέσαιμι* άμφω yap κεν ιόντε φιλοτττολέμον ’Αχιλῆος άξομεν οβριμον via ιταρακλίναντ εττεεσσιν, εί καί μιν μάλα πολλὰ κιννρομένη κατερύκει μητηρ εν μεyάpoισιv> ἐπεὶ κρατεροΐο τοκήος ἔλπομ’ ἐμὺν κατὰ θύμον άρηιον εμμεναι via.
1 Zimmermann, for Ιρος ανθρώποισι of MSS.
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In fight, to break their fast. Then in yon plain Who is the stronger Ares shall decide.”
So speaking, in his place he sat him down; Then rose up Thestius’ son, and in the midst, Where meet it is to speak, stood forth and cried:
“ Hear me, ye sons of battle-biding Greeks :
Ye know I have the spirit of prophecy.
Erewhile I said that ye in the tenth year Should lay waste towered Ilium : this the Gods Are even now fulfilling ; victory lies At the Argives’ very feet. Come, let us send Tydeides and Odysseus battle-staunch With speed to Scyros overseas, by prayers Hither to bring Achilles’ hero son :
A light of victory shall he be to us.”
So spake wise Thestius’ son, and all the folk Shouted for joy ; for all their hearts and hopes Yearned to see Calchas’ prophecy fulfilled.
Then to the Argives spake Laertes’ son :
“ Friends, it befits not to say many words This day to you, in sorrow’s weariness.
I know that wearied men can find no joy In speech or song, though the Pierides,
The immortal Muses, love it. At such time Few words do men desire. But now, this thing That pleaseth all the Achaean host, will I Accomplish, so Tydeides fare with me ;
For, if we twain go, we shall surely bring,
Won by our words, war-fain Achilles’ son,
Yea, though his mother, weeping sore, should strive Within her halls to keep him ; for mine heart Trusts that he is a hero’s valorous son.”
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Λί1ς φάμενον προσἐειπε πύκα φρονέων Μενέλαος·
“ ω Ὀδυσεῦ, μἐγ’ ὄνειαρ ἐὺ σθενέω ν Ἀργείων, 85 ἡνπερ ΑχιλΧἣος μεγαλὁφρονος ὄβριμος υἱὸς σῇσι παραιφασίησι Χιλαιομἐνοισιν αρωγός1	86α
ἔλθοι ἀπὸ Σκύροιο, πόροι δέ τις ουρανιώνων νίκην εὐχομἐνοισι καὶ Ελλεύδα γαῖαν Ικωμαί, δώσω οἱ παράκοιτιν ἐμὴν ipiKvBia κούρην Ἑρμιὁνην, καὶ πολλὰ καὶ $Χβία δώρα σὺν αὐτῇ 90 προφρονόως* οὐ γὰρ μιν οίομαι οὔτε γυναίκα οΰτ άρα πενθερὺν ἐσθλὺν ύπβρφιάΧως ονόσασθαιΓ ΛΩς ἄρ’ ἐφη· Δαναοὶ Be συνβυφήμησαν ἔπεσσι. καί Tore Χΰτ άγορή' τοϊ δ’ ἐσκίδναντ’ ἐπὶ νῆας ἱἐμενοι δείπνοιο, τὺ δὴ πόλει ἀνδράσιν αΧκή*	95
καί ρ’ ὅτε δὴ παύσαντο κορεσσάμςνοί μἐγ’ ἐδωδῆς, δὴ τὁθ’ ὁμῶς Ὀδυσῆι περίφρονι Τυδέος υίὸς νῆα θοὴν εἴρυσσεν ἀπειρεσίης ἁλὸς εἴσω· καρπαΧίμως δ’ η ία καλ άρμενα πάντα βαΧοντο· ἐν δὲ καὶ αυτοί ίβαν μετὰ δὲ σφίσιν εἴκοσι φῶτες 100 ἴδμονες εἰρεσίης, ὁπότ’ άντίαί ὦσιν aeXXac, ἡδ’ ὁπότ’ εὐρέα πόντον υποστορίησι γαΧήνη. καί ρ ὅτε δὴ κΧηΐσιν ἐπ’ εὐτ ύκτοισι καθ ισ σ αν, τύπτον άΧός μέγα κῦμα· πολὺς δ’ ἀμφέξεεν ἀφρὸς·
ύγραϊ δ’ ἀμφ’ εΧάτησι Βιβπρήσσοντο κέλευθοι 105 νηὸς ἐπεσσυμἐνης* τοὶ δ’ ίδρώσντες ἔρεσσον* ώς δ’ ὅθ’ ὺπό ζεὑγλῃσι βὸςς μίγα κβκμηωτβς Βουρατέην ερύσωσι πρόσω μεμαῶτες άπηνην ἄχθει τετριγνῖαν ὕπ’ ἄξονι δινήεντι τειρὁμενοι, πουλὺς δὲ κατ’ αὐχἐνος ἡδὲ καὶ ώμων 110 ἱδρὼς άμφοτόροισί κατέσσυται ἀγρις ἐπ’ οὖδας· ὼς τῆμος μογίεσκον υπό στιβαρης ἐλάτῃσιν αίξηοί· μάλα δ’ ὼκα Βίηνυον evpea πόντον.
1 Verse inserted by Zimmermann ex Ρ.
26?
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK VI
Then out spake Menelaus earnestly:
“ Odysseus, the strong Argives’ help at need,
If mighty-souled Achilles’ valiant son From Scyros by thy suasion come to aid Us who yearn for him, and some Heavenly One Grant victory to oar prayers, and I win home To Hellas, I will give to him to wife My noble child Hermione, with gifts Many and goodly for her marriage-dower With a glad heart. I trow he shall not scorn Either his bride or high-born sire-in-law.”
With a great shout the Danaans hailed his words. Then was the throng dispersed, and to the ships They scattered hungering fox· the morning meat Which strengtheneth man’s heart. So when they ceased
From eating, and desire was satisfied,
Then with the wise Odysseus Tydeus’ son Drew down a swift ship to the boundless sea,
And victual and all tackling cast therein.
Then stepped they aboard, and with them twenty men,
Men skilled to row when winds were contrary,
Or when the unrippled sea slept ’neath a calm.
They smote the brine, and flashed the boiling foam: On leapt the ship; a watery way was cleft About the oars that sweating rowers tugged.
As when hard-toiling oxen, ’neath the yoke Straining, drag on a massy-timbered wain,
While creaks the circling axle ’neath its load,
And from their weary necks and shoulders streams Dovtfn to the ground the sweat abundantly;
So at the stiff oars toiled those stalwart men,
And fast they laid behind them leagues of sea.
Gazed after them the Achaeans as they went,
τὸν
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τοὺς δ’ ἄλλοι μὲν y Αχαιοί άνοσκονίαζον ἰὁντας· θήγον δ’ αἰνὰ βέΧεμνα καί εγχεα, τοῖσι μάγοντο. 115 Τρώες δ’ ἄστεος ἐντός άταρβέες εντύνοντο ἐς πόλεμον μεμαῶτες ιδ’ ευχόμενοι μακάρεσσι Χωφήσαί τε φόνοιο και άμττνεϋσαι καμάτοιο.
Τοῖσι δ’ ἐελδομἐνοισι θεοὶ μέγα νήματος άΧκαρ
ήγαγον Εὐρὑπυλον κρατεροΰ γένος 'ιΙρακΧηος·' 120 καί οἱ λαοὶ ενοντο Βαήμονες Ιωχμοΐο νοΧΧοί, ὅσοι ΒοΧιχοϊο να ρα νροχοήσι Ίίαϊκον ναίεσκον κρατερήσι νενοιθότες εγχενρσιν. ἀμφὶ δὲ οἱ κεχάροντο μέγα φρεσι Τρώιοι υἷες* ως δ’ ὁπόθ’ ερκεος εντός εεργμένοι άθρήσωσιν 125 ήμεροι άνέρα χήνες, ὅτις σφίσιν εϊΒατα βάΧΧρ, ἀμφὶ δέ μιν στομάτεσσι νερισταΒόν ίύζοντες1	126α
σαίνονσιν, τοῦ δ’ ἦτορ Ιαίνεται είσορόωντος* ὼς άρα Τρώιοι υἷες εγήθεον, εὐτ’ έσίΒοντο οβριμον Εὐρὑπυλον, τοῦ δ* εν φρεσι θαρσαΧέον
τέρνετ άγειρομένοισιν άνό νροθύρων δὲ γυναίκες 130 θάμβεον άνερα Βίαν* ὁ δ’ έξοχος εσσυτο Χαών ήύτε τις θώεσσι Χέων εν ορεσσι μετεΧθών. τον δὲ Πάρις δείδεκτο, τίεν Βέ μιν Ἕκτορι Ισον· τοῦ γὰρ ανεψιός εσκεν, Ιής τ έτέτυκτο γενέθΧης* τον γάρ δὴ τέκε Βία κασιγνήτη ΐΐριάμοιο	135
Ἀστυὐχη κρατερήσιν ὑπ’ ἀγκοίνη σι μιγεΐσα ΤήΧέφου, ον ρα και αυτόν άταρβέι Ἠρακλῆι λάθρῃ ὲοῖο τοκήος έυνΧόκαμος τέκεν Αυγή· καί μιν τυτθόν εόντα καί ίσχανόωντα γάΧακτος θρέψε θοή νότε κε μ μας, εω δ’ ἴσα φίΧατο νεβρω 140 μαζόν υνοσχομένη βουΧή Διός οὐ γὰρ ἐῴκει ἔκγονον 'Ηρακλῆος όιζυρώς ανολέσθαι. του δ* ἄρα κύΒιμον via Πάρις μάλα νρόφρονι θυμψ 1 Verse inserted by Zimraexmann ex Pi 264
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Then turned to whet their deadly darts and spears, The weapons of their warfare. In their town The aweless Trojans armed themselves the while War-eager, praying to the Gods to grant Respite from slaughter, breathing-space from toil.
To these, while sorely thus they yearned, the Gods Brought present help in trouble, even the seed Of mighty Hercules, Eurypylus.
A great host followed him, in battle skilled,
All that by long Caicus’ outflow dwelt,
Full of triumphant trust in their strong spears.
Round them rejoicing thronged the sons of Troy :
As when tame geese within a pen gaze up On him who casts them com, and round his feet Throng hissing uncouth love, and his heart warms As he looks down on them ; so thronged the sons Of Troy, as on fierce-heart Eurypylus They gazed; and gladdened was his aweless soul To see those throngs : from porch ways women looked Wide-eyed with wonder on the godlike man.
Above all men be towered as on he strode,
As looks a lion when amid the hills He comes on jackals. Paris welcomed him,
As Hector honouring him, his cousin he,
Being of one blood with hiin, who was born Of Astyoche, King Priam’s sister fair Whom Telephus embraced in his strong arms, Telephus, whom to aweless Hercules Auge the bright-haired bare in secret love.
That babe, a suckling craving for the breast,
A swift hind fostered, giving him the teat As to her own fawn in all love; for Zeus So willed it, in whose eyes it was not meet That Hercules’ child should perish wretchedly.
His glorious son with glad heart Paris led
πὸ5
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ἡγεν ἐὸν ποτὶ δῶμα δι’ εὐρυχὁροἱο πόληος σήμα παρ ’Ασσαράκοιο καί Γ/Εκτορος αἰπὰ μέλαθρα	145
νηὸν τε ζάθεον Τριτωνίδος, ἔνθα οἱ ἄγχι Βώματ ἔσαν καὶ βωμός άκήρατος cEpKeioio* καί μιν ἀδβΧφειῶν πηῶν θ’ υπέρ ἡδὲ τοκήων eipero προφρονίως* ὁ δὲ οἱ μάλα πάντ ἀγὁρευεν* αμφω δ’ ὼς οάριζον α μ αλλ,ήλοισι κιὸντες.	ΙοΟ
ήλθον δ’ ἐς μίγα δῶμα καὶ όλβιόν ἔνθα δ’ ἄρ’ ή στο
άντιθέη Ἑλἐνη Χαρίτων ἐπιειμὲνη είδος* καί ρα μιν άμφίπολοι πίσυρες πβριποιπνύβσκον, αλλαι δ’ αὐτ’ άπάνβυθβν ἔσαν κλβιτου θαλάμοιο ἔργα τιτνσκόμ€ναι, όπόσα Βμωήσιν eoiKev.	155
Εὐρὑπυλον δ’ Ἑλἐνη μἡγ ἐθάμ/3εεν βίσορόωσα, κβϊνος δ’ αὐθ’ Ἑλένη ν μετὰ δ’ ἀλλήλους ἐπέεσσιν αμφω Βεικανόωντο Βόμψ ivl κηώβντι*
Βμώβς δ’ αὖτε θρόνους Bom θέσαν ἐγγὺς ἀνάσσης· αἶψα δ’ Ἀλέξανδρος κατ’ ἄρ’ ἔζετο, παρ δ’ ἄρα τῷ γε	160
Εὐβὑπυλος. λαοί δὲ πρὸ άστ€ος ανλιν ἔθεντο, ἦχι φυλακτῆρες Τρώων ἔσαν όβριμόθυμοι· αΐψα Be τεὐχεα θήκαν ἐπὶ χθόνα3 παρ δὲ καὶ ίππους
στήσαν ἔτι πιβίοντας όιξυροϊο μἀγοιο* ἐν δὲ φάτνρσι βάλοντο, τά τ’ ωκέες Ίπποι βΒουσι, 165 Καὶ τότε νὺξ ἐπόρουσε, μελαίνετο δ’ αἶα καὶ αιθήρ*
οἱ δ’ ὰρα δαῖτ’ έπάσαντο προ τεἐχεο*? αΐπβινοΐο Κήτειοι Τρώες τε* πολὺς δ’ ἐπὶ μύθος όρώηβι Βαινυμόνων' πάντη δὲ πνρος μόνος αϊθαλόεντος Baiero παρ κΧισίῃσιν ἐπίαχβ δ’ ήπντα σύριγξ 170 αυλοί τε λιηυροϊσιν άρη^άμβνοι καλάμοισιν,
(Ιμφϊ δὲ φορμίγγων ἰαχὴ πόλεν ὑμερὁεσσα.
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Unto his palace through the wide-wayed burg Beside Assaracus’ tomb and stately halls Of Hector, and Tritonis holy fane.
Hard by his mansion stood, and therebeside The stainless altar of Home-warder Zeus Rose. As they went, he lovingly questioned him Of brethren, parents, and of marriage-kin;
And all he craved to know Eurypylus told.
So communed they, on-pacing side by side.
Then came they to a palace great and rich :
There goddess-like sat Helen, clothed upon With beauty of the Graces. Maidens four About her plied their tasks : others apart Within that goodly bower wrought the works Beseeming handmaids. Helen marvelling gazed Upon Eurypylus, on Helen he.
Then these in converse each with other spake In that all-odorous bower. The handmaids brought And set beside their lady high-seats twain ;
And Paris sat him down, and at his side Eurypylus. That hero’s host encamped Without the city, where the Trojan guards Kept watch. Their armour laid they on the earth ; Their steeds, yet breathing battle, stood thereby, And cribs were heaped with horses’ provender.
Upfloated night, and darkened earth and air;
Then feasted they before that cliff-like wall,
Ceteian men and Trojans: babel of talk Rose from the feasters: all around the glow Of blazing campfires lighted up the tents :
Pealed out the pipe’s sweet voice, and hautboys rang With their clear-shrilling reeds; the witching strain Of lyres was rippling round. From far away
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Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἀπάνευθεν εθάμβεον εϊσορόωντες [ἐν πεδίω πυρὰ TroXXk /cal ἄσπετον] εισαίοντες αυλών φορμιγγών τ’ Ιαχήν άνδρών τε καὶ ίππων σύριγγός θ’, ἣ δαιτὶ μεταπρεπει ἡδὲ νομεῦσι· 175 τουνεκ dp* οίσιν 'έκαστος ἐπὶ κΧισιτ)σι κέλευσε νἣας ἀμοιβαίῃσι φυΧασσεμεν άχρις ἐς ἡῶ, μή σφεας Τρῶες ayavol ένιπρήσωσι κιὸντες οἴ ρα τότ’ αίπεινοϊο προ τείχεος είΧαπίναζον.
ΛΩς δ’ αΰτως κατά δώματ ’ΑΧεξάνδροιο δαίφρων 180 δαίνυτο ΤηΧεφίδης μετ’ ὰγακλειτῶν βασ/ληων ποΧΧά δ’ ἄρα Πρίαμος τε καὶ ἄλλοι Τρώιοι υἷες εξείης ηΰχοντο μιγήμεναι Ἀργείοισιν αἴσῃ ἐν ἀργαλἐῃ* ὁ ὃ’ ύπεσχετο πάντα τελέσσειν. αύτάρ ἐπεὶ δόρπησαν, ἔβαν ποτὶ δώμαθ’ 'έκαστος* 18δ Εὐρύπυλος δ’ αυτόν κατεΧέξατο βαών άπωθεν ἐς τέγος εὐποίητον, ὅπη πάρος αὐτὸς ἴσυεν ήὺς ’ Αλέξανδρος μετ’ ἀγακλείτης άΧόχοιο· κεῖνο γὰρ εκπαγΧόν τε καὶ ἔξοχον ἔπλετο πάντων* ἔυθ’ ὅ γε Χεζατ ιών* τοι δ’ άΧΧοσε κοῖτον εΧοντο 190 μέχρις ἐπ’ Ἠριγένειαν ἐὐθρονον. αντάρ άμ ήοΐ , Τηλεφίδης άνόρουσε καί ες στρατόν ευρυν ικανέ συν τ άΧΧοις βασίΧενσιν, ὅσοι κατὰ Ίλιον ἦσαν λαοὶ δ’ αύτίκ έδυσαν εν έντεσι μαιμώωντες,
Πάντες ἐνὶ πρώτοισι ΧιΧαιόμενοι πονέεσθαι·	195
ὦς δὲ καὶ Εὐρὑπυλο? μεγάλοι? περικάτθετο γυίοις τεύχεα μαρμαρέρσιν έειδόμενα στεροπτ)σι· καί οἱ δαίδαλα πολλά κατ’ ασπίδα Slav εκειτο, ὁππὁσα πρόσθεν ερεξε θρασύ σθένος 'ΐίρακΧήος.
Ἐν μὲν ἔσαν βλοσυρῇσι γενειάσι Χιχμώωντες 200 δοιὼ κινυμενοισιν εοικοτες όϊμα δράκοντες σμερδαΧεον μεμαώτες* ὁ δέ σφεας ἄλλοθεν άΧΧον νηπίαχος περ εών ύπεδάμνατο* καί οι άταρβης ἔσκε 7'οος καὶ θυμός, ἐπεὶ Διὶ κάρτος ἐώρει 268
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The Argives gazed and marvelled, seeing the plain Aglare with many fires, and hearing notes Of flutes and lyres, neighing of chariot-steeds And pipes, the shepherd’s and the banquet’s joy. Therefore they bade their fellows each in turn Keep watch and ward about the tents till dawn,
Lest those proud Trojans feasting by their walls Should fall on them, and set the ships aflame.
Within the halls of Paris all this while With kings and princes Telephus’ hero son Feasted; and Priam and the sons of Troy Each after each prayed him to play the man Against the Argives, and in bitter doom To lay them low; and blithe he promised all.
So when they had supped, each hied him to his home; But there Eurypylus laid him down to rest Full nigh the feast-hall, in the stately bower Where Paris theretofore himself had slept With Helen world-renowned. A bower it was Most wondrous fair, the goodliest of them all.
There lay he down ; but otherwhere their rest Took they, till rose the bright-throned Queen of Morn. Up sprang with dawn the son of Telephus,
And passed to the host with all those other kings in Troy abiding. Straightway did the folk All battle-eager don their warrior-gear,
Burning to strike in forefront of the fight.
And now Eurypylus clad his mighty limbs In armour that like levin-flashes gleamed;
Upon his shield by cunning hands were wrought All the great labours of strong Hercules.
Thereon were seen two serpents flickering Black tongues from grimly jaws : they seemed in act To dart; but Hercules’ hands to right and left— Albeit a babe’s hands—now were throttling them; For aweless was his spirit. As Zeus’ strength
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ἐξ αρχής' οὐ 7άρ τι θεῶν γένος ονρανιώνων άττρηκτον τελεθεί καὶ άμήχανον, ἀλλά οἱ ἄλκη ἔσπετ’ ἀπειρεσίη καὶ νηΒύος ἔνδον ἐὁντι.
Έν δὲ Νβμειαίοιο /3ίη ἐτίτυκτο λέοντος οβρίμου Ἠρακλῆος ὑπο στιβαρησι ^έρεσσι τειρόμενος κρατερῶς· βΧοσνρης Βέ οι άμφί γἐνυσ-σιν
αῖματὁεις ἀφρὺς ἔσκε ν ἀποπνείον τι δ’ έωκει.
Ἀγχι δὲ οἱ πεπόνητο μένος ττοΧνΒειράοος ὕδρης αἰνὸν Χιχμώωσα· καρήατα δ’ aXyivoevra ἄλλα μὲν ἄρ ΒέΒμητο κατά, χθονὸς, ἄλλα δ’ ἄεξεν ἐξ ὸλίγων μάλα πολλά* πόνος δ’ ἔχεν Ἠρακλὴα θαρσαΧέον τ’ Ίολαον, ἐπεὶ κ pare ρα φρονέοντβ αμφω, ὁ μὲν τέμνεσκε καρήατα μαιμώωντα ὅρπη ὐπ’ ἀγκυλὁδοντι θοῶς, ὁ δὲ καῖε σιΒηρψ αίθομένψ* κρατερὴ δὲ κατήρυτο θηρος όμοκΧή.
Ἑξείης δ’ ἐτἐτυκτο βίη συὺς ακαμάτοιο άφριόων yevveaar φέρεν Be μιν, ως ἐτεὸν περ, ζωὺν ὲς Εὐρυσθῆα μέγα σθένος ' ΑΧκείΒαο.
Κεμμὰς δ’ εὖ ησκητυ θοη πόδας, ή τ’ ἀλεγεἱνῶν ἀμφὶ ττερικτιόνων μἐγ’ εσίνετο ττ α σ αν άΧωην* καὶ τὴν μὲν χρυσέοιο κεράατος ὄβριμος ἥρως αμφεχεν ούΧομένοιο ττνρος ττνείονσαν άντμήν.
Ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρα arvyepal υμφηλίδες* αἱ μὲν ὸιστοῖς
βΧήμεναι έν κονίη σι ν άττέττνεον, αἱ δ’ ἔτι φνζης μνωομεναι ττοΧιοΐο Bi ήέρος ἐσσεύοντο· τῇσι δ’ ἐφ’ Ἠρακλὲης κεχοΧω μένος ἄλλον ἐπ’ αΧΧψ
Ιον ἀεὶ ττροίαΧΧε μάλα σττεύδοντι eo ι κ ως.
Έν δὲ καὶ Αvyelao μέ<γας σταθμός άντιθέοιο τέχνη εις ησκητο κατ ακαμάτοιο βοείης· τω δ’ ἄρα θεσπεσίοιο βαθυν ροον ΆΧφειοΐο ὄβριμος Ηρακλέης ἐπαγίνεεν ἀμφὶ δὲ Νύμφαι 27°
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From the beginning was his strength. The seed
Of Heaven-abiders never deedless is
Nor helpless, but hath boundless prowess, yea,
Piven when in the womb unborn it lies.
Nemea’s mighty lion there was seen Strangled in the strong arms of Hercules,
His grim jaws dashed about with bloody foam :
He seemed in verity gasping out bis life.
Thereby was wrought the Hydra many-necked Flickering its dread tongues. Of its fearful heads Some severed lay on earth, but many more Were budding from its necks, while Hercules And Iolaus, dauntless-hearted twain,
Toiled hard; the one with lightning sickle-sweeps Lopped the fierce heads, his fellow seared each neck With glowing iron; the monster so was slain.
Thereby was wrought the mighty tameless Boar With foaming jaws; real seemed the pictured thing, As by Alcides’ giant strength the brute Was to Eurystheus living bome'on high.
There fashioned was the fleetfoot stag which laid The vineyards waste of hapless husbandmen.
The Hero’s hands held fast its golden horns,
The while it snorted, breath of ravening fire.
Thereon were seen the fierce Stymphalian Birds, Some arrow-smitten dying in the dust,
Some through the grey air darting in swift flight.
At this, at that one—hot in haste he seemed— Hercules sped the arrows of his wrath.
Augeias’ monstrous stable there was wrought With dinning craft on that invincible targe ;
And Hercules was turning through the same The deep flow of Alpheius’ stream divine,
While wondering Nymphs looked down on every hand
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θάμββον ἄσπετον ἔργον, ἀπόπροθι δ’ ἔπλετο ταύρος
πνρττνοος, ον ρα καὶ αὐτὸν άμαιμάκ€τόν περ εοντα γνάμπτε /3ίῃ κρατεροῖο κεράατος* οι δέ οἱ άμφω ακάματοι μυώνες ἐρειδομἐνοιο τέταντο* καί ιβ ὁ μὲν ως μυκηθμόν ίεῖς ττέΧεν. ἄγχι δ’ ὰρ’ αυτόν	240
ὰμφι σάκος ττ&ττόνητο θεῶν ἐπιειμἐνη είδος ΤπποΧύτη· καὶ τὴν μὲν ὑπὸ κρατερρσι χέρεσσι SaiSaXeov ζωστήρος άμβρσέμβναι μβνεαίνων εἷλκε κόμης ϊτπτοιο κατ ώκέος· αι δ’ ἀπάτερθεν άΧΧαι υιΓθτρομ€€σκον Ἀμαζόνες, ἀμφὶ δὲ Xvypai 245 θρηικίην ἀνὰ η αίαν ἔσαν Διομήδεος ίπποι άνΒροβόροί* καί τὰς μὲν ἐπὶ στυγερῇσι φάτνρσιν αὐτῷ συν βασιΧηι κακά φρονέοντι Βάίξεν.
Έν δὲ και άκαμάτοιο δέμας πὲλε Γηρυονῆος τεθναοτος τταρά βονσί* καρηατα δ’ ἐν κονιρσιν 250 αιματόεντα κέγνντο βίρ ροττάΧοιο δαμέντα· πρὅσθε δὲ οἷ δέδμητο κύων δΧοώτατος άλλων "Ορθρος, άνιηρφ έναΧιηκιος οβριμον άΧκην Κβρβέρψ, ος ῄά οἱ ἔσκεν ἀδελφεός· ἀμφὶ δ 6Κ€ΐτο βουκόΧος Εὐρυτίων μεμορυγμένος αΐματι πολλῷ. 255 Ἀμφὶ δὲ χρύσεα μῆλα τετεύχατο μαρμαίροντα Εσπερίδων ἀνὰ ττρέμνον άκηρατον* άμφϊ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ
σμερΒαΧέος Βέ8μητο δράκων ται δ’ ἄλλοθεν άΧΧαι
Ίττώσσονσαι θρασύν υΐα Διὸς peyaXoio φέβοντο.
Έν δ’ ἄρ’ ἔην μέγα δεῖμα καὶ αθανάτοισιν Ιδέσθαι	^	260
Κέρβερος, ον ρ άκάμαντι Τυφωέι γείνατ Ἕχιδνα άντρψ υπ’ OKpvo€vn μβΧαίνης αηγοθι νυκτος ὰργαλέης· ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ἦεν αεικέΧιόν τι ττέΧωρον1	262α
1 Verse inserted by Zimmermann ex Ρ.
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Upon that mighty work. Elsewhere portrayed Was the Fire-breathing Bull: the Hero’s grip On his strong horns wrenched round the massive neck :
The straining muscles on his arms stood out:
The huge beast seemed to bellow. Next thereto Wrought on the shield was one in beauty arrayed As of a Goddess, even Hippolyta.
The hero by the hair was dragging her From her swift steed, with fierce resolve to wrest With his strong hands the Girdle Marvellous From the Amazon Queen, while quailing shrank away
The Maids of War. There in the Thracian land Were Diomedes’ grim man-eating steeds :
These at their gruesome mangers had he slain,
And dead they lay with their fiend-hearted lord.
There lay the bulk of giant Geryon Dead mid his kine. His gory heads were cast Tn dust, dashed down by that resistless club.
Before him slain lay that most murderous hound Orthros, in furious might like Cerberus His brother-hound : a herdman lay thereby, Eurytion, all bedabbled with his blood.
There were the Golden Apples wrought, that gleamed
In the Hespendes’ garden undefiled :
All round the fearful Serpent’s dead coils lay,
And shrank the Maids aghast from Zeus’ bold son.
And there, a dread sight even for Gods to see,
Was Cerberus, whom the Loathly Worm had borne To Typho in a craggy cavern’s gloom Close on the borders of Eternal Night,
A hideous monster, warder of the Gate Of Hades, Home of Wailing, jailer-hound
273
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ἀμφ’ δΧοησι ττύΧησι ττοΧυκΧαύτον Ἀίδαο εϊργων νεκρόν όμιλόν υπ’ ήερόεντι βερεθρφ* ρεΐα Si μιν Διὸς υιός ὕπὺ ττΧηγήσι δαμάσσας 205 ἡγε καρηβαρέοντα παρὰ Στύγος αἰπα ρέεθρα, εΧκων ούκ έθέΧοντα βίη πρός άήθεα χώρον θαρσαλέως, ἐτέτυκτο δ’ ἀπόπροθεν άγκεα μάκρα Καύκασον άμφϊ δὲ δεσμὰ Προμηθὲος ἄλλυδις αΧΪΧα
αυτής συν ττετρησιν ἀναρρήξας άραρυίαις	270
λῦε μέ<γαν Τιτἣνα· Χυγρος Si οι άγχοθι κέῖτο αἰετὸς άΧγινόεντι δέμα? βεβλημένος ίω.
Κενταύρων δ’ ετέτυκτο ττοΧνσθενεων μέγα κάρτος
άμφϊ ΦόΧοιο μέλαθρον ἔρις δ’ οροθυνε καί οίνος άντίον 'Η,ρακΧψ τεράατα κείνα μάχεσθαι·	275
καὶ ἡ’ οί μεν ττεύκησι ττ ερι Βμηθέντες εκειντο, τὰς ἔχον ἐν χείρεσσι μάχτ\ς ακος· οἱ δ’ ἔτι μακρύς Βηριόωντ ἐλάτῃσι μεμαοτες, οὐδ’ άττεΧηγον ύσμίνης· πάντων δὲ καρήατα δευετο Χνθρψ θεννομένων ἀνὰ δῆριν άμειΧιχον, ως ετεόν περ* 280 οἴνῳ δ’ αἷμα με μικτό, συνηΧοίητο δὲ πάντα εϊΒατα και κρητήρες εύξεστοι τε τράπεζαι.
Νἐσσον δ’ αὐθ’ έτέρωθι παρὰ ρὁον Εὐηνοῖο κείνης εκττροφυγόντα μάχης υττεΒάμνατ διστω άμφ’ έρατής αΧόχοιο χολούμενος. ἐν δ’ ετέτυκτο 285 δβρίμου 'Ανταίοιο μέγα σθένος, οἶν ρα καὶ αυτόν άμφϊ ιταΧαισμοσύνης άμοτον ττεριΒηριόωντα ύψοΰ αει ραμένος κρατερής συνέαξε χέρεσσι.
Κεῖτο δ’ ἐπὶ ττροχοήσιν έϋρροου 'Ελλησπόντου άργαΧεον μέγα κήτος άμειΧίκτοισιν διστοΐς	290
βλήμενον Ἠσιὸνης δὲ κακούς άπελύετο δεσμούς. Ἀλλα δ1 ἂρ’ Ἀλκείδαο θρασύφρονος α σ πέτα έργα
άμφεχεν Εὐρυπύλοιο διοτρεφέος σάκος ευρύ.
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Of dead folk in the shadowy Gulf of Doom.
But lightly Zeus’ son with his crashing blows Tamed him, and haled him from the cataract flood Of Styx, with heavy-drooping head, and dragged The Dog sore loth to the strange upper air All dauntlessly. And there, at the world’s end, Were Caucasus’ long glens, where Hercules,
Rending Prometheus’ chains, and hurling them This way and that with fragments of the rock Whereinto they were riveted, set free The mighty Titan. Arrow-smitten lay The Eagle of the Torment therebeside.
There stormed the wild rout of the Centaurs round
The hall of Pholus: goaded on by Strife And wine, with Hercules the monsters fought. Amidst the pine-trunks stricken to death they lay Still grasping those strange weapons in dead hands, While some with steins long-shafted still fought on In fury, and refrained not from the strife ;
And all their heads, gashed in the pitiless fight, Were drenched with gore—the whole scene seemed to live —
With blood the wine was iningled : meats and bowls And tables in one ruin shattered lay.
There by Evenus’ torrent, in fierce wrath For his sweet bride, lie laid with the arrow low Nessus in mid-flight, There withal was wrought Antaeus’ brawny strength, who challenged him To wrestling-strife; he in those sinewy arms Raised high above the earth, was crushed to death.
There where swift Hellespont meets the outer sea, Lay the sea-monster slain by his ruthless shafts, While from Hesione be rent her chains.
Of bold Alcides many a deed beside Shone on the broad shield of Eurypylus,
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φ diver ο δ’ ἴσος Ἀρηι μετὰ στίχας αίσσοντί'
Τρῶες δ’ ἀμφιέττοντες ἐγήθεον, εύτ’ ἐσίδοντο 295 τεὐχεά τ’ ἡδὲ καὶ ἄνδρα θεῶν ἐπιειμἐνον είδος* τον δὲ Πάρις ποτὶ δῆριν έττοτρύνων rrpoaeeLrre*
“ χαίρω σεῖο κιὸντον, ἐπεί νὑ μο/ ἦτορ eoXnrev Αργείους μάλα πάντας οίζυρως άιτόΧέσθαι αὐτῇ? σὺν νἡνσσιν, ἐπεὶ βροτον ovrrore τοῖον 300 εΒρακον ἐν Τ^ώεσσιν έϋηττόΧέμοισί τ’ Ἀ%αιοῖς. ἀλλὰ σύ, πρὸς μεγάλοιο καὶ οβρίμου 'ΗρακΧήος, τω μἐγεθος τε βίην τε καὶ ayXaov είδος ἔοικας, κβίνου μνωὁμενος φρονέων τ’ άντάξοα epya θαρσαλέως Τρώεσσι δαιζομἐνοις έττάμννον,	305
ἦν πως ἀμπνεύσωμεν ἐπεὶ σἐγε μοϋνον οίω άστ€ος όΧΧνμένοω κακάς ἀπὸ κἣρας άΧέξαι”
Ἠ μβγ’ error ρύνων 6 δέ μιν ττροσ€φών€€ μύθφ· ff Πριαμίδη μεγάθυμε, δέμας μακ,άρζσσιν έοικώς, ταντα μὲν αθανάτων ἐνὶ yovvaatv ἐστήρικται, 310 ος τε θάνῃ κατὰ δῆριν νττέρβιον ἡὲ σαωθῇ* ἡμεῖς δ’, ώσπερ ἔοικε καὶ ώς σθένος ἐστὶ μἀγεσθαι,
στησὁμεθα πρὸ πόληος· ἔπειτα δὲ καὶ τὁδ’ ὸμοῦμαι,
μὴ πρὶν νΐΓοστρέψ€ΐν, πρὶν ἢ κτάμεν ἣ ἀπολἐσθαι.” ΛΧ1ς φάτο θαρσάΧέως· Τρώες δ’ ἐπὶ μακρὰ χάροντο.	315
καὶ τὁτ’ ’Αλέξανδρον τε καὶ ΑIveiav έρίθνμον ΤίονΧνΒάμαντά τ’ έν μμεΧίην καί ΐίάμμονα Βΐον Αηίφοβόν τ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι καὶ Αϊθίκον, ος περὶ παντων
Παφλαγὁνων έκέκαστο μάχη ἔνι τλῆναι ὅμιλον, τοὺς ἅμα Χέξατο ητάντας ἐπισταμἐνους πονέεσθαι, 320 ὅππως δυσμενἐεσσιν ἐπὶ πρώτοισι μάχωνται ἐν ττοΧέμψ* μάλα δ’ ώκα κίον προπάροιθβν ὁμίλου· ττροφρονέως δ’ οϊμησαν ἀπ’ ἄστεος* άμφί δὲ λαοὶ 276
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He seemed the War-god, as from rank to rank He sped; rejoiced the Trojans.following him,
Seeing his arms, and him clothed with the might Of Gods ; and Paris hailed him to the fray:
“ Glad am I for thy coming, for mine heart Trusts that the Argives all shall wretchedly Be with their ships destroyed; for such a man Mid Greeks or Trojans never have I seen.
Now, by the strength and fury of Hercules—
To whom in stature, might, and goodlihead Most like thou art—I pray thee, have in mind Him, and resolve to match his deeds with thine.
Be the strong shield of Trojans hard-bestead:
Win us a breathing-space. Thou only, I trow,
Froin perishing Troy canst thrust the dark doom back.”
With kindling words he spake. That hero cried: “ Great-hearted Paris, like the Blessed Ones In goodlihead, this lieth foreordained On the Gods’ knees, who in the fight shall fall,
And who outlive it. I, as honour bids,
And as my strength sufficeth, will not flinch From Troy’s defence. I swear to tum from fight Never, except in victory or death.”
Gallantly spake he : with exceeding joy Rejoiced the Trojans. Champions then he chose, Alexander and Aeneas fiery-souled,
Polydamas, Painmon, and Deiphobus,
And Aethicus, of Paphlagonian men
The staunchest man to stem the tide of war;
These chose he, cunning all in battle-toil,
To ineet the foe in forefront of the fight Swiftly they strode before that warrior-throng,
Then from the city cheering charged. The host
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ποΧΧοϊ ἔπονθ’, ως εἴ τε μεΧισσάων κΧυτα φΰΧα ἡγεμὁνεσσιν ἑοῖσι κατηρεφέος σίμβΧοιο	325
έκχυμεναι καναχη^όν, ὅτ’ βία ρος η μα ρ ϊκηταί' ως αρα τοισνν εποντο βροτοί ποτὶ δῆριν ἰοῦσι* τῶν δ’ ἄρα νισσομΑνων πολὺς αϊθέρα δοῦπος ϊκανεν
αυτών ἡδ’ Ιππων' περὶ δ’ ἔβρεμεν ἄσπετα τβύχη. ὼ? δ’ ὁπόταν μεγάλοιο βίη άνέμοιο θορουσα 330 κινήσῃ προθέΧυμνον ἁλὸς βυθόν ἀτρυγέτοιο, κύματα δ' ωκα κεΧαινα προς ηιονας βοοωντα φΰκος άποπτύωσιν ερευγομενοιο κΧύδωνος, ηχη δ’ arpyryerocat παρ alycaXocacv ορωρεν ως των εσσνμένων μεγ’ ύπέβραχε γαῖα πελώρη. 335 Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἀπάνευθε πρὸ τεὐχεος εξεχέοντο ἀμφ’ Ἀγαμέμνονα δῖον ἀϋτὴ δ’ ἔπλβτο Χαών ἀλλήλοις επικεκΧομενών, ὸλοοῦ ποΧέμοιο αντιάαν καί μή τι καταπτώσσοντας ἐνιπὴν μίμνειν παρ νήεσσιν* έπειηομένων μαχέσασθαί.1 340 Τρωσὶ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐσσυμέυοισι συνήντβον, εὖτε βόεσσο πόρτιες ἐκ ξυΧόχοιο ποτὶ σταθμόν ερχόμενη σlv ἐκ νομού είαρννοϊο κατ οΰρεος, οπποτ άρουραι πυκνόν τηΧεθάουσι, βρύει δ’ ἅλις ἄνθεσι γαῖα, -πλήθει δ’ αὖτε κύπελλα βοών γλάγος ἡδὲ καὶ
ο ἰὼ ν,	345
μυκηθμός δ’ αρα πουλὺς ορίνβται ἔνθα κα! ἔνθα μισηομένων, ηάνυται δὲ μετὰ σφίσι βουκόΧος ἀνήρ*
ὼς τῶν άΧΧηΧοΰσι μετεσσνμένων ὸρυμαγδὺς ώρώρει' Secvov yap άύτεον αμφοτέρωθεν, συν δὲ μάχην ετάνυσσαν άπείριτον ἐν δὲ Κυδοιμὸς	350
στρωφάτ ἐν μέσσοι σι μετ’ apyaXeoio Φὁνοιο·
1 Zimmermami, for ἐπειγομἐνφ ὅε μάχεσὅαι, with lacuna, of Koechly.
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Followed them in their thousands, as when bees Follow by bands their leaders from the hives,
With loud hum on a spring day pouring forth.
So to the fight the warriors followed these;
And, as they charged, the thunder-tramp of men And steeds, and clang of armour, rang to heaven.
As when a rushing mighty wind stirs up The barren sea-plain from its nethermost floor,
And darkling to the strand roll roaring waves Belching sea-tangle from the bursting surf,
And wild sounds rise from beaches harvestless;
So, as they charged, the wide earth rang again.
Now from their rampart forth the Argives poured Round godlike Agamemnon. Rang their shouts Cheering each other on to face the fight,
And not to cower beside the ships in dread Of onset-shouts of battle-eager foes.
They met those charging hosts with hearts as light As calves bear, when they leap to meet the kine Down faring from hill-pastures in the spring Unto the steading, when the fields are green With corn-blades, when the earth is glad with flowers,
And bowls are brimmed with milk of kine and ewes, And multitudinous lowing far and near Uprises as the mothers ineet their young,
And in their midst the herdman joys ; so great Was the uproar that rose when inet the fronts Of battle : dread it rang on either band. Hard-strained was then the fight: incarnate Strife Stalked through the midst, with Slaughter ghastly-faced.
Crashed ball-hide shields, and spears, and helmet-crests
279
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
σὺν δ’ επεσον ρινοί τε καὶ εγχεα καί τρνφάλειαι πλησίον* άμφϊ δὲ χαλκος ἴσον πυρὶ μαρμαίρεσκε· φρῖξε δ’ ἄρ’ εγγείησι μάχη* περὶ Ο αϊματι πάντη Τεύετο 7οὐα μέΧαινα Ταϊζόμενων ηρώων	355
ἵππων τ’ ωκυπόδων, οἷ θ’ άρμασιν άμφεκέχυντο, οι μεν βτ ασπαιροντες υπ αξοσιν, οι ο εφνπερυεν πίπτοντες* στυγερή Τε δι’ ηέρος εσσυτ άϋτψ εν γάρ Τη χάΧκειος ερι? πεσεν άμφοτέροισΐ' καί ρ οι μεν Χάεσσιν άταρτηροϊσι μάχοντο,1	360
οἱ δ’ αὐτ’ αίγανέησι νεηκεσιν ἡδὲ βεΧεσσιν, ἄλλοι δ’ άξίνησι καὶ άμφιτόμοις πεΧέκεσσι καί κρατεροΐς ξιφέεσσι καί άγχεμάχοις Τορά-τεσσιν,
ἄλλο? δ’ ἄλλο χέρεσσι μάχη9 άΧκτηριον εἶχε.
Πρώτοι δ’ Ἀργεῖοι Τρώων ωσαντο φάΧαγγας 365 βαών άπο σφείων τοὶ δ’ ἔμπαλιν ὁρμήσαντες αϊματι Τενον "Άρηα μετ Άργείοισι θορόντες· Εὐρύπυλος δ’ ἐν τοῖσι μεΧαίνη ΧαίΧαπι ίσος Χαον επώχετο πάντα καί Αργείον ς ενάριζε θαρσαλέως· μάλα γάρ οἱ άάσπετον ώττασε κάρτος 370 Ζεὺς ἐπίηρα φέρων ερικυΤέϊ ΊΙρακΧήι. ἔνθ’ ο γε και Νιρήα θεοῖς έναΧίγκιον ανΤρα μαρνάμενον Τρώεσσι βάΧεν περιμηκει ΤονρΙ βαιον υπέρ πρότμησιν 6 δ’ ἐς πέδον ηριπε γαίης* ἐκ δὲ οἷ αῖμ’ εχυθη, Τεύοντο Τε οι κΧυτά τεύχη,	375
Τεύετο δ’ άγΧαον ειΤος α μ ενθαΧεεσσι κύμησι* κβῖτο δ’ ἄρ’ ἐν κονίησι καὶ αϊματι συν κταμένοισιν, ἔρνος ὅπως εριθηΧές εΧαίης ενκεάτοιο} ἦν τε βίη ποταμοϊο κατά ρόον ήχηεντα συν τ όχθης ἐλάσῃσι βόθρον Τιά πάντα κεΤάσσας 380 ριζόθεν, η δ’ ἄρα κεΐται υπ* άνθεσι βεβριθυϊα* ὼς τῆμος Νιρἣος ἐπὶ χθονὸς άσπετον ούΤας εξεχνθη Τέμας ήύ και άγΧαϊη ερατεινή·
1 Zimmermann, for αταρτηρώϊ ἐμάχοντο of ν.
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Meeting: the brass flashed out like leaping flames. Bristled the battle with the lances; earth Ran red with blood, as slaughtered heroes fell And horses, inid a tangle of shattered cars,
Some yet with spear-wounds gasping, while on them Others were falling. Through the air upshrieked An awful indistinguishable roar;
For on both hosts fell iron-hearted Strife.
Here were men hurling cruel jagged stones,
There speeding arrows and new-whetted darts,
There with the axe or twibill liewing hard,
Slashing with swords, and thrusting out with spears : Their mad hands clutched all manner of tools of death.
At first the Argives bore the ranks of Troy-Backward a little; but they rallied, charged,
Leapt on the foe, and drenched the field with blood, like a black hurricane rushed Eurypylus Cheei'ing his men on, hewing Argives down Awelessly: measureless might was lent to him By Zeus, for a grace to glorious Hercules.
Nireus, a man in beauty like the Gods,
His spear long-shafted stabbed beneath the ribs : Down on the plain he fell, forth streamed the blood Drenching his splendid arms, drenching the form Glorious of mould, and his thick-clustering hair. There mid the slain in dust and blood be lay,
Like a young lusty olive-sapling, which A river rushing down in roaring flood,
Tearing its banks away, and cleaving wide A chasm-channel, hath disrooted ; low It lieth heavy-blossomed ; so lay then The goodly form, the grace of loveliness Of Nireus on earth’s breast. But o’er the slain
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τῷ δ’ ap επ’ Εὐρύπυλος μεγάλ’ ενχετο Βηωθεντι·
“ κεια ο νυν ἐν κονίῃσιν, ἐπεί νν τοι εἶδος άγητον 385 οὔτι ΧιΧαιομΑνφ περ επήρκεσεν, άΧΧά σ ἔγωγε νοσφισάμην βιότοιο λιλαιὁμενὸν περ αΧνξαΐ' σχετΧιος, οὐδ’ ενόησας ἀμείνονος ἀντίον έΧθών* οὐ «γὰρ κὰρτει κάλλος ἀνὰ κΧόνον Ισοφαρίζει?'
*\Ως εἰπὼν κταμἐνοιο περικΧντα τεύχε’ ὲλέσθαι 390 μήδετ’ ἐπεσσὑμενος* τοῦ δ’ ἀντίος ἦλθε Μαχάω ν χωόμενος Νιρἣος, ο οι σχεδὸν αισαν άνβτΧη· δουρὶ δὲ μιν στονόεντι κατ’ εὐρέο? ηΧασεν ὦμου Βεξιτερον, σύτο δ’ αἷμα ποΧνσθενέος περ έόντος· ἀλΧ’ οὐδ’ ὼς ἀπόρουσεν ἀταρτηροϊο κνΒοιμον, 395 ἀλΧ’, ὦς τίς τε Χίων ἣ άγριος ονpea ι κάπρος μαίνετ’ ἐνὶ μἐσσοισιν, ὅπως1 κ έπ ιόντα Βαμασση, ος ρά μιν οΰτασε πρώτος ὑποφθάμενος δι’ όμίΧον τὰ φ ρονέων ἐπὁρουσε Μαχάονι, καί ρα μιν ώκα οντασεν ἐγχείῃ περιμήκεί τε στιβαρη τε	400
δε?ιτερὺν κατὰ γΧουτόν* 6 δ’ οὐκ άνεχάζετ ὀπίσσω,
οὐδ’ έπιόντ αΧεεινε, καὶ αίματος έσσυμένοιο* ἀλλ’ ἄρα καρπαΧίμως περιμηκεα Χάαν σειράς κάββαλβ κακ κεφαΧής μεγάθυμου Τηλεφίδαο* τοῦ δὲ κόρνς στονόεντα φόνον καί πήμ 2 ἀπά-
ΧαΧκεν	405
εσσυμόνως· ό δ’ ἔπειτα κραταιψ χώσατο φωτϊ Εὐρύπυλος μᾶλλον, μίγα δ’ ασχαΧόων ἐνὶ θυμῴ ὼκὺ διὰ στόρνοιο Μαχάονος ήλασεν ἔγχος. αἰχμὴ δ’ αιματόεσσα μετάφρενον ἄχρις ϊκανεν ήριπε δ’ ώς ὅτε ταύρος υπο γναθμοϊσι Χέοντος·	410
άμφϊ Bi οἱ μελἐεσσι μέγ’ εβραχεν αίόΧα τεύχη. Εὐρύπυλος δέ οἱ αΐψα ποΧνστονον είρνσατ αιχμήν εκ χροος ούταμόνοιο, καί ευχόμενος μόγ άντει-
1 Zimmermann, for εως of ν. a Zimmermann, ex Ρ; for κῆρ5 of v.
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Loud rang the taunting of Eurypylus :
“ Lie there in dust i Thy beauty marvellous Naught hath availed thee ! I have plucked thee away
From life, to which thou wast so fain to cling.
Rash fool, who didst defy a mightier man Unknowing! Beauty is no match for strength! ”
He spake, and leapt upon the slain to strip His goodly arms : but now against him came Machaon wroth for Nireus, by his side Doom-overtaken. With his spear he drave At his right shoulder: strong albeit he was,
He touched him, and blood spurted from the gash. Yet, ere he might leap back from grapple of death, Even as a lion or fierce mountain-boar Maddens mid thronging huntsmen, furious-fain To rend the man whose hand first wounded him;
So fierce Eurypylus on Machaon rushed.
The long lance shot out swiftly, and pierced him through
On the right haunch ; yet would lie not give back, Nor flinch from the onset, fast though flowed the blood.
In haste he snatched a huge stone from the ground, And dashed it on the head of Telephus’ son ;
But his helm warded him from death or harm.
Then waxed Eurypylus more hotly wroth With that strong warrior, and in fury of soul Clear through Machaon’s breast he drave his spear, And through the midriff passed the gory point.
He fell, as falls beneath a lion’s jaws A bull, and round him clashed his glancing arms. Swiftly Eurypylus plucked the lance of death Out of the wound, and vaunting cried aloud :
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“ ὰ δείλ’, ον vv τον ἦτορ άρηράμενον φρεσὶ πάμπαν
ἔπλετ’, δ? ουτιδανός περ ἐὼν μἀγ’ ἀμε/νονι φωτί 415 ἄντα κίες* τῷ καί σε κακὴ λάχε δαίμονος Αισα. αΧΑά σοι ἔσσετ’ ὄνειαρ, ὅτ’ οιωνοί δατέονται σάρκα τεὴν κταμένοιο κατά μὁθον ἣ ἔτ’ εέΧτττ) νοστήσειν καὶ ἐμεῖο μόνος καί χειρας άΧύξειν; ἐσσὶ μὲν ἰητήρ, μάΧα δ’ ή πια φάρμακα οίδας, 420 τοῖς πίσυνος τάγ1 ἔολττας ύττεκφυγέειν κακόν ηριαρ, ἀ\λί οὐ μὰν οὐθ αὐτὸς ἀπ’ ἡνεμὁεντος Όλυμπου σεῖο πατὴρ τεὺν ἦτορ ἔτ’ ἐκ θανάτοιο σαώσει, οὐδ’ εἴ τοι νέκταρ τε καὶ άμβροσίην καταχεύωμ”
Ὄς φάτο* τον δ’ ὅ γε βαιόν ἀναπνείω ν προσέ-
ειπεν*	425
“ Εὐρύπυλ*, οὐδ’ ἄρα σοι 7e πολὺν χρόνον αϊσιμόν εστι
ζώειν, άΧΧά σοι άηχι τταρίσταται ονΧομένη Κὴρ Τρώϊον ἅμ πεδίον, τῷ καὶ νῦν αϊσνΧα βάζεις.” 1 ΛΩς φάμενον Χιττε θυμός· ἔβη δ’ άφαρ "Αίδος εἴσω·
τον δὲ καὶ ονκέτ Ιόντα προσηύδα κύδιμος ἀνήρ* 430 “ νυν μὲν δὴ σύγε κεισο κατά χθονὸς· αντάρ ἔγωγε ὕστερον οὐκ ἀλὰρν, εἰ καὶ παρὰ ττοσσϊν οΧεθρος σήμερον ήμετέροισι πόλει λυγρὸς· οὔτι γὰρ ἄνδρες ζώο μεν ηματα πάντα* ττ οτ μυς δ’ ἐπὶ πᾶσι τέ-τνκταιΓ
Λβς εϊττών οΰταζε νέκνν* μίγα δ’ ἴαχε Τεῦκρος, 435 ώς ΐδεν εν κονίρσι Μαχάονα* του γὰρ ἄπωθεν είστήκει μάΧα πάγ%υ π ον ευ μένος' εν γὰρ εκειτο δῆρις ἐνὶ μέσσοισιν* ἐπ’ ἄλλω δ’ άΧΧος όρώρει. ἀλλ’ οὐδ’- ὼ? άμεΧησε δεδουττοτος άνδρός ayavov Νιρἣός θ’, ος κεῖτο παραυτόθι· τον 8’ ενόησεν 440 ύστερον άντιθέοιο Μαχάονος εν Kovirjaiv·
1 Zimmerman, for £ἐζεις of ν.
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ce Wretch, wisdom was not bound up in thine heart, That thou, a weakling, didst come forth to iiglit A mightier. Therefore art thou in the toils Of Doom. Much profit shall be thine, when kites Devour the flesh of thee in battle slain !
Ha, dost thou hope still to return, to ’scape Mine bands ? A leech art thou, and soothing salves Thou knowest, and by these didst haply hope To flee the evil day! Not thine own sire,
On the wind’s wings descending from Olympus, Should save thy life, not though between thy lips He should pour nectar and ambrosia! ” Faint-breathing answered him the dying man:
“ Eurypylus, thine own weird is to live Not long : Fate is at point to meet thee here On Troy’s plain, and to still thine impious tongue/* So passed his spirit into Hades’ halls.
Then to the dead man spake his conqueror : u Now on the earth lie thou. What shall betide Hereafter, care I not—yea, though this day Death’s doom stand by my feet: no man may live For ever: each man s fate is foreordained.’’
Stabbing the corpse he spake. Then shouted loud Teucer, at seeing Machaon in the dust.
Far thence he stood hard-toiling in the fight,
For on the centre sore the battle lay :
Foe after foe pressed on; yet not for this Was Teucer heedless of the fallen brave,
Neither of Nireus lying hard thereby Behind Machaon in the dust. He saw,
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αΐψα δ’ 6 γ Ἀργείοισιν ἐκἐκλετο μακρὰ βοήσας-“ εσσυσθ\ Ἀργεῖοι, μηδ’ εϊκετε Βυσμενεεσσιν ἐσσυμἐνοις* νῶϊν γὰρ ἀάσπετον εσσετ ὅνειδος, αἴ κε Μαχάονα δῖον α μ άντιθεω Νιρῆι	445
Τρῶ€9 ἐρυσσάμενοι ποτὶ Τλιον άττονεωνται. ἀλλ’ ἄγε Βνσμενεεσσι μαχώμεθα ττρόφρονι θυμψ, οφρα Βαίκταμένονς εΐρύσσομεν ήὲ καὶ αὐτοὶ κείνοίς αμφίθάνωμεν, ἐπεὶ θὑμις ἀνδράσιν αὕτη οἷσιν άμυνεμεναι, μηδ’ ἅλλοις κνρμα Χιττεσθαι'1 450 οὐ γὰρ ἀνιδρωτί γε μετ ἀνδράσι κῦδος ἀέξει.”
*\Ως ἄρ’ ἔφη* Δαναοῖσι δ’ ἄχος γένετ’· ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτοῖς
πολλοὶ γαῖαν ἔρευθον υπ’ Ἀρει δηωθεντες μαρναμενων ἑκάτερθεν· ἴση δ’ ἐπὶ δῆρις ὐρώρει. όψὲ δ’ ἀδελφειοῖο φόνον στονόεντα νόησε	455
βΧημενου εν κονίη Ποδαλείριον, οὕνεκα νηυσϊν ἦστο παρ’ ωκυπόροισι τετυμμενα δούρασι φωτῶν Ιλκε’ άκεωμενος. περὶ δ’ εντεα δύσατο πάντα θύμον ἀδελφειοῖο χοΧούμένος* ἐν δέ οἷ ἀλκὴ σμερΒαΧέον στερνοισιν ἀέξετο μαιμώωντι	460
ἐς ττόΧεμον στονόεντα* μέΧαν δέ οἱ ἔξεεν αἷμα Χάβρον V7T0 κραΒίη* τάχα δ’ ενθορε Βυσμενεεσσι χβρσί θοῇσιν άκοντα τανυηΧώχινα τινάσσων· εἷλε δ' ἄρ’ εσ σ υ μόνως Ἀγ αμήστορος υίόα δῖον Κλεῖτον, ὸν ηύκομος Νύμφη τἐκεν ἀμφὶ ρεόθροις 4G5 ΤΙαρθενίον, ος τ’ εἷσι διὰ χθονος ήντ εΧαιον πόντον ἐπ’ Εὓξεινον ττροχεων /caXXippoov ὓδωρ. ἄλλον δ’ ἀμφὶ κασιγνήτῳ κτάνε Β'ήιον ἄνδρα Αασσον, ον αντίθεος Προνδη τόκεν άμφϊ ρεόθροις Νυμφαίου ποταμοῖο μάλα σχεδὸν ενρεος άντρου, 470 άντρου θηητοῖο, τὺ δὴ φάτις εμμεναι αυτών ίρον Νυμφάων, ὁπόσαι περὶ μακρὰ νέμονται
1 Zimmermami, for Μ κόρμα γενἐσΑαι, with lacuna, of Koechly.
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And with a great voice raised the rescue-cry:
“ Charge, Argives ! Flinch not from the charging foe ! For shame unspeakable shall cover us If Trojan men hale back to Ilium Noble Machaon and Nireus godlike-fair.
Come, with a good heart let us face the foe To rescue these slain friends, or fall ourselves Beside them. Duty bids that men defend Friends, and to aliens leave them not a prey.
Not without sweat of toil is glory won! ”
Then were the Danaans anguish-stung: the earth All round them dyed they red with blood of slain,
As foe fought foe in even-balanced fight.
By this to Podaleirius tidings came How that in dust his brother lay, struck down By woeful death Beside the ships he sat Ministering to the hurts of men with spears Stricken. In wrath for his brother’s sake lie rose, He clad him in his armour; in his breast Dread battle-prowess swelled. For conflict grim He panted: boiled the mad blood round his heart. He leapt amidst the foe men; his swift hands Swung the snake beaded javelin up, and hurled,
And slew with its winged speed Agamestor’s son Cleitus: a bright-haired Nymph had given him birth Beside Parthenius, whose quiet stream Fleets smooth as oil through green lands, till it pours Its shining ripples to the Euxine sea.
Then by his warrior-brother laid he low Lassus, whom Pronoe, fair as a goddess, bare Beside Nyinphaeus’ stream, hard by a cave,
A wide and wondrous cave: sacred it is Men say, unto the Nymphs, even all that haunt
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ον pea ϊlaφλayόvωv καὶ ὅσαι περὶ βοτρυόεσσαν ναίουσ* Ἠράκλ-ειαν ἔοικε δὲ κεῖνο θεοῖσιν ἄντρον, ἐπεί ρα τετνκται αττειρεσιον μὲν ίδεσθαι 475 λαίνεον, ψυχρόν δὲ διὰ σττεος ερχεται ύδωρ κρνστάλλφ ατάλαντου, ἐνὶ μυχάτοισι δὲ πάντη Χαίνεοι κρητηρες ἐπὶ στυφελἣσι ττετρησιν αίζηών ως χερσὶ τετvyμεvoι ίνδάΧΧονται* ἀμφ’ αντοΐσι δὲ Πᾶνες ὁμῶς Νύμφαι τ’ ερατειναί, 480 ἱστοί τ’ ήΧακάται τε, καὶ ἄλλ’ όσα τεχνήεντα ἔργα ττεΧει θνητοΐσι, τὰ καὶ περὶ θαύμα βροτοΐσιν εϊδεται ερχομενοισιν ἔσω /εροῖο μυχοῖο* τῷ ἔνι δοιαὶ ἔνεισι καταιβασίαι τ’ άνοδοί τε, ἡ μὲν πρός βορεαο τετραμμένη ηχηεντος	485
ττνοιάς, ἡ δὲ νότοιο καταντίον vypov άεντος, τῇ θνητοί νίσσονται νττο σττεος εὐρὺ θεάων* ἡ δ’ ὲτέρη μακάρων πέλβται οδός, οὐδὲ μιν ἄνδρες ρη ιδίως ττατεουσιν, ἐπεὶ χάος εὐρὺ τετνκται μέχρις ἐπ’ Ἀίδονἣος νττερθύμοιο βέρεθρον	490
ἀλλὰ τὰ μὲν μακάρεσσι πόλει θέμις είσοράασθαι. τῶνδ’ αὖτ’ ἀμφὶ Μαχάον’ ἰδ’ Ἀγλαίης κΧντον via1 μαρναμενων εκάτερθεν αττεφ θ ιτ ο πουλὺς ὅμιλος· ὸῆτὲ δὲ δὴ Δαναοί σφεας εϊρυσαν άθΧησαντες πολλά περ* άΐψα δὲ νἣας ἐπὶ σφετέρας ε κόμισσαν 495 τταϋροι, ἐπεὶ ττΧεόνεσσι κακή ττερπτετττατ όιζνς apyaXeov πολέμοιο* πόνῳ δ’ ενεμιμνον αν ay κη. ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ μάλα πολλοὶ ενεττΧησαντο κελαινάς κήρας αν αίματόεντα και aXyivoevTa κνδοιμόν, δη τὁτ’ ἄρ’ Ἀργείων ττοΧέες φvyov ενδοθι νηών, 500 δσσους Εὐρύπυλος μἑγ εττωχετο πῆμα κνλίνδων. Ίταϋροι δ’ ἀμφ’ Αϊαντα καλ Άτρεος νΐε κραταιω μίμνον εν ὑσμίνη * καὶ δὴ τάχα Πάντες ὅλοντο δνσμενεων τταΧάμησι ττεριστρωφώντες όμίΧω,
1 Zimmermann, for άμφί Μαχάονα δῖον, with lacuna, of Koechly.
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The long-ridged Paphlagonian hills, and all That by full-clustered Heracleia dwell.
That cave is like the work of gods, of stone In manner marvellous moulded: through it flows Cold water crystal-clear: in niches round Stand bowls of stone upon the rugged rock, Seeming as they were wrought by carvers’ hands. Statues of Wood-gods stand around, fair Nymphs, Looms, distaffs, all such things as mortal craft Fashioneth. Wondrous seem they unto men Which pass into that hallowed cave. It hath, Up-leading and down-leading, doorways twain, Facing, the one, the wild North’s shrilling blasts, And one the dank rain-burdened South. By this Do mortals pass beneath the Nymphs’ wide cave; But that is the Immortals’ path : no man May tread it, for a chasm deep and wide Down-reaching unto Hades, yawns between.
This track the Blest Gods may alone behold.
So died a host on either side that warred Over .Machaon and Aglaia’s son.
But at* the last through desperate wrestle of fight The Danaans rescued them: yet few were they Which bare them to the ships : by bitter stress Of conflict were the more part compassed round, And needs must still abide the battle’s brunt.
But when full many had filled the measure up Of fate, mid tumult, blood and agony,
Then to their ships did many Argives flee Pressed by Eurypylus hard, an avalanche Of havoc. Yet a few abode the strife Round Aias and the Atreidae rallying;
And haply these had perished all, beset By throngs on throngs of foes on every hand,
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εἰ μὴ Ὀιλἐος υίὸς ενφρονα Πουλυδάμαντα	505
ἀγχεί τύψε τταρ9 ωμόν αριστερόν άηχόθι μαζον· ἐκ δὲ οι αΐμ ἐχύθη· ὁ δ’ εχάσσατο τυτθον όττίσσω. Αηίφοβον δ’ οντησε περικλειτὸς Μενἐλαος δεξιτερὸν παρὰ μαζον* ὁ δ’ ἔκφυγε τοσσι θοοῖσιν. ἔνθ’ ’Αγαμέμνων δῖος ενηρατο τονΧνν ομιΧον 510 πληθύος ἐξ όΧοης' μετὰὡ’ Αϊθικον ᾤχετο δῖον θύων ἐγχείῃσιν* ὁ δ’ εἰς ὲτάρους άΧεεινε.
Τοὺς δ’ ὁπὁτ’ Εὐρύπυλος λαοσσόος είσενόησε χαζόμένους άμα πάντας ἀπὸ στυγεροῖο κνόοιμοϋ, αὐτίκα κάλλιπε Χαόν, ὅσον κατὰ νῆας έΧασσε,	515
καί ρα θοῶς οϊμησεν ἐπ’ Ἀτρὼς υἷε κραταιω ται&ά τε καρτερόθυμον Ὀίλἐὰς, ος περὶ μὲν θεῖν ἔσκε θοὸς, περὶ δ’ αὖτε μάχη ἔνι φέρτατος ἦεν. τοῖς ἔπι κραιτνον ορονσεν ἔχων τεριμηκετον ἔγχος· σὺν δέ οἱ ἦλθε Πάρι ς τε καὶ Αἰνείας ἐρίθυμος, 520
ος ρα θοῶς Μαντα βάλε ν τεριμηκει ττετρρ κὰκ κόρυθα κρατερην* ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐν κονίησι τανν-σθεϊς
'φυχην ου τι κάτνσσεν, ἐπεί νὑ οι αϊσιμον ἦμαρ ἐν νόστψ έτετνκτο ΐίαφηρίσιν άμφϊ τέτρασι* καί ρά μιν άρτάξαντες άρηίφιΧοι θεράτοντες βαιον ετ άμτνείοντα φέρον ποτὶ νῆας 1Αχαιών* και τότ ἄρ’ οίώθησαν άηακΧειτοΙ βασιΧήες Ἀτρεῖδαι· περὶ δέ σφιν όΧέθριος ϊσταθ’ ομιΧος βαΧΧόντων ἑκάτερθεν, ο τι σθένε χερσϊν έΧεσθαι· οἱ μὲν 7ὰρ στονόεντα βεΧη χεον, οἱ δὲ νυ Χᾶα?, ἄλλοι δ* αίγανέας* τοι δ’ ἐν μέσσοισιν εόντες στρωφώντ, εὖτε σὑες μέσω ερκει ήέ Χέοντες ηματι τω, ὅτ’ άνακτες άοΧΧίσσωσ άνθρώτονς άργαΧέως τ είΧέωσι κακόν τενχοντες ὅλεθρον θηρσιν ντο κρατεροΐς, οἱ δ’ ερκεος εντός εόντες
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δμώας δαρδάπτουσιν, ο τις σφίσιν ἐγγὺς ΐκηται* ως οι y ἐν μέσσοισιν ἐπεσσυμἐνους ἐδάιζον. ἀλλ’ οὐδ’ ὼς μἐνος εἶχον ἐελδὁμενοί περ άλνξαι, εἰ μὴ Τεῦκρος ϊ κάνε και Ιδομενεὺς ἐρίθυμος Μηριόνης τε Θὁας τε καὶ ισόθεος Θρασυμήδης, 540 οἶ ρα πάρος φοβέοντο θρασύ σθένος Eνρνπνλοιο, καί κε φνγον κατ α νήας αλευάμενοι βαρύ πη μα, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ Ἀτρείδῃσι περιδδείσαντε? ϊκοντο ἄντην Εὐρυπύλοιο· μάχη δ’ ἀίδηλος ἐτὐχθη.
’Ένθα τὁτ’ Λἰνείαο κατ’ ἀσπιδος ἔγχος ἔρεισε 545 Τεῦκρος έυμμελίης* τοῦ δ’ οὐ %ρὁα καλὸν ϊαψεν ηρκεσε yap οι πῆμα σάκος μέya τετραβόειον ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼς δείσας άνεχάσσατο τυτθον ὀπίσσω. Μηριόνης δ’ επόρονσεν άμύμονι Ααοφόωντι ΤΙαιονίΒΐ], τον eyeivar ένπλόκαμος Κλεομήδη 550 Άξιου ἀμφὶ ρέεθρα* κίεν δ’ ὅ γε’Ίλιον ίρην Τρωσϊν αρηζέμεναι μετ άμνμονος Άστεροπαίον τον δ’ ἄρα Μηριόνης νύξ’ ἔγχει οκρώεντι αιδοίων ἐφύπερθε· θοῶς δέ οἱ εϊρυσεν αιχμή ἔγκαται του δ’ ώκιστα ποτὶ ζόφον εσσυτο θυμός. 555 Αϊαντος δ’ ἄρ’ εταίρος Ὀιλιάδαο δαίφρων Ἀλκιμὲδης ἐς όμιλον ευσθενέων βάλε Τρώων* ἦκε δ’ επενξάμενος Βηίων ες φύλοπιν αίνην σφενΒόνη akyivoevTa λίθον Βία δ’ ετρεσαν άνδρες ροΐζον όμως και λάα περιΒΒείσαντες ιόντα.	560
τὸν δ’ ὸλοὴ φἐρε Μοῖρα ποτὶ θρασύν ήνιοχηα Πάρμονος Ττπτασίδην* τον δ’ ηνία χερσιν ἔχοντα πληξε κατά κροτάφοιο* θοῶς δὲ μιν εκβαλε δίφρον πρόσθεν ὲοῖο τροχοιο· θοον δέ οι άρμα πεσοντος λυγρὸν έπισσώτροισι δέμας Βιελίσσετ’ όπίσσω	565
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With walls ringed round, yet tear with tusk and fang What luckless thrall soever draweth near.
So these death-compassed heroes slew their foes Ever as they pressed on. Yet had their might Availed not for defence, for all their will,
Had Teucer and Idomeneus strong of heart Coine not to help, with Thoas, Meriones,
And godlike Thrasymedes, they which shrank Erewhile before Eurypylus—yea, had fled Unto the ships to ’scape the crushing doom,
But that, in fear for Atreus’ sons, they rallied Against Eurypylus : deadly waxed the fight.
Then Teucer with a mighty spear-thrust smote Aeneas’ shield, yet wounded not his flesh,
For the great fourfold buckler warded him;
Yet feared he, and recoiled a little space.
Leapt Meriones upon Laophoon The son of Paeon, bom by Axius’ flood Of bright-haired Cleoinede. Unto Troy With noble Asteropaeus had he come To aid her folk : him Meriones’ keen spear Stabbed ’neath the navel, and the lance-head tore His bowels forth ; swift sped his soul away Into the Shadow-land. Aleimedes,
The warrior-friend of Aias, Oileus5 son,
Shot mid the press of Trojans; for he sped With taunting shout a sharp stone from a sling Into their battle’s heart. They quailed in fear Before the hum and onrush of the bolt.
Fate winged its flight to the bold charioteer Of Pammon, Hippasus’ son : his brow it smote While yet he grasped the reins, and flung him stunned
Down from the chariot-seat before the wheels.
The rushing war-wain whirled his wretched form ’Twixt tyres and heels of onward4eaping steeds,
293
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
ίππων Ιεμενών θάνατος Βε μιν αἰνὸς ἐδάμνα εσσυμένως μάσησα καὶ ηνία νόσφι λιπόντα· Πάμμονι δ’ ἔμπεσε πένθος· άφαρ δὲ ἐ θἣκεν ανάγκη
άμφω καί βασΐΧηα καί ήνιοχεϊν θοὺν άρμα* καί νύ κεν αυτοί) κήρα καί ύστατον ημαρ άνέτΧη, εἰ μη οί Τρώων τις ἀνὰ κΧονον αίματόεντα ηνία δίξατο χερσι και εξεσάωσεν άνακτα ἤδη τειρόμενον Βηίων όΧοησι χέρεσσιν.
Ἀντίθεον δ’ Ἀκάμαντα καταντίον άίσσοντα Νέστορος οβριμος νιος ὑπὲρ γόνυ δούρατι τνψεν ελκεϊ δ’ ούΧομένω στυγερὰς ὐπεδύσατ’ ανίας· χάσσατο δ’ ἐκ ποΧέμοιο· Χίπεν δ’ ὲτάροισι κυ-δοιμὺν
Βακρυόεντ· οὐ γὰρ οἱ ἔτι πτοΧεμοιο μεμηΧει* καὶ τότε δὴ θεράπων έρικυΒεος Εὐρυπύλοιο τύψε ©όαντος εταϊρον Ί&χέμμονα Βηϊοτήτι ώμου τντθον ενερθε* περὶ κραδίην δέ οἱ ἔγχος ἷξεν ἀνιηρὁν* σὺν δ’ αῖματι κηκιεν ἱδρὼς ψυχρος από μεΧέων καί μιν στρεφθέντα φέρεσθαι εἰσοπίσω κατέμαρψε μίγα σθένος Εὐρυπύλοιο· κόψε δἑ οἱ θοὰ νεύρα· πὁδες δ’ άεκοντες εμιμνον αυτόν, ὅπη μιν τύψε· Χίττεν δέ μιν άμβροτος αιών, εσσυμένως δὲ θόας ννξεν Τίάριν όξέι δουρὶ δεξιτερὺν κατὰ μηρόν ο δ’ ᾤχετο τντθον όπίσσω οίσόμένος θοά τόξα, τα οι μετόπισθε λέλειπτο. Ιδομενεὺς δ’ ἄρα λᾶαν, ὅσον σθένε, χερσιν άείρας κάββαΧεν Εὐρυπύλοιο βραχίονα· τοῦ δὲ χαμάξε κάππεσε Χοίγιον ἔχχος· αφαρ δ’ άνεχάσσατ όπίσσω
οίσέμεν ἐγχείη ν τὴν 7ὰρ π’ εχεν εκβαΧε χειρός. Ἀ τρεῖδαι δ ἄρα τντθον άνέπνευσαν πολἑμοιο. τῷ δὲ θοῶς θεράποντες εβαν σχεΒόν, οι οι ενεγκαν
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And awful death in that hour swallowed him When whip and reins had flown from his nerveless hands.
Then grief thrilled Pammon: hard necessity Made him both chariot-lord and charioteer.
Now to his doom and death-day had he bowed,
Had not a Trojan through that gory strife Leapt, grasped the reins, and saved the prince, when now
His strength failed ’neath the murderous hands of foes.
As godlike Acamas charged, the stalwart son Of Nestor thmst the spear above bis knee,
And with that wound sore anguish came on him: Back from the fight he drew ; the deadly strife He left unto his comrades : quenched was now His battle-lust. Eurypylus’ henchman smote Echeminon, Thoas* friend, amidst the fray Beneath the shoulder; nigh his heart the spear Passed bitter-biting : o’er his limbs brake out Mingled with blood cold sweat of agony.
He turned to flee; Eurypylus’ giant might Chased, caught him, shearing his heel-tendons through :
There, where the blow fell, his reluctant feet Stayed, and the spirit left his mortal frame.
Thoas pricked Pans with quick-thrusting spear On the right thigh : backward a space he ran For his death-speeding bow, which had been left To rearward of the fight. Idomeneus Upheaved a stone, huge as his hands could swing, And dashed it on Eurypylus’ arm : to earth Fell his death-dealing spear. Backward he stepped To grasp another, since from out bis band The first was smitten. So had Atreus’ sons A moment’s breathing-space from stress of war.
But swiftly drew Eurypylus’ henchmen near
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ὰαγὲς δόρυ μακράν, δ πολλῶν yovvar ἔλυσε* δεξάμενος δ’ ὅ γε λαὺν ἐπᾤχετο κάρτεϊ θνων, κτείνων ον ice κὐχῃσι, ποΧνν δ’ ὑπεδάμναθ’ ομιΧον, Ἕνθ’ οὔτ’ Ἀτρεῖδαι μόνον ἔμπεδον οὔτε τις ἄλλος άη'χβμάχων Δαναών μάλα γὰρ δέος ἔλλαβε
πάντας	600
apycCxkov% πᾶσιν γὰρ επεσσντο πῆμα κορύσσω ν ΕὐρὑπυΧος* μετόπισθε δ’ ἐπισπόμενος κεράϊζε. κεκΧετο δ’ αὖ Τρώεσσιν ἰδ’ ίππο8άμοίς Ιτάροισιν “ ὦ φίλοι, εἰ δ’ ἄγε θύμον ἐνὶ στερνοισι Χα-βόντες
τ ευ ξω μεν Δαναοισι φόνον καί κήρ’ ἀίδηλον,	605
οἳ δὴ νῦν μηΧοισιν ἐοικὁτες απονεονται νἣας ἐπὶ σφετέρας· ἀλλὰ μνησώμεθα Πάντες ύσμίνης ὸλοῆς, ἦς παιδόθεν ϊ8μονες εἰμεν.”
ΛΏς φάτο* τοι δ’ επόρονσαν ἀολλέες ’Αργείοισιν οἱ δὲ μίγα τρομέοντες ἀπ’ apyaXkoio κν8οιμον 610 φεῦγον τοι δ’ ἐφἐποντο κύνες ως apyιό8ovτες κεμμάσιν ayporkprjaiv αν αηκεα μάκρα καί ὕλη ν. πολλοὺς δ’ ἐν κονίησι βάΧον μάλα περ μεμαώτας εκφν γέειν ὸλοοῖο φόνον στ ονόεσσαν ὁμοκλὴ ν. ΕὐρὑπυΧος μὲν ἔπεφνεν αμνμονα Βουκολίωνα 615 Νῆσὁν τε ίίράμιάν τε καὶ Ἀντιφον* οἱ δὲ Μν-κήνην
φκεον ενκτεανον, τοι δ’ ἐν Αακε8αίμονι ναϊον τούς αβ ο y ἐξενάριξεν αριγνώτους περ εόντας. ἐκ δ’ αρα πΧηθνος εΙΧεν αάσπετα φῦλ’ ανθρώπων οσσα μοι ου σθένος ἐστὶ ΧΐΧαιομενω περ άεισαι,	620
οὐδ’ εἴ μοι στερνοισι σώηρεον ητορ ενείη.
Αινείας 8ε Φἐρητα καὶ ’Αντίμαχον κατέπεφνεν αμφοτερονς Κρήτηθεν ἅμ’ ’Ιδομενἣι κιόντας. αὐτὰρ Ἀγήνωρ δῖος αμνμονα ΜώΧον επεφνεν, ος περ ἀπ’ >,Aρyεoς ἦλθεν ὑπὸ ΧθενεΧω βασίΧήι* 625
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Bearing a stubbom-shafted lance, wherewith He brake the strength of many. In stormy might Then charged he on the foe: whomso he met He slew, and spread wide havoc through their ranks.
Now neither Atreus’ sons might steadfast stand, Nor any valiant Danaan beside,
For ruinous panic suddenly gripped the hearts Of all; for on them all Eurypylus rushed Flashing death in their faces, chased them, slew, Cried to the Trojans and to his chariot-lords :
“ Friends, be of good heart ! To these Danaans Let us deal slaughter and doom’s darkness now I Lo, how like scared sheep back to the ships they flee!
Forget not your death-dealing battle-lore,
O ye that from your youth are men of war! ”
Then charged they on the Argives as one man; And these in utter panic turned and fled The bitter battle, those hard after them Followed, as white-fanged hounds hold deer in chase Up the long forest-giens. Full many in dust They dashed down, howsoeer they longed to escape. The slaughter grim and great of that wild fray, Eurypylus hath slain Bucolion,
Nesus, and Chromion and Antiphus;
Twain in Mycenae dwelt, a goodly land;
In Lacedaemon twain. Men of renown Albeit they were, he slew them. Then he smote A host unnumbered of the common throng.
My strength should not suffice to sing their fate,
How fain soever, though within my breast Were iron lungs. Aeneas slew withal Antimaehus and Pheres, twain which left Crete with Idomeneus. Agenor smote Molus the princely,—with king Sthenelus He came from Argos?—hurled from far behind
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τὸν βάΧεν αΐηανεη νεοθηηόϊ πολλὸν ὀπίσσω φεύγοντ’ ἐκ ποΧεμοιο τυχὼν ὑπὸ νείατα κνήμης δεξιτερῆς* αἰχμὴ δὲ διὰ πλατὺ νεῦρον ἑκερσεν ἄντικρυς ἱεμένη* παρὰ δ’ ἔθρισεν ο area φωτός άργαΧέως* ὸδύνῃ δὲ μίγη μόρος, ἐφθιτο δ' ἀνήρ. ἔνθα Πάρις Μόσυνον τ’ εβαΧεν καὶ ἀγήνορα Φόρκυν
άμφω άδεΧφειούς, οἴ τ’ ἐκ ΧαΧαμΐνος ϊκοντο Αϊαντος νήεσσι, καὶ οὐκέτι νόστον ϊδοντο. τοῖσι δ’ ἔπι ΚλεὁΧαον εὺν θεράποντα Μέγητος εἷλε βαΧών κατο, μαζόν αριστερόν* ἀμφὶ δέ μιν νὺξ μάρψε κακή, και θυμός ἀπέπτατο· τοῦ δὲ δαμέντος ἔνδον ὑπὸ στερνοισιν ἔτι κραδίη άΧεγεινή ταρφεα παΧΧομενη πτερόεν πεΧεμιξε βέλεμνον. ἄλλον δ’ ἰὸν άφήκεν ἐπὶ θρασύν Ἠετίωνα ἐσσυμένως* τοῦ δ’ αΐψα δια ηναθμοίο πέρησε χαλκος* ὁ δ’ εστ ον άχησε* μὑγη δέ οι αΐματι δάκρυ. ἄλλος δ’ αΧΧον ἔπεφνε· πολὺς δ’ εστείνετο χώρος Ἀργείων ἰληδὸν ἐπ’ άΧΧήΧοισι ττεσόντων.
Καί νύ κε δὴ τότε Τρῶες ενεπρησαν πυρὶ νἣας, εἰ μὴ νὺξ επόρουσε βαθύσκιου ήέρ άγουσα, χάσσατο δ* Εὺρὑπυλο?, σὺν δ’ άΧΧοι Τρώιοι υΐες νηών βαιόν άπωθε ττοτι προρζοάς Ί^ιμόεντος ήχί περ αΰΧιν εθεντο γεγηθοτες. οι δ’ ἐνὶ νηυσίν Ἀργεῖοι γοάασκον ἐπὶ ψαμάθοισι πεσοντες ποΧΧά μάΧ* άχνυμενοι κταμενων υπέρ, οΰνεκ ἄρ’ αὐτών
πολλοὺς εν κονίησι μέλας εκιχήσατο πότμος.
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A dart new-whetted, as he fled from fight,
Piercing his right leg, and the eager shaft Cut sheer through the broad sinew, shattering The bones with anguished pain : and so his doom Met him, to die a death of agony.
Then Paris’ arrows laid proud Phorcys low,
And Mosynus, brethren both, from Salamis Who came in Aias’ ships, and nevermore Saw the home-land. Cleolaus smote he next,
Meges* stout henchman ; for the arrow struck His left breast: deadly night enwrapped him round, And his soul fleeted forth: his fainting heart Still in his breast fluttering convulsively Made the winged arrow shiver. Yet again Did Paris shoot at bold Eetion.
Through his jaw leapt the sudden-flashing brass :
He groaned, and with his blood were mingled bears. So ever man slew man, till all the space Was heaped with Argives each on other cast.
Now had the Trojans burnt with fire the ships, Had not night, txiailing heavy-folded mist,
Uprisen. So Eurypylus drew back,
And Troy’s sons with him, from the ships aloof A little space, by Simois’ outfall; there Camped they exultant. But amidst the ships Flung down upon the sands the Argives wailed Heart-anguished for the slain, so many of whom Dark fate had overtaken and laid in dust.
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Ἠμος δ’ ουρανοί άστρα κατέκρυφεν, ἔγρετο δ’ Ἠὼς λαμπρόν παμφανόωσα3 κνεφας δ’ άνεγάσσατο νυκτός,
δὴ τὁτ* ὰρήιοι υἷες ευσθενέων Ἀργείων, οἱ μὲν ἔ/3αν ττροττάροίθβ νεῶν κρατερὴν ἐπὶ δῆριν ἀντίον Εὐρυπύλοιο μεμαότες, οἱ δ’ ἀπάτερθεν αὐτοῦ πὰρ νήεσσι Μαχάονα ταργυσαντο Νιρἐα θ’, ος μακάρεσσιν άειηενεεσσιν ἐῴκβι κάΧΧεί τ’ ayXairj τε* /3ίῃ δ’ οὐκ ἄλκιμος ἦεν οὐ γὰρ άμ άνθρώποισι θεοὶ τεΧεουσιν άπαντα* αΧΧ! εσθΧω κακόν ἄγχι παρίσταται εκ τινος αϊσης* ὼς Νιρῆι άνακτι παρ aryXaoy ἐρατεινῇ κεῖτ’ ἀλαπαδνοσύνη* Δαναοὶ δε οἱ οὐκ ἀμὲλησαν, ἀλλά ἑ ταρχνσαντο καί ώδύραντ ἐπὶ τύμβω, οσσα Μαχάονα Βΐον, ον άθανάτοισι Θεοΐσιν Ισον ἀεὶ τίεσκον, ἐπεὶ πυκνά μήδεα ῄδη αἶψα δ’ ἀρ’ άμφοτέροις αυτόν περί σήμα βάΧοντο.
Καὶ τὁτ’ ἄρ’ ἐν πεδία) ἔτι μαίνετο λοίγιος Ἀρης* ὧρτο δ’ ἄρ’ άμφοτέρωθε μέγας κόναβος καί ἀϋτὴ ρηγνυμἐνων Χάεσσι και ἐγχεἰῃσι βοειών* καί ρ’ οἱ μὲν πονεοντο ποΧυκμητψ ὑπ’ Ἀρηι* νωΧεμεως δ’ ἄρ’ ἄπαστος εδητύος εν κονυρσι κεϊτο μεηα στενάχων ΤίοδαΧείριος* οὐδ’ ὅ γε σήμα Χεΐπε κασιγνήτοιο* νόος δέ οἱ όρμαίνεσκς
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How the Son of Achilles was brought to the War from the Isle of Scyros.
When heaven hid his stars, and Dawn awoke Outspraying splendour, and night’s darkness fled, Then undismayed the Argives’ warrior-sons Marched forth without the ships to meet in fight Eurypylus, save those that tarried still To render to Machaon inidst the ships Death-dues, with Nireus—Nireus, who in grace And goodlihead was like the Deathless Ones,
Yet was not stiiong in bodily might: the Gods Grant not perfection in all things to men;
But evil still is blended with the good By some strange fate: to Nireus’ winsome grace Was linked a weakling s prowess. Yet the Greeks Slighted him not, but gave him all death-dues,
And mourned above his grave with no less griet Than for Machaon, whoin they honoured aye,
For his deep wisdom, as the immortal Gods.
One mound they swiftly heaped above these twain.
Then in the plain once more did murderous war Madden : the multitudinous clash and cry Rose, as the shields were shattered with huge stones,
Were pierced with lances. So they toiled in fight; But all this while lay Podaleirius Fasting in dust and groaning, leaving not
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χερσϊν νπό σφετερρσιν άνηΧεγέως άποΧεσθαί· καί ρ’ ὁτὲ μὲν βάΧε χεΐρας ἐπὶ ξίφος, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε
δίζετο φάρμακον αίνον’ ὲοι δὲ μιν εΐργον εταίροι πολλὰ παρηηορεοντες' ο δ’ οὐκ άπεΧηγεν ἀνίης. καί νύ κε θύμον εησιν ὑπαὶ παΧάμησιν ὅλεσσεν ἐσθλοῦ άδεΧφειοΐο νεοκμητω ἐπὶ τύμβφ, εἰ μὴ Νηλἐος υἱὸς επεκΧυεν, οὐδ’ άμέΧησεν αίνώς τειρομενοιο' κίχεν δὲ μιν ἄλλοτε μὲν που εκχνμενον ττερϊ σήμα πολύστονον, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ἀμφὶ κάρη χενοντα κόνιν καί στηθεα χβρσΧ θεινόμενον κρατερησι καί ουνομα κικΧήσκοντα οΐο κασιγνήτοιο* περιστενάχοντο δ* άνακτα δμῶες ὁμῶς ετάροισι* κακὴ δ’ ἔχε πάντας δϊζνς. καί ἡ’ ὅγε μειΧιχίοισι μἐχ’ άχννμενον προσέειπεν* “ ϊσχεο ΧευγαΧεοιο <γ6ου καί πἑνθεος αίνον, ω τάκος* οὐ γὰρ ἔοικε ττερίφρονα φώτα γεγῶτα μύρεσθ’ οἷα γυναίκα παρ οὐκέτ’ ἐὁντι ττεσοντα* οὐ γὰρ άναστησεις μιν ετ ες φάος, οννεκ άιστος ψυχή οι πεπὁτηται ἐς ἡἐρα, σώμα δ’ ἄνευθεν πῦρ όΧοόν κατἐδαἡνε καὶ όστάα δέξατο ηαϊα* αΰτως 8\ ως ἀνέθηλε, καὶ εφθιτο. τετΧαθι 8* αΧηος άσπετον, ως ττερ ἔγωγε Μαχάονος οὔτι χερείω παῖδ’ όΧέσας δηίοισιν υπ’ ἀνδράσιν εὖ μεν ακοντι εν δὲ σαοφροσννησι κεκασ μόνον· οὐδέ τις ἄλλος αίζηών φιΧεεσκεν εόν πάτερ’ ως ἐμὲ κείνος, κάτθανε δ’ εἵνεκ’ ἐμεῖο σαωσεμεναι μενεαίνω ν ον πάτερ · άΧλά οι ειθαρ άποκταμενοιο πάσασθαι σίτον ετΧην καϊ ζωὸς ἔτ* Ἠριγὲνειαν ίδεσθαι, εὖ είδώς, οτ ι Πάντες ὑμὴν Ἀίδαο κέλευθον νισσὁμεθ’ άνθρωποι, πᾶσιν τ’ ἐπὶ τέρματα κειται λυγρὰ μόρου στονοεντος* ἔοικε δὲ θνητόν εόντα πάντα φέρειν, ὁπόσ’ εσθΧα διδοΐ θεός ἡδ’ ἀλεγεινά.” 302
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His brother’s tomb ; and oft his heart was moved With his own hands to slay himself. And now He clutched his sword, and now amidst his herbs Sought for a deadly drug; and still his friends Essayed to stay his hand and comfort him With many pleadings. But he would not cease From grieving : yea, his hands had spilt his life There on his noble brother’s new-made tomb,
But Nestor heard thereof, and sorrowed sore In his affliction, and he came on him . As now he flung him on that woeful grave,
And now was casting dust upon his head,
Beating his breast, and on his brother s name Crying, while thralls and comrades round their lord Groaned, and affliction held them one and all.
Then gently spake he to that stricken one: sc Refrain from bitter moan and deadly grief,
My son. It is not for a wise man’s honour To wail, as doth a woman, o’er the fallen.
Thou shalt not bring him up to light again Whose soul hath fleeted vanishing into air,
Whose body fire hath ravined up, whose bones Earth has received. His end was worthy his life. Endure thy sore grief, even as I endured,
Who lost a son, slain by the hands of foes,
A son not worse than thy Machaon, good With spears in battle, good in counsel. None Of all the youths so loved his sire as he Loved me. He died for me—yea, died to save His father. Yet, when he was slain, did I Endure to taste food, and to see the light,
Well knowing that all men must tread one path Hades-ward, and before all lies one goal,
Death’s mournful goal. A mortal man must bear All joys, all griefs, that God vouchsafes to send.”
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ΛΏς φάθ’* ὁ δ’ άχνν μένος μιν άμείβετο* τον δ’ άλεγεινον
ἔρρεεν βίσβη δάκρυ καὶ αγλαά δεῦε γένεια'
“ ὦ πάτερ, άσχετον άλγος εμον καταδάμναται ἦτορ
ἀμφὶ κασιγνήτοιο περίφρονος, ος μ’ άτίτάΧλεν οίχομένοιο τοκήος ἐς ονρανον ως ebv via σφίσιν εν άγκοίν$σι καὶ ἰητήρια νονσων ἐκ θνμοΐο δίδαξε* μιῇ δ’ ἐνὶ δαιτὶ καὶ εὐνὴ τερπόμεθα ξννοϊσιν ϊαινόμενοι κτεάτεσσι* τῳ μοι πένθος άλαστον εποίχεται' οὐδ’ ἔτι κείνον τβθναότος φάος εσθλόν ἐέλδομαι είσοράασθαι.” ΛΩς φάτο* τον δ’ ὁ γεραιος άκηχέμενον προσέειπε· “ πᾶσι μὲν άνθρώποισιν ίσον κακόν ωπασε δαίμων όρφανίην, π όντας δὲ καὶ ήμέας αία καλύψει, ον μεν dp εκτελέσαντας όμήν βιότοιο κέλευθον, οὐδ’ ο ι η ν τις έκαστος εέλδεται, οννεχ νπερθεν ἐσθλά τε καὶ τὰ χέρεια Θεών εν γούνασι κειται μνρία, εἰς ὲν πάντα μεμιγμένα· καὶ τὰ μὲν οὔτις δέρκεται αθανάτων, ἀλλ’ άπροτίοπτα τέτνκται άχλνϊ θεσπεσίρ κεκαλνμμένα' τοΐς δ’ ἐπὶ ψείρας οἴη Μοῖρα τίθησι καί οὐ^ όρόωσ ἀπ’ Όλυμπου ἐς γαϊαν προίησι* τα δ’ αλλυδις ἅλλα φέρονται πνοιής ὼς άνέμοιο' καί άνέρι πολλάκις ἐσθλῷ άμφεχνθη μέγα πῆμα, λυγρψ δ’ επικάππεσεν 8λβος
ον κ είκώς} άλαος δὲ πόλει βίος άνθρωπο ιο*2 τοννεκ dp* άσφαλέως ον νίσσεται, ἀλλὰ πόδεσσι πνκνά ποτιπταίει· τρέπεται δέ οι αίολος οἶμος3 ἄλλοτε μὲν ποτὶ πῆμα πολνστονον, άλλοτε δ’ αὖτε εἰς αγαθόν* μερόπων δε πανόλβιος οντις ετνχθη ες τέλος ἐξ αρχής* ετέρω δ* ετερ’ άντιοωσι,
*· 2 Zimmermann, for ο#τι εκάν and ανθρώποισι of ν,
3 Zimmermaun, for αΜλον είδος of ν.
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Made answer that heart-stricken one, while still Wet were his cheeks with ever-flowing tears :
<e Father, mine heart is bowed ’neath crushing grief For a brother passing wise, who fostered me Even as a son. When to the heavens had passed Our father, in Ms arms he cradled me:
Gladly he taught me all his healing lore ;
We shared one table ; in one bed we lay :
We had all things in common—these, and love.
My grief cannot forget, nor I desire,
Now he is dead, to see the light of life.”
Then spake the old man to that stricken one : fc To all men Fate assigns one same sad lot, Bereavement: earth shall cover all alike,
Albeit we tread not the same path of life,
And none the path he chooseth; for on high Good things and bad lie on the knees of Gods Unnumbered, indistinguishably blent.
These no Immortal seeth; they are veiled In mystic cloud-folds. Only Fate puts forth Her hands thereto, nor looks at what she takes,
But casts them from Olympus down to earth.
This way and that they are wafted, as it were By gusts of wind. The good man oft is whelmed In suffering: wealth undeserved is heaped On the vile person. Blind is each man’s life; Therefore he never walketh surely ; oft He stumbleth: ever devious is his path,
Now sloping down to sorrow, mounting now To bliss. All-happy is no living man From the beginning to the end, but still The good and evil clash. Our life is short;
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iravpov δὲ ζώοντας ἐν αΧτγεσιν οντι eouce ζωεμεν, ἔλπεο δ’ αἰὲν αρείονα, μηδ’ ἐπὶ XvC/ρφ θύμον ἔχειν* καὶ 7ἀβ ἡμ πόλει φάτις ανθρώιτοισιν εσθΧων μὲν νίσσεσθαι ἐς ουρανοί> αφθιτον αίεϊ ψυχάς,1 αρηαΧέων δὲ ποτὶ ζόφον ἔπλετο δ’ άμφω σεῖο κασίγνητο)* καὶ μείλιχος ἔσκε βροτοΐσι, καὶ πάις άθανάτοιο* θεῶν δ’ ἐς φῦλον ὸίω κεῖνον ὰνβλθέμεναι αφετέρου πατρός ἐννεσίῃσιν.”
'Ὠς εϊττών μιν eyeipev από χθονὸς οὐκ ἐθἐλοντα παρφάμενος μνθοισιν, ἀγεν δ’ ἀπὸ σήματος αίνον εντροπαΧιζόμενον καί ετ apyaXia στενάχοντα* ἐς δ’ ἄρα νἣας ικοντο* ττ όνον S’ ἔχον ἄλλοι Ἀχμιοὶ apyaXiov καὶ Τρῶες ορινομενου ττοΧέμοιο.
Εὐρύπυλος δ’ ἀτάλαντος άτειρέα θύμον Ἀρηι ' χερσίν υττ άκαμάττ)σι καί εγχεί μαιμώωντι δάμνατο δήια φῦλα* νεκρών δ’ εστείνετο γαῖα κτεινομενών εκάτερθεν. ὁ δ’ ἐν νεκνεσσι βεβηκώς μάρνατο θαρσαλέως πεπαλαγμἐνος αἵματι χεῖρας καὶ πόδας* οὐδ’ ἀπἐληγεν αταρτηροϊο κνδοιμοΰ* ἀλλ’ ὅ γε Πηνἐκεων κρατερόφρονα δονρΐ δάμασσεν αντιόωντ ανα δῆριν αμειΧιχον άμφϊ δὲ πολλοὺς εκτανεν* οὐδ’ ὅ γε χεῖρας άττ έτρεπε δηίοτήτος, ἀΧλ’ ἔπετ’ Ἀργείοισι χοΧού μένος, εντε π α ρο ίθ εν οβριμος Ήρακλεης Φολὁης ἀνὰ μα/ίρὰ κάρηνα Κεντανροις επόρουσεν εψ μέγα κάρτεϊ θύων, τους αμα πάντας επεφνε καί ώκντάτους περ εόντας καί κρατερονς όΧοοΰ τε δαήμονας ίωχμοΐο· ως ο γ’ επασσύτερον Δαναών στρατόν αίχμητάων Ζάμνατ εττεσσύμένος* τοι δ* ἰλαδὸν άΧΧοθεν αΧΧος αθρόοι εν κονίιρσι δεδουπότες έξεχέοντο.
1 Restored by Zimmermann from Ρ.
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Beseems not then in grief to live. Hope on,
Still hope for better days : chain not to woe Thine heart. There is a saying among men That to the heavens unperishmg mount the souls Of good men, and to nether darkness sink Souls of the wicked. Both to God and man Dear was thy brother, good to brother-men,
And son of an Immortal. Sure am I That to the company of Gods shall he Ascend, by intercession of thy sire.”
Then raised he that reluctant mourner up With comfortable words. From that dark grave He drew him, backward gazing oft with groans.
To the ships they came, where Greeks and Trojan men
Had bitter travail of rekindled war.
Eurypylus there, in dauntless spirit like The War-god, with mad-raging spear and hands Resistless, smote down hosts of foes : the earth Was clogged with dead men slain on either side.
On strode he midst the corpses, awelessly He fought, with blood-bespattered hands and feet; Never a moment from grim strife he ceased.
Peneleos the mighty-hearted came Against him in the pitiless fray: he fell Before Eurypyus’ spear: yea, many more ^
Fell round him. Ceased not those destroying hands, But wrathful on the Argives still he pressed,
As when of old on Pholoe’s long-ridged heights Upon the Centaurs terrible Hercules mshed Storming in might, and slew them, passing-swift And strong and battle-cunning though they were;
So rushed he on, so smote be down the array,
One after other, of the Danaan spears.
Heaps upon heaps, here, there, in throngs they fell
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ὼς δ’ ὅτ’ έττιβρίσ αντος άττεφεσίου ττ οτ α μοι ο ὄχθαι ἀποτμήγονται ἐπὶ ψαμαθώδει χώρῳ μυρίαι άμφροτέρωθεν, ὁ δ’ εἰς ἁλὺς ἔσσυται οἶδμα παφλάζω ν άΧε<γεινον ἀνὰ ρὁον, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη κρημνοί ἐπικτυπέουσι, βρέμει δ’ ἄρα μακρὰ ρέεθρα αἰὲν έρειττομενων, εϊκει δέ οἱ ἕρκεα πάντα* ὼ? ἄρα κύδιμοι υἷες ευτττοΧέμων Ἀργείων πολλοὶ ὕπ’ Εὐρυπόλοιο κατηριττον ἐν κονίησι, τοὺς κίγεν αίματόεντα κατά μόθον· οι δ’ ύττάΧνξαν, δάσους ἐξεσάωσε ποδῶν μένος* ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ ὼς Πηνὲλεων ερύσαντο δυσηγεος ἐξ ὁμάδοιο νἣας ἐπὶ σφετέρας, καίττερ ποσὶ καρτταΧίμοισι κήρας άΧευόμενοι στυγεράς καί άνηΧεα ττότμον. πανσυδίῃ δ’ ἔντοσθε νεῶν φυγον* οὐδέ τι θυμω βσθενον Εὐρυπόλοιο καταντία δηριάασθαι, ουνεκ άρα σφίσι φύζαν οιζυρην εφέηκεν Ἠρακλἐης νίωνον ατειρεα τταμ·παν άεξων* οί δ’ ἄρα τείγεος εντός νττοτττώσσοντες εμιμνον, αἶγες ὅπως ὑπὸ ττρωνα φοβεύμεναι αίνον ἀήτην, ος τε φέρει νιφετόν τε ττόΧνν κρυερην τε χάΧαζαν ψυχρος ειταίσσων, ται δ’ ἐς νομδν εσσύμεναί περ ριπἣς οὔτι κατιθὺς ύττερκύτττονσι κοΧωνης, ἀλλ’ ἄρα χεῖμα μἐνουσιν ὑπὸ σκειτας ἡδὲ φάραγγας ἀγρὑμεναι, θάμνοισι δ’ ὑπὸ σκιεροϊσι νέμονται ἰλαδὸν, ὅφρ’ άνέμοιο κακαϊ Χηξωσιν ἄελλαι* ὼς Δαναοὶ ττυρηοισιν ὑπο σφετεροισιν εμιμνον Τηλἐφου οβριμον υϊα μετεσσυμενον τρομεοντες.
Αύτάρ δ νηας εμεΧΧε θ ο ας καί Χαον δΧεσσειν, εἰ μὴ Τριτογὲνεια θράσος βάΧεν Ἀργείοισιν ὸψέ περ· οἱ δ’ αΧΧηκτον ἀφ’ ερκεος αίττεινοΐο 3ο8
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Strewn in the dust. As when a river in flood Comes thundering down, banks crumble on either side
To drifting sand: on seaward rolls the surge Tossing wild crests, while cliffs on every hand Ring crashing echoes, as their brows break down Beneath long-leaping roaring waterfalls,
And dikes are swept away ; so fell in dust The war-famed Argives by Eurypylus slain,
Such as lie overtook in that red rout.
Some few escaped, whom strength of fleeing feet Delivered. Yet in that sore strait they drew Peneleos from the shrieking tumult forth,
And bare to the ships, though with swift feet themselves
Were fleeing from ghastly death, from pitiless doom. Behind the rampart of the ships they fled In huddled rout: they had no heart to stand Before Eurypylus, for Hercules,
To crown with glory his sons stalwart son,
Thrilled them with panic. There behind their wall They cowered, as goats to leeward of a hill Shrink from the wild cold rushing of the wind That bringeth snow and heavy sleet and hail.
No longing for the pasture tempteth them Over the brow to step, and face the blast,
But huddling screened by rock-wall and ravine They abide the storm, and crop the scanty grass Under dim copses thronging, till the gusts Of that ill wind shall lull: so, by their towers Screened, did the trembling Danaans abide Telephus’ mighty son. Yea, he had burnt The ships, and all that host had he destroyed,
Had not Athena at the last inspired
The Argive men with courage. Ceaselessly
From the high rampart hurled they at the foe
309
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Βνσμενεας βάΧΧοντες ἀνιηροῖς βεΧεεσσι κτεϊνον επασσυτερους- δεὑοντο δὲ τβὐχεα Χύθρω ΧενγαΧεω' στοναχὴ δὲ Βαϊκταμένων πὲλε φωτῶν.
Αὕτως δ* αὖ νύκτας τε καί ηματα Βηριόωντο Κὴτειοι Τρῶὲς τε καὶ Ἀργεῖοι μενεχάρμαο, ἄλλοτε μὲν προπάροιθε νεῶν, <5τὲ δ’ἀμφὶ μακεδνὺν τεῖχος, ἐπεὶ πὲλε μῶλος αάσχετος' ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ α>ς ηματα δοιὰ φόνοιο καί ὰργαλἐης ὑσμίνη? πανσανθ\ οϋνεχ ϊκανεν ἐς Εὐρὑπυλον βασιΧηα ἀγγελέη Δαναών, ὦς κεν ποΧέμοιο μεθἐντες πυρκαίη δώωσι Βαοκταμένονς ἐνὶ χάρμη· ανταρ ο γ* αόψ’ επίθησε, καὶ ὰργαΧέοιο κυδοιμοῦ πανσάμενοι ἐκάτερθε νεκρούς περιταρχυσαντο εν κονίης εριπόντας' ’Αχαιοί δ’ εξοχα πάντων ΤίηνεΧεων μνροντο' βάΧον δ’ ἐπὶ σῆμα θανόντι εὐρὺ μάλ’ ύψηΧόν τε καί εσσομενοις ἀρίδηλον' πΧηθνν δ’ αὐτ’ ἀπάνευθε Βαίκταμένων ηρώων θάψαν άκηχέμενοι μεγάλῳ περὶ πενθεί θύμον 'πυρκαιην άμα πᾶσι μίαν περονηησαντες καί τάφον, ως δὲ καί αυτοί άποπροθι Τρώιοι υἷες τάρχνσαν κταμένονς. όΧοη δ’ Ἕρις οὐκ ἀπὲληγεν, ἀλλ’ ἔτ’ εποτρύνεσκε θρασύ σθένος EνρνπνΧοιο ἀντιάαν δηίοισιν ὁ δ’ οὔπω χάζετο νηών, ἀλ\’ εμενεν Ααναοΐσι κακήν επί δῆριν άεξων.
Τοι δ’ ἐς Χκνρον ικοντο μεΧαίνη νηί θέοντες· ενρον δ’ υΓ Ἀχιλῆος ὲοῦ προπάροιθε δομοιο, ἄλλοτε μὲν βεΧεεσσι καί εηχείησνν ίεντα, ἄλλοτε δ' αὖθ* ϊπποισι πονενμενον ώκνποΒεσσί· γήθησαν δ’ εσιΒοντες άταρτηρον ποΧέμοω έργα μετοιχόμενον, καίπερ μίγα τβφόμενον κήρ ἀμφὶ πατρός κταμένοιο· τὺ γὰρ τὺ πάροιθε πεπνστ ο.
αἶψτα δὲ οἱ κίον ἄντα τεθηπότες, οννεχ όρώντο θαρσαΧέφ Ἀχιλἣι δέμας περικαΧΧες ὁμοῖον*
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With bitter-biting darts, and slew them fast;
And all the walls were splashed with reeking gore, And aye went up a moan of smitten men.
So fought they: nightlong, daylong fought they on, Ceteians, Trojans, battle-biding Greeks,
Fought, now before the ships, and now again Round the steep wall, with fury unutterable.
Yet even so for two days did they cease From murderous fight; for to Eurypylus came A Danaan embassage, saying, Ci From the war Forbear we, while we give unto the flames The battle-skin.” So hearkened he to them .*
From ruin-wreaking strife forebore the hosts;
And so their dead they buried, who in dust Had fallen. Chiefly the Achaeans mourned Peneleos ; o’er the mighty dead they heaped A barrow broad and high, a sign for men Of days to be. But in a several place The multitude of heroes slain they laid,
Mourning with stricken hearts. On one great pyre They burnt them all, and buried in one grave.
So likewise far from thence the sons of Troy Buried their slain. Yet murderous Strife slept not, But roused again Eurypylus’ dauntless might To meet the foe. He turned not from the ships, But there abode, and fanned the fury of war.
Meanwhile the black ship on to Scyros ran;
And those twain found before his palace-gate Achilles’ son, now hurling dart and lance,
Now in his chariot driving fleetfoot steeds.
Glad were they to behold him practising The deeds of war, albeit his heart was sad *
For his slain sire, of whom had tidings come Ere this. With reverent eyes of awe they went To meet him, for that goodly form and face Seemed even as very Achilles unto them.
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τοὺς S’ αρ νττοφθάμενος rolov ιτοτϊ μύθον εειττεν* “ ω Ρεινοι, μίγα χ αι per εμον ποτὶ δῶμα κιὁντες· είπατε ο οτπτοοεν εστε και οιτινες, ήο ο τι χρειώ
ήλθετ’ ἔχοντες ἐμεῖο δι’ οϊΒματος άτρνγέτοιο ΛίΙς ἔφατ’ εΐρο μένος· ὁ δ’ άμείβετο δῖος Ὀδυσσεὺς*
“ ἡμεῖς τοι φίλοι εἰμὲν έντττολέμου }Αχιλήος, τῷ νὑ σὲ φασι τεκέσθαι εύφρονα Δηιδάμειαν* και δ’ αὐτοὶ τεὸν εἶδος ἐἴσκομεν ἀνέρι κβίνῳ πάμπαν ὁ δ’ αθανάτοισι ττολνσθενέεσσιν εωκει. εἰμὶ δ’ ἐγὼν ’Ιθάκηθεν, ὁ δ’ Ἀργεος Ιττττοβοτοιο, εἴ ποτε Τυδείδαο Βαϊφρονος οννομ άκονσας, ἣ καὶ Ὀδυσσῆος ττνκιμηΒεος, ὁ? νὑ τοι ἀγχι αὐτὸς ἐγὼν ἔστηκα θεοπροπίης ἔνεκ’ ἐλθών ἀλλ’ ἐλἐὰιρε τάχιστα καί Ἀργείοις ἐπάμυνον ἐλθὼν ἐς Τροίην ως γὰρ τέλος ἔσσετ’ Ἀρηι. καί τοι δῶρ’ οττάσονσιν άάσττετα δῖοι ’Αχαιοί* τενχεα δ’ αντος ἔγωγε τεοῦ ττατρος άντιθέοιο δώσω, ὅπερ φορέων μίγα τέρψεαι* ον γάρ εοικε θνητών τενχεσι κείνα, θεόν Βέ ττον Ἀρεος οττλοις Ισα πόλει· πουλὺς δὲ περί σφισι πάμπαν άρηρε χρνσος ΒαιΒαλέοισι κεκασμένος, οίσι και αντος Hφαιστος μίγα θυμὸν ἐν άθανάτοισιν ἰάνθη τενχων άμβροτα κείνα, τα σοι μίγα θαύμα ΙΒόντι έσσεται, οννεκα γαῖα καὶ οὐρανὸς ἡδὲ θάλασσα άμφι σάκος πεπόνηται άττειρεσίω τ ἐνὶ1 κύκλω ζψα Ίτέριζ ησκηνται εοικοτα κιννμένοισι, θαύμα καλ αθανάτοισι* βροτών Β οὐπώποτε τοῖα Οὕτε τις εΒρακε ττρόσθεν εν άνΒράσιν ον τ εφ6~ ρησεν,
ει μη σός γε πατὴρ, τὸν ἴσον Διὶ τῖον ’Αχαιοί Πάντες, ἐγὼ δὲ μάλιστα φίλα φ ρονέων άγάπαζον* 1 Zimmermann, for περ) Λ·όΛ·λ^ of ν.
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But be, or ever they had spoken, cried :
“ All hail, ye strangers, unto this mine home !
Say whence ye are, and who, and what the need That hither brings you over barren seas.”
So spake he, and Odysseus answered him:
“ Friends are we of Achilles lord of war,
To whom of Deidameia thou wast bom—
Yea, when we look on thee we seem to see That Hero’s self; and like the Immortal Ones Was he. Of Ithaca am I: this man Of Argos, nurse of horses—if perchance Thou hast heard the name of Tydeus’ warrior son Or of the wise Odysseus. Lo, I stand Before thee, sent by voice of prophecy.
I pray thee, pity us : come thou to Troy And help us. Only so unto the war An end shall be. Gifts beyond words to thee The Achaean kings shall give: yea, ϊ mj^self Will give to thee thy godlike father’s arms,
And great shall be thy joy in bearing them;
For these be like no mortal’s battle-gear,
But splendid as the veiy War-god’s amis.
Over their marvellous blazonry hath gold Been lavished; yea, in heaven Hephaestus’ self Rejoiced in fashioning that work divine,
The which thine eyes shall inarvel to behold;
For earth and heaven and sea upon the shield Are wrought, and in its wondrous compass are Creatures that seein to live and move—a wonder Even to the Immortals. Never man Hath seen their like, nor any man hath worn,
Save thy sire only, whom the Achaeans all
Honoured as Zeus himself. I chiefliest
From mine heart loved him, and when he was slain,
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καί οἱ άποκταμένοιο νέκυν ποτὶ νῆας evened ποιλλοῖς δυσμενἑεσσιν άνηΧεα πότμον όπάσσας· τοὕνεκά μοι κείνοιο περικΧντά τεὐχεα δῶκε	210
δῖα Θἔτις* τὰ δ’ ἄρ’ αὖθις ἐελδὁμενὁς περ ἔγωγε δώσω προφρονέως, ὁπότ’ ’Ίλιον εἰσαφίκηαι. καί νύ σε καὶ Μενἐλαος, ἐπὴν Πριάμοιο πὁληα πὲρσαντες νήεσσιν ἐς Ἑλλάδα νοστησωμεν, αὐτίκα γαμβρόν ἐὸν1 ποιήσεται, ἢν ἐθέλῃσθα, 215 ἀμφ’ εὐεργεσίης* δώσει δέ τοι ἄσπετ’ ἄγεσθαι κτήματά τε χρυσόν τε μετ’ ηυκομοιο θυηατρος, ὅσσ’ ἐπέοικεν επεσθαι ενκτεάνω βασιλῆι.”
'Ὀ9 φάμενον προσεειπεν Ἀχιλλἑος ὄβριμος υἱός·
“ εἰ μὲν δὴ καλέουσι Θεοπροπίησιν ’Αχαιοί,	220
αύριον αϊφτα νεώμεθ' ἐπ’ εύρεα βένθεα πόντου, ην τι φάος Δαναοῖσι λιλαιομἐνοισι γένωμαι* νυν δ’ ἴομεν ποτὶ δώματ’ ἐὓξεινὁν τε τράπεζαν, οΐην περ ξείνοισι θἐμις παρατεκτήνασθαη άμφί δ’ ἐμοῖο γάμοιο θεοῖς μετόπισθε μελήσει.” 225 Λί1ς είπων ἡγεῖθ· οἱ δ’ ὲσπόμενοι μέγα χαΐρον καί ρ οτε δὴ μἐγα δῶμα κίον καί κάΧΧομον αύΧην, ευρον Δηιδάμειαν άκηχεμόνην ivl θυμω τηκομόνην θ\ ὡσεί τε χιών κατατήκετ ορεσσιν Εὔρου ὕπὺ λιγίος καὶ ἀτειρἐος ἡελίοιο*	230
α>9 ἦ γε φθινὑθεσκε δεδουπότος ἀνδρὸς ἀγαυοῦ* καί μιν ἔτ’ άχνυμενην περ ἀγακλειτοὶ βασιλῆες ησπάζοντ επόεσση παῖς δέ οἱ ἐγγύθεν ἐλθὼν μυθειτ άτρεκεως ηενεην καὶ ουνομ έκαστου* χρειὼ δ’, ἡντιν’ ϊκανον, επεκρυφε μέχρις ἐ? ἡ ὦ,	235
οφρα μη άχνυμενην μιν εΧη ποΧύόακρυς άνίη,
1 Zimmer mann, ex Ρ for οί γαμβρὅν of Koechly,
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To many a foe I dealt a ruthless doom,
And through them all bare back to the ships his corse. Therefore his glorious arms did Thetis give To me. These, though I prize them well, to thee Will I give gladly when thou com’st to Troy.
Yea also, when we have smitten Priam’s town,
And unto Hellas in our ships return,
Shall Menelaus give thee, an thou wilt,
His princess-child to wife, of love for thee,
And with his bright-haired daughter shall bestow Rich dower of gold and treasure, even all That meet is to attend a wealthy king.”
So spake he, and replied Achilles’ son:
If bidden of oracles the Achaean men Summon ine, let us with to-morrow’s dawn Fare forth upon the broad depths of the sea,
If so to longing Danaans I may prove A light of help. Now pass we to mine halls,
And to such guest-fare as befits to set Before the stranger. For my marriage-day—
To this the Gods in time to come shall see.”
Then hall-ward led be them, and with glad hearts They followed. To the forecourt when they came Of that great mansion, found they there the Queen Deidameia in her sorrow of soul Grief-wasted, as when snow from mountain-sides Before the sun and east-wind wastes away;
So pined she for that princely hero slain.
Then came to her amidst her grief the kings,
And greeted her in courteous wise. Her son Drew near and told their lineage and their names ; But that for which they came he left untold Until the morrow, lest unto her woe There should be added grief and floods of tears,
And lest her prayers should hold him from the path
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καί μιν ἀπεσσὑμενον μάλα λισσομένη κατερνκη. αϊψα δὲ δαῖτ’ έττάσαντο και ὑπνῳ θύμον ϊηναν Πάντες, ὅσοι 'Ζκνροιο πέδον περιναιετάασκον εἰναλίης, την μακρύ, ττεριβρομέουσι θαλάσσης κύματα ρηηνυμένοιο πρὸς ῄὁνας Αojaioio* ἀλλ’ οὐ Δηιδάμειαν εττήρατος ὕπνος ἔμαρπτεν οννομα κερΒαΧέου μιμνησκομἐνην Ὀδυσἣος ἡδὲ καὶ αντίθεου Διομήδεος, οἴ ἡά μιν αμψω εύνιν ττοιησαντο φιΧοτττοΧέμου Ἀχιλἣος ιταρφάμενοι κείνοιο θρασνν νόον, οφρ* αφίκηται δήϊον εἰς ἐνοπήν τῷ δ’ ἄτροπος ηντετο Μοίρα, ἦ οἱ ὑπἐκλασε νόστον, άττειρέσιον ὃ’ ἄρα πένθος ττατρϊ ττόρεν Πηλἣι καὶ αὐτῇ Αηιδαμείη. τοΰνεκά μιν κατα θύμον αάσπετον αμφεχε δειμα παιδος ἐπεσσυμένοιο ποτὶ πτολέμοιο κυδοιμὁν, μή οἱ Χευγαλεῳ ἐπὶ ττένθεϊ πἐνθος ΐκηται.
Ήώς δ’ είσανέβη μεηαν ουρανόν· οἱ δ’ ἀπὸ Χέκτρων
καρτταΧίμως ωρννντο· νόησε δὲ Δηιδάμβια* αἶῆτα δὲ οἱ στἑρνοισι περὶ πλατέεσσι χυθεΐσα ὰργαλέως ηοάασκεν ἐς αιθέρα μάκρα βοώσα· ἡὐτε βοῦς ἐν ορεσσιν άττειρέσιον μεμακυια ττόρτιν έην δίζηται εν αηκεσιν, άμφι δὲ μακραϊ οΰρεος αίττεινοϊο ττεριβρομέουσι κοΧώναι* ὼς ἄρα μυρομένης άμφίαχεν αίττύ μεΧαθρον πάντοθεν ἐκ μυχάτων, μέγα δ’ ασχαΧοωσ αγόρευε* “ τέκνον, ποῖ δὴ νῦν σοι εὺς νόος εκττεττότηται Ίλιον ἐς τΓθΧνδακρυ μετά ξείνοισιν ίττεσθαι, ηχι πολεῖς όΧέκονται υπ’ ὰργαλέης ὐσμίνηε, καίπερ έττιστάμενοι ττόΧεμον καϊ άεικέα χάρμην; νῦν δὲ σὺ μὲν'νέος ἐσσὶ καὶ οὔπω δή ία έργα οἷδας, ἄ τ’ ανθρώττοισιν άΧάΧκουσιν κακόν ημαρ· ἀλλὰ σὺ μέν μευ ακουσον, εοῖς δ’ ἐνὶ μίμνε δὁμοισι,
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Whereon his heart was set. Straight feasted these, And comforted their hearts with sleep, even all Which dwelt in sea-ringed Scyros, nightlong lulled By long low thunder of the girdling deep,
Of waves Aegean breaking on her shores.
But not on Deidameia fell the hands Of kindly sleep. She bore in inind the names Of crafty Odysseus and of Diomede The godlike, how these twain had widowed her Of battle-fain Achilles, how their words Had won his aweless heart to fare with them To meet the war-cry—where stem Fate met him, Shattered his hope of home-return, and laid Measureless grief on Peleus and on her.
Therefore an awful dread oppressed her soul Lest her son too to tumult of the war Should speed, and grief be added to her grief.
Dawn climbed the wide-arched heaven, and straightway they
Rose from their beds. Then Deidameia knew ;
And on her son’s broad breast she cast herself,
And bitterly wailed: her cry thrilled through the air,
As when a cow loud-lowing mid the hills Seeks through the glens her calf, and all around Echo long ridges of the mountain-steep ;
So on all sides from dim recesses rang The hall; iind in her misery she cried :
“ Child, wherefore is thy soul now on the wing
To follow strangers unto Ilium
The fount of tears, where perish many in fight,
Yea, cunning men in war and battle grim ?
And thou art but a youth, and hast not learnt The ways of war, which save men in the day Of peril. Hearken thou to me, abide Here in thine home, lest evil tidings come
3*7
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μὴ δή μοι Τροίηθβ κακὴ φάτις οὕαθ’ ϊκηται σεῖο καταφθίμενος κατὰ μίθον οὐ γὰρ ὸίω 270 ἐλθὑμεναί σ’ ἔτι δεῦρο μετάτροπον ὲξ ομάΒοιο* οὐδὲ γὰρ οὐδὲ πατήρ'τεος έκφυyε κῆρ’ αίΒηΧον, ἀλλ’ ἐδάμη κατὰ δῆριν, ὅ περ καὶ σεῖο καὶ ἄλλων ηρώων προφέρεσκε, θεὰ δὲ οἱ επΧετο μήτηρ, τῶνδε ΒοΧοφροσύνη καὶ μήδεσιν, οἶ σε καὶ αυτόν 275 δῆριν ἐπὶ στονοεσσαν έποτρύνονσι νεεσθαι* τοὕνεκ’ ἐγὼ δείδοικα περὶ κραδίῃ τ ρο μέουσα, μη μοι καλ σέο, τέκνον, άποφθιμένοιο πέληται εδνιν καΧΧειφθεϊσαν άεικέα πήματα πάσχειν* οὐ γάρ πώ τι yvvaiKi κακώτερον aXyos ἔπεισιν, 280 ἢ ὅτε παῖδες ΒΧωνται άποφθιμένοιο καί άνΒρός, χηρωθή δὲ μέλαθρον ὺπ’ άpyaXέoυ θανάτοιο· αὐτίκα γὰρ περὶ φῶ τες αιτοτμη^ονσιν άρουρας, κείρουσιν δὲ τε πάντα καὶ οὐκ άXέyovσι θέμιστας· τοννεκ άρ ου τι τέτυκται οιζυρώτερον ἄλλο 28Γ> χήρης ἐν μεηάροισιν άκιΒνοτερον τε yυναικοςΓ Ἠ μίγα κωκύουσα* πάις δὲ μιν άντίον ηὓδα*
“ θὰρσει, μήτερ ἐμεῖο, κακήν δ’ ἀποπέμπεο φήμην* ου yάρ ὑπὲρ κήράς τις υπ’ άρει Βάμναται ἀνήρ* εἰ δέ μοι αϊσιμον ἐστι Βαμήμεναι εινεκ Αχαιών, 290 τεθναίην ρεζας τι και αξιον ΑιακίΒησιν ‘Ὀς φάτο· τῷ δ’ Σχιστά κίεν yεpaρoς Αυκο-μήΒης,
καί ρά μιν Ιωχμοιο ΧιΧαιόμενον προσέειπεν “ ώ τεκος οβριμόθυμον εω πατρὶ κάρτος εοικώς, οΙΒ’ ὅτι καρτεράς ἐσσι καὶ ὄβριμος· ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ ὼς	295
καὶ πόλεμον ΒείΒοικα πικρόν καί κύμα θαλάσσης XεvyαΧέον* ναυται γὰρ ἀεὶ σχεδὸν εἰσιν ολέθρου. ἀλλὰ σὺ ΒζίΒιε, τέκνο ν, ἐπὴν πλέον είσαφίκηαι ύστερον ή Τροίηθεν ἡ ἄλλοθεν, οἷά τε πολλὰ [πλαζὁμεθ’ άνθρωποι ἐπ’ άπείριτα νώτα θαλάσσης]
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From Troy unto my ears, that thou in fight Hast perished ; for mine heart saith, never thou Hitherward slialt from battle-toil return.
Not even thy sire escaped the doom of death— He, mightier than thou, mightier than all Heroes on earth, yea, and a Goddess’ son—■
But was in battle slain, all through the wiles And crafty counsels of these very men Who now to woeful war be kindling thee. Therefore mine heart is full of shuddering fear Lest, son, my lot should be to live bereaved Of thee, and to endure dishonour and pain,
For never heavier blow on woman falls Than when her lord hath perished, and her sons Die also, and her house is left to her Desolate. Straightway evil men remove Her landmarks, yea, and rob her of her all, Setting the right at naught. There is no lot More woeful and more helpless than is hers Who is left a widow in a desolate home.”
Loud-wailing spake she ; but her son replied : “ Be of good cheer, my mother; put from thee Evil foreboding. No man is in war Beyond his destiny slain. If my weird be To die in my country’s cause, then let me die When I have done deeds worthy of my sire.” Then to his side old Lycomedes came,
And to his battle-eager grandson spake :
“ O valiant-hearted sort, so like thy sire,
I know thee strong and valorous; yet, O yet For thee I fear the bitter war; I fear The terrible sea-surge. Shipmen evermore Hang on destruction’s brink. Beware, my child, Perils of waters when thou sailest back From Troy or other shores, such as beset Full oftentimes the voyagers that ride
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τῆμος, ὅτ’ αΐηοκερηι συνέρχεται ήερόεντι ήέλιος μετὁπισθε βαλών ρυτήρα βελέμνων τοξευτήν, ὅτε χεῖμα Xvypov κλονέονσιν ἄελλαι, ἣ ὁπὁτ’ Ὠκεανοῖο κατὰ πλατὺ γεύμα φέρονται άστρα κατερχομενοιο ποτὶ κνέφας Ὀρίωνος· δείδιε δ’ ἐν φρεσι ση σι ν ίσημερίην ἀλεγεινήν, ἦ ἔνι σνμφορέονται αν ενρέα βένθεα ττόντου εκποθεν αίσσουσαι ὑπὲρ μέγα λαῖτμα θνελλαι, ἣ ὅτε Πληιάδων πόλεται δύσις, ἦν ρα καὶ αυτήν δείδιθι μαιμώωσαν ἔσω ἁλὺς ἡδὲ καὶ άλλα άστρα, τά που μογεροῖσι πόλει δἐος άνθρώποισι δυὁμεν’ ἣ ανιόντα κατά πλατύ χεῦμα θαλάσσης.”
ΛίΙς είπών κνσε πάιδα καί ονκ ἀνέβργε κελεὑθου Ιμείροντα μόθοιο δυσηχεος· ὺς δ’ ερατεινόν μειδιόων ἐπὶ νῆα θοῶς ωρμαινε νέεσθαι. ἀλλά μιν είσέτι μητρός ἐνὶ μεγάροισιν ερνκε δακρυόεις ὀαρισμὸς έπισπενδοντα πόδεσσιν. ώς δ’ ὔτε τις θοὸν ἵππον ἐπὶ δρόμον ίσχανόωντα εἴργει εφεζόμενος, ὁ δ' ερνκανόωντα χαλινόν δάτττει επιχρεμΑθων, στέρνον δὲ οἱ άφριόωντος δεύεται, οὐδ’ ϊστανται εελδόμενοι πόδες οϊμης, πουλὺς δ? ἀμφ’ ἕνα χώρον ελαφρότατοις ὑπὸ ποσσϊ
ταρφέα κιννμενοιο πέλει κτύπος, άμφϊ δὲ χαΐται ρώοντ εσσυμενοιο, κάρη δ9 εἰς ὕψος άείρει φνσιόων μάλα πολλά, νόος δ’ επιτέρπετ άνακτος· ὼς ἄρα κνδιμον via μενεπτολέμου 9 Αχιληος μητηρ μεν κατέρυκε, πόδες δέ οἱ ἐγκονέεσκον ἡ δὲ καὶ άχννμενη περ ίω ἐπαγάλΧετο παιδί.
Ὅς δὲ μιν άμφικνσας μάλα μύρια κάΧλιπε μοννην
μνρομενην άλεyειvά φίλον κατά δώματα πατρός* οἴη δ’ άμφι μελαθρα μέγ άσχαλόωσα χελιδών μύρεται αΐόλα τέκνα, τα που μάλα τετριγώτα $2°
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The long sea-ridges, when the sun hath left The Archer-star, and meets the misty Goat,
When the wild blasts drive on the lowering storm, Or when Orion to the darkling west Slopes, into Ocean’s river sinking slow.
Beware the time of equal days and nights,
When blasts that o’er the sea’s abysses rush,— None knoweth whence—in fury of battle clash. Beware the Pleiads’ setting, when the sea Maddens beneath their power—nor these alone, But other stars, terrors of hapless men,
As o’er the wide sea-gulf they set or rise.”
Then kissed he him, nor sought to stay the feet Of him who panted for the clamour of war,
Who smiled for pleasure and for eagerness To haste to the ship. Yet were his hurrying feet Stayed by his mother’s pleading and her tears Still in those halls awhile. As some swift horse Is reined in by his rider, when lie strains Unto the race-course, and he neighs, and champs The curbing bit, dashing his chest with foam,
And his feet eager for the course are still Never, his restless hooves are clattering aye;
His mane is a stormy cloud, he tosses high His head with snortings, and his lord is glad;
So reined his mother back the glorious son Of battle-stay Achilles, so his feet Were restless, so the mother s loving pride Joyed in her son, despite her heart-sick pain.
A thousand times he kissed her, then at last Left her alone with her own grief and moan There in her father’s halls. As o’er her nest A swallow in her anguish cries aloud For her lost nestlings which, mid piteous shrieks,
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αἰνὸς ὄφις κατέδαψε καὶ ἤκαχε μητέρα κεδνήν, ἡ δ’ ὁτὲ μὲν χήρην περιπἐπταται άμφϊ καΧιην, ἄλλοτε δ’ εὐτὐκτοισι περὶ προθύροισι ττοτάται αΐνα κινυρομένη τεκέων νττβρ- ως ἄρα κείνου 335 μύρετο Αηιδάμεια, καὶ υἱέος ἄλλοτε μέν που εὐνὴ ν άμφιχνθεΐσα μὲγ’ Ιαγεν, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε κΧαιεν ἐπὶ φΧιῇσι· φίΧφ δ’ εηκάτθετο κδΧττω, εἴ τί οἱ ἐν μεηάροισι τετνημένον ἦεν άθυρμά, ω ἔπι τυτθὸς ἐὼν άταΧας φρένας Ιαίνεσκεν	340
ἀμφὶ δέ οἱ καὶ άκοντα ΧεΧειμμένον εἴ που ἴδοιτο, ταρφέα μιν φιΧέεσκε, καὶ εἴ τί περ ἄλλο γοώσα εδρακε παιδος ὲοῖο δαίφρονος. οὐδ’ ο γε μητρὺς ἄσττετ’ ὸδυρομἐνης ἔτ’ εττέκΧνεν, ἀλλ’ ἀπάτερθε βαίνε θοὴν ἐπὶ νἣα· φέρον δέ μιν ωκέα ηνία 345 αστέρι παμφανόωντι πανβίκελον. άμφϊ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ
ἔσπετ’ ὀμῶς Ὀδυσῆι δαίφρονι Τυδέος υἱός, αΧΧοι τ είκοσι φώτες άρη ραμένοι φ peal θύμον, τούς εχε κεδνοτάτονς ἐν δώμασι Αηιδάμεια, καί σφας έψ Trope παιδὶ θοοὺς εμεναι θεράποντας. 350 οἱ τὁτ’ Ἀχιλλὲος υἷα θρασύν ττερπτοιιτνυεσκον εσσύμενον ποτὶ νἣα δι’ ἄστεος* ος δ’ ἐνὶ μέσσοις ηιε καηχαΧοων· κεχάροντο δὲ Νηρηῖναι άμφϊ Θἔτιν* καὶ δ’ αντος έηηθεε Κυανοχαίτης είσορόων Ἀχιλἣος άμύμονος οβριμον via,	355
ώς ἡδη πολέμοιο ΧιΧαίετο δακρνόεντος καίττερ εών ἔτι παιδνὸς, ἔτ’ άχνοος* ἀλλά μιν άΧκη
καί μένος δτρννεσκεν* ὲῆς δ’ ἐξέσσυτο πάτρης, οἷος Ἀρης, ὅτε μώΧον έττέρχεται αίματόεντα χωομενος δηίοισι, μέμηνε δέ οι μέγα θυμός,	SCO
καί οι έττισκννιον βΧοσνρον πόλει, άμφϊ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ
ὄμματα μαρμαίρονσιν ϊσον ττυρί, ται δέ τταρειαϊ 322
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A fearful seipent hath devoured, and wrung The losing mother s heart; and now above That -empty cradle spreads her wings, and now Flies round its porchway fashioned cunningly, Lamenting piteously her little ones;
So for her child Deidameia mourned.
Now on her son’s bed did she cast herself Crying aloud, against his door-post now She leaned, and wept: now laid she in her lap Those childhood’s toys yet treasured in her bower, Wherein his babe-heart joyed long years agone. She saw a dart there left behind of him,
And kissed it o’er and o’er—yea, wliatso else Her weeping eyes beheld that was her sons.
Naught heard he of her moans unutterable,
But was afar, fast striding to the ship.
He seemed, as his feet swiftly bare him on,
Like some all-radiant star; and at his side With Tydeus’ son war-wise Odysseus went,
And with them twenty gallant-hearted men, Whom Deidameia chose as trustiest Of all her household, and unto her son Gave them for henchmen swift to do his will.
And these attended Achilles’ valiant son,
As through the city to the ship he sped.
On, with glad laughter, in their midst he strode; And Thetis and the Nereids joyed thereat.
Yea, glad was even the Raven-haired, the Lord Of all the sea, beholding that brave son Of princely Achilles, marking how he longed For battle. Beardless boy albeit he was,
His prowess and his might were inward spurs To him. He hasted forth his fatherland Like to the War-god, when to gory strife He speedeth, wroth with foes, when maddeneth His heart, and grim his frown is, and his eyes
QUINTUS SMYBNAEUS
κάλλος ὁμοῦ κρυδεντι φόβφ καταειμέναι αἰεὶ φαίνοντ ἐσσυμἐνου, τρομέουσι δὲ καὶ θεοὶ αὐτοί· τοῖος τὴν Ἀχιλῆος εὺς παῖς· οἱ δ’ ἀνὰ ἄστυ	365
εΰχοντ άθανάτοισι σαωσέμεν ἐσθλὸν ανακτα άργαΧέου παΧίνορσον ἀπ’ Ἀρεος* οἱ δ’ έσ άκου σ αν ερχομένων ὁ δὲ πάντας υπείρεχεν, οἷ οἱ ἔποντο.
Ἐλθὁντες δ’ ἐπὶ θῖνα βαρύγδουπος θαλάσσης ενρον ἔπειτ’ ἐλατἣρας ενξοον ἔνδοθι νηὸς	370
ἱστία τ’ ἐντύνοντας ἐπειγομένονς τ’ ἀνὰ νηα* αΐψα δ’ ἐν αὐτοὶ εβαν*1 τοι δ’ ἔκτοθι πείσματ’ ἔλυσαν
εὐνὰς θ’, οὐ νήεσσι μἐν/α σθένος αίέν ἔπονται. τοῖσι δ’ ἄρ’ ευπΧοίην πόσις ωπασεν Αμφιτρίτης προφρονέως* μόλα γάρ οι ἐνὶ φρεαϊ μέμβΧετ
’Αχαιών	375
τειρομένων υπο ΤρωσΙ καί ΈύρυπύΧω μεγαθύμω. οί δ’ Ἀχιλήιον υἷα παρεζομενοι έκάτερθε τέρπεσκον μνθοισιν έοΰ πατρός ἔργ’ ἐνέποντος, οσσα τ άνά πΧόον ευρύν εμηαατο κα\ ποτϊ γαίη Τηλἐφου άγχεμάχοιο, καὶ οππόσα Ύρωας ἔρεξεν 380 ἀμφὶ πόλιν Πριάμοιο φέρων κΧέος Ἀτρείδῃσι* τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ ίαίν€το θυμός ἐελδομἐνοιο καὶ αυτόν πατρός άταρβήτοιο κΧέος καλ κυδος άρέσθαι.
ΛΗ δὲ που ἐν θαΧάμοισιν άκηχεμένη περὶ παιδὶ ἐσθλὴ Δηιδάμεια ποΧύστονα δάκρυα χεϋε,	385
καί οἱ ἐνὶ φ peal θυμός υπ’ άργαΧέησιν άνίης τηκεθ\ όπως άΧαπαδνος ἐπ’ άνθρακίηαι μόλιβδος ἡὲ τρνφος κηροΐο· 7πὸ? ὃἐ μιν ουποτ ἔλειπε δερκομένην ἐπὶ πόντον άπείριτον οΰνεκα μήτηρ ἄχνυθ’ Ιῳ περὶ παιδί, καί ἢν ἐπὶ δαῖτ’ άφίκηται 390 [τηλόθι κεκΧόμενος φίΧου άνδρος ες άΧΧότριον
δῶ.]
1 Zimmermann, for ἄρ9 αυτὅς εβ/j, of ν.
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Flash levin-flame around him, and his face Is clothed with glory of beauty terror-blent,
As on he rusheth: quail the very Gods.
So seemed Achilles’ goodly son; and prayers Went up through all the city unto Heaven To bring their noble prince safe back from war;
And the Gods hearkened to them. High he towered
Above all stateliest men which followed him.
So came they to the heavy-plunging sea,
And found the rowers in the smooth-wrought ship Handling the tackle, fixing mast and sail. Straightway they went aboard: the shipmen cast The hawsers loose, and heaved the anchor-stones, The strength and stay of ships in time of need.
Then did the Sea-queen.’s lord grant voyage fair To these with gracious mind ; for his heart yearned O’er the Achaeans, by the Trojan men And mighty-souled Eurypylus hard-bestead.
On either side of Neoptolemus sat Those heroes, gladdening his soul with tales Of his sire’s mighty deeds—of all he wrought In sea-raids, and in valiant Telephus’ land,
And how he smote round Priam’s burg the men Of Troy, for glory unto Atreus’ sons.
His heart glowed, fain to grasp his heritage,
His aweless father’s honour and renown.
In her bower, sorrowing for her son the while, Deidameia poured forth sighs and tears.
With agony of soul her very heart Melted in her, as over coals doth lead Or wax, and never did her moaning cease,
As o’er the wide sea her gaze followed him.
Ay, for her ison a mother fretteth still,
Though it be to a feast that he hath gone,
By a friend bidden forth. But soon the sail
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καί ρα οι ιστία νηὸς απτόττροθι πολλὸν ἰούσης ἤδη άπεκρύπτοντο καί ηερι φαίνεθ* όμοια* ἀλλ’ ἡ μεν στονάχιζε πανημερίη γοὁωσα.
Νηῦς δ’ ἔθεεν κατὰ πόντον ἐπισπομἐνου ανόμοιο τντθόν έπιψαύουσα ποΧυρροθίοιο θαλάσσης* 395 πορφύρεον δ’ εκάτερθε περὶ τρόπιν εβραχε κύμα* αΐψα δὲ νηῦς μίγα λαῖτμα διήνυσβ ποντοπορουσα. άμφϊ δε οι πὲσε νυκτός ἔπι κνεφας* ἡ δ’ ὺπ’ ἀήτη ττΧώε κυβερνήτη τε διαπρήσσουσα θαλάσσης βένθεα* θεσπεσίη δὲ προς ουρανόν ήλυθεν Ἠώς. 400 τοῖσι δ’ ἄρ’ Ί δαίω ν ορίων φ αίνοντο κοΧώναι Χρῦσά τε και Χμίνθειον Ιδος και 5ἀγιὰς ἄκρη τύμβος τ ΑΙακίδαο δαίφρονος* ἀλλά μιν οὔτι υἱὺς Ααέρταο πνκα φ ρονέων ἐνὶ θυμω δεῖξε Νεοπτολἐμῳ, ἵνα οἱ μὴ πένθος άέζη	405
θυμός ἐνὶ στήθεσσι, παρημείβοντο δὲ νήσους αΐψα Καλυδναίας* Τένεδος δ’ ἀπελβίπετ’ όπίσσω* φαίνετο δ’ αὖτ’ Ἐλεοῦντος ἕδος, τόθι ΓΕρωτεσιΧάου σῆμα πόλει πτεΧέησι κατάσκιον αίπεινήσιν, αϊ ρ οπότ αθρησωσιν άνερχόμεναι δαπέδοιο 410 ’Ίλιον, αὐτίκα τῇσι θοῶς αύαίνεται ακρα. υἣα δ’ έρεσσομένην άνεμος φερεν αηχόθι Ύροίης* ικετο δ’ ὐχι καὶ άΧΧαι ἔσαν παρὰ θίνεσι νῆες Ἀργείων, οἳ τήμος διζυρώς πονόοντο μαρνάμενοι περὶ τείχος, ὅπερ πάρος αυτοί εδειμαν 415 νηών εμμεναι ἕρκος έυσθενέων θ' άμα Χαών * ἐν ποΧεμω* το δ’ ἄρ’ ἤδη υπ’ Εὐρυπύλοιο χερεσσι μεΧΧεν άμαΧδύνεσθαι ερειπόμενον ποτὶ γαίη, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ αἷψ’ ενόησε κραταιοΰ Ύυδέος νίός βαΧΧόμεν ερκεα μακρά* θοής δ’ άφαρ εκθορε νηὸς, 420 θαρσαΧεως S' έβόησεν} ὅσον χάΒε οι κέαρ ένδον*
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Of that good ship far-fleeting o’er the blue Grew faint and fainter—melted in sea-haze.
But still she sighed, still daylong made her moan.
On ran tlie ship before a following wind,
Seeming to skim the myriad-surging sea,
And crashed the dark wave either side the prow: Swiftly across the abyss unplumbed she sped. Night’s darkness fell about her, but the breeze Held, and the steersman’s hand was sure. O’er gulfs Of brine she flew, till Dawn divine rose up To climb the sky. Then sighted they the peaks Of Ida, Chrysa next, and Smintheus’ fane,
Then the Sigean strand, and then the tomb Of Aeacus’ son. Yet would Laertes’ seed,
The man discreet of soul, not point it out To Neoptolemus, lest the tide of grief Too high should swell within his breast. They passed
Calydnae’s isles, left Tenedos behind;
And now was seen the fane of Eleus,
Where stands Protesilaus’ toinb, beneath The shade of towery elms ; when, soaring high Above the plain, their topmost boughs discern Troy, straightway wither all their highest sprays. Nigh Ilium now the ship by wind and oar Was brought: they saw the long strand fringed with keels
Of Argives, who endured sore travail of war Even then about the wall, the which .themselves Had reared to screen the ships and men in stress Of battle. Even now Eurypylus’ hands To earth were like to dash it and destroy ;
But the quick eyes of Tydeus’ strong son marked How rainetj the darts and stones on that long wall. Forth of the ship he sprang, and shouted loud With all the strength of his undaunted breast:
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“ ω φιΧοι, ἦ μἀγα πῆμα κυλίνδεται Ἀργείοισι σήμερον ἀλλ’ἄγε θᾶσσον ἐς αίόΧα τεὐχεα δὸν re? ἴομεν ἐς ττοΧεμοιο ττοΧυκμητοιο κνδοιμόν ἤδη γὰρ ττύρηοισιν έφ* ήμετέροισι μάχονται	425
Τρῶες έυπτόΧεμοι, τοι δὴ τάχα τεὐχεα μακρὰ ρηξάμενοι πυρὶ νῆας ἐνιπρήσουσι μάλ’ αἰνῶς* νῶϊν δ’ οὐκέτι νόστος ἐελδομένοις ἀνὰ θύμον εσσεται* άΧΧά καί αυτοί ν ττ 6 ρ μύρον αΐψ& Βαμέντες
κεισὁμεθ’ ἐν Τροίῃ, τεκέων ἑκὰς ἡδὲ γυναικών.” 430 '\Ως φάτο* τοι δ’ ώκιστα θοἣς ἐκ νηὸς ορονσαν πανσυδίῃ· πάντας γὰρ ἕλε τρόμος είσαίοντας νόσφι Νεοπτολέμοιο ΒαΙφρονος, οννεκ έωκει πατρὶ φίλῳ μέγα κάρτος· ἔρως δὲ οἱ ἔμπεσε χάρμης.
καρτταΧίμως δ’ ϊκοντο ποτὶ κΧισίην Ὀδυσἣος· 435 ἡ γὰρ ἔην ἄγχιστα νεὼς κν avoirρώρο to* πολλὰ δ’ ἄρ’ έξη μοι βά παραυτόθι τεὐχεα κεΐτο, ἡμὲν Ὀδυσσῆος ττυκιμηδεος ἡδὲ καὶ ἄλλων αντίθεων ετάρων, όττόσα κταμίνων άφεΧοντο. ἔυθ’ ἐσθλὸς μὲν ἔδυ καλὰ τεὐχεα, τοι δὲ χέρεια 440 δῦσαν, όσοις άΧατταΒνον νττό κραδίῃ πόλεν ἦτορ· αὐτὰρ Ὀδυσσεὺς Βνσαθ* α οι Ίθάκηθεν ἔποντο· δῶκε δὲ Τυδείδῃ Αίομηδεϊ κάΧΧιμα τεύχη κείνα, τὰ δὴ 'Ζώκοιο βίην εϊρνσσε πάροιθεν υἱὸς δ’ αὐτ’ Ἀχιλῆος ἐδύσατο τεύχεα ττατρός,	445
καί οἱ φαίνετο ττάμτταν άΧίγκιος· άμφϊ δ’ ἐλαφρὰ Ἠφαίστου ττάΧάμησι ττερϊ μεΧέεσσιν ὰρήρει, καίττερ εόνθ’ ετέροισι ττεΧώρια· τψ δ’ ἅμα πάντα φαίνετο τενχεα κουφά· κάρη γε μὲν οὕτι βάρυνε πήληξ [οὐ ιταΧάμησιν έττεβρισεν δόρυ μακρὸν] Πηλιάν, ἀλλά Ι χερσϊ καί ηΧίβατον περ έοϋσαν 450 ρηιΒιως άνάειρεν εθ' αίματος ίσχανόωσαν.
Ἀργείων δέ μιν ὅσσοι έττέΒρακον, οντι δύναντο 328
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καίπερ εεΧδόμενοι σχεδόν εΧθέμεν, οννεκ ἄρ’ αὐτοὺς
πᾶν περὶ τεῖχος ετειρε βαρὺς πολὑμοιο κυδοιμὸς· ὡς δ’ ὅτ’ ἀν’ ευ ρέα πόντον έρημαίη περὶ νήσῳ ανθρώπων ἀπάτερθεν ἐεργμἐνοι άσχαΧόωσιν άνέρες, οὕς τ’ ανόμοιο καταιγίδες άντιόωσαι εϊργουσιν μάΧα ποΧΧόν έπϊ χρόνον, οι δ’ άΧεγεινοϊ νηϊ περιτρω^ώσι, καταφθινύθει δ’ ἄρα πάντα ήια, τειρομενοισι δ’ έπιπνεύση λιγὺς οὖρος· ὼς ἄρ’ ’Αχαιών ἔθνος άκηχέμενον το πάροιθεν άμφί Νεοπτολὑμοιο βίη κεχάροντο μοΧόντι έΧπόμενοι στονόεντος αναπνεύσειν καμάτοιο. ὅσσε δέ οι μαρμαίρω άναιδέος εὖτε λέοντος, ος τε κατ’ ουρεα μάκρα μέη άσ^αΧόων ἐνὶ θυμφ ἔσσυται άγρεντήσιν εναντίον, οι τε οἱ ἤδη άντρψ επεμβαίνωσιν ερυσσασθαι μεμαώτες σκύμνους οίωθέντας ίων ἀπὸ τῆλε τοκήων βήσση ἐνὶ σκιερή, ό δ’ ἄρ’ ύψόθεν εκ τινος άκρης άθρήσας όΧοοισιν επεσσνται άγρευτήσι σμερδαΧέον βΧοσυρήσιν νπαΐ ηεννεσσι βεβρυχώς* ως άρα φαίδιμος νιος άταρβέος ΑΙακίδαο θύμον ἐπὶ Τρώεσσιν εύπτοΧέμοισιν ορινεν οϊμησεν δ’ άρα πρώτον, δπη μάλα δῆρις όρώρει άμ πεδίον τῇ γάρ φρεσὶν ἔλπετο1 τείχος ’Αχαιών ρηίτερον δηίοισι κατά κΧόνον έσσυμένοισιν, οΰνεκ άκιδνοτέρησιν ἐπάλξεσιν ήρήρειστο. συν δε οι άΧΧοι εβαν μίγα μαιμώωντες Ἀρηι* εὖρον δ’ Εὐρὑπυλον κρατερόφρονα, τω δ’ ἅμ’ εταίρους
πύργω επεμβεβαώτας, ό ίο μένους περί θυμω ρήξειν τείχεα μακρά καί Ἀργείους άποΧέσσειν πανσνδίψ τοῖς δ’ οὔτι θεοὶ τεΧέεσκον εέΧδωρ* άΧΧά σφεας Ὀδυσεὺς τ’ ἡδὲ σθεναρός Διομήδης 1 Zimmermann, for σφίσιν επλετο of Koechly.
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Might none draw nigh to him, how fain soe’er,
So fast were they in that grim grapple locked Of the wild war that raged all down the wall.
But as when shipmen, under a desolate isle Mid the wide sea by stress of weather bound,
Chafe, while afar from men the adverse blasts Prison them many a day; they pace the deck With sinking hearts, while scantier grows their store Of food; they weary till a fair wind sings ;
So joyed the Achaean host, which theretofore Were heavy of heart, when Neoptolemus came, Joyed in the hope of breathing-space from toil.
Then like the aweless lion’s flashed his eyes,
Which mid the mountains leaps in furious mood To meet the hunters that draw nigh his cave, Thinking to steal his cubs, there left alone In a dark-shadowed glen—but from a height The beast hath spied, and on the spoilers leaps With grim jaws terribly roaring; even so That glorious child of Aeacus’ aweless son Against the Trojan warrior's burned in wrath. Thither his eagle-swoop descended first Where loudest from the plain uproared the fight; There weakest, he divined, must be the wall,
The battlements lowest, since the surge of foes Brake heaviest there. Charged at his side the rest Breathing the battle-spirit. There they found Eurypylus mighty of heart and all his men Scaling a tower, exultant in the hope Of tearing down the walls, of slaughtering The Argives in one holocaust. No in ind The Gods had to accomplish their desire!
But now Odysseus, Dioinede the strong,
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ἰσὁθεὁς τε Νεοπτόλεμος δῖος τε Λεοντεὺς ἄψ ἀπὸ τεἐχεος ωσάν άπειρεσίοις βεΧεεσσιν. 485 ὼ? δ’ ὅτ’ ἀπὸ σταθμόω κύνες μογεροί τε νομῆβς κάρτει καὶ φωνή κρατερους σεύουσι Χβοντας πάντοθεν ἐσσὑμενοι, τοὶ δ’ ομμασι <γΧαυκιόωντες στρωφωντ ένθα καί ἔνθα ΧιΧαιόμενοι μἐγα θνμψ πὰρτιας ἡδὲ βὁας μετὰ γαμφηλῇσι Χαφύξαι, 490 ἀλλὰ καὶ ως είκουσι κννων υπ ο καρτεροθύμων σευόμενοι, μάλα γὰρ σφιν επαί'σσονσι νομἣες· βαών, ὅσον τις ιήσι χερὸς περιμήκεα λᾶαν* ****** οὐ 7ἀγ Τρώας εα νηων άπονόσφι φεβεσθαι Εὐρὑπυλος, δηίων δὲ μάλα σχεδόν ὸτρύνεσκε 495 μίμνειν3 εΐσόκε νῆας ἔΧῃ καὶ πάντας όΧεσση Ἀργείους· Ζεὺς γάρ οἱ άπειρεσιον βάλε κάρτος. αὐτίκα δ’ όκριόεσσαν εΚων καὶ άτειρέα πετρην ἦκεν έπεσσυμενως κατὰ τείχεος ήΧιβάτοιο· σμερδαλἐον ο άρα πάντα περιπλατάγησε θέμεθλα 300 ερκεος αἰπεινοῖο* δέος δ’ ἕλε πάντας ’Αχαιούς τείχεος ὡς ἦ δη σννοχωκότος ἐν κονίῃσιν. ἀλλ,’ οὐδ’ ὦς απορούσαν άταρτηροΐο κυδοιμοῦ, ἀλλ’ ἔμενον θώεσσιν ἐοικὑτες ἡὲ Χύκοισι, μηΧων ληιστηρσιν άναιΒεσιν, οὕς τ’ ἐν ορεσσιν 505 άντρων εξεΧάσωσιν ὁμῶς κυσὶν ωγροιωται Ιίμενοι σκύμνοισι φόνον στονόεντα βαΧεσθαι εσσυμενως, τοι δ’ οὔτι βιαζόμενοι βεΧεεσσι χάζοντ3 ἀλλὰ μἐνοντες άμννονσιν τεκέεσσιν ὼς οἳ αμυνόμενοι νηων υπέρ ἡδὲ καὶ αυτών	510
μίμνον ἐν ὑσμίνη· τοῖς δ’ Εὐρὑπυλυς θρασύ-
'Χάρμης
ἡπείλει μἐγα πᾶσι νεῶν προπάροιθε θοάων “α δειλοί καὶ άναΧκιν ἐνὶ φρεσὶ θύμον ἔχοντες,
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Leonteus, and Neoptolemus, as a God In strength and beauty, hailed their javelins down, And thrust them from the wall. As dogs and shepherds
By shouting and hard fighting drive away Strong lions from a steading, rushing forth From all sides, and the brutes with glaring eyes Pace to and fro ; with savage lust for blood Of calves and kine their jaws are slavering ;
Yet must their onrush give back from the hounds And fearless onset of the shepherd folk;
[So from these new defenders shrank the foe]
A little, far as one may hurl a stone Exceeding great; for still Eurypylus Suffered them not to flee far from the ships,
But cheered them on to bide the brunt, until The ships be won, and all the Argives slain;
For Zeus with measureless might thrilled all his frame.
Then seized he a rugged stone and huge, and leapt And hurled it full against the high-built wall.
It crashed, and terribly boomed that rampart steep To its foundations. Terror gripped the Greeks,
As though that wall had crumbled down in dust;
Yet from the deadly conflict flinched they not,
But stood fast, like to jackals or to wolves—
Bold robbers of the sheep—when mid the hills Hunter and hound would drive them forth their caves,
Being grimly purposed there to slay their whelps. Yet these, albeit tormented by the daiits,
Flee not, but for their cubs’ sake bide and fight;
So for the ships’ sake they abode and fought,
And for their own lives. But Eurypylus Afront of all the ships stood, taunting them:
“ Coward and dastard souls! no darts of yours
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οὐκ αν δὴ βεΧέεσσι νεῶν ἄπο ταρβησαντα ήΧάσατ, εἰ μὴ τείχος ἐμὴν άπίρυκεν όμοκΧην 51 δ νῦν δὲ μοι εὖτε Χέοντι κύνες πτώσσοντες ἐν ὕλη μάρνασθ’ ἔνδον ἐὰντες αΧευόμενοι φόνον αΐπύν ἣν δέ ποτ’ ἐκ νηών ἐς Τρώϊον οΰδας ϊκησθε, ὡς τὺ πάρος μεμαωτες ἐπὶ μόθον, ον νύ τις νμέας ρύσεται ἐκ θανάτοιο Βυσηχ^έος, ἀλλ’ ἅμα Πάντες 520 κείσεσθ' ἐν κονιησιν ὑμεὐ ὑπο Βηωθέντες?'
ΛίΙς εφατ άκράαντον ιεις ἔπος* οὐδὲ τι ἤδη ὅττι ^ά οἱ μέγα πῆμα κυΧίνΒετο βαιόν αίνω θεν χερσί Νεοπτολέμοιο θρασύφρονος, ος μιν έμελλε δόμνα σ θ’ οὐ μετὰ δηρὸν ὺπ’ ἔγχβι μαιμώωντι.	525
οὐδὲ μὲν οὐδὲ πὸτ’ εσκεν ἄτερ κρατεροΐο ττόνοιο, ἀλλ’ αρα Τρῶας εναιρεν άφ' ερκεος* οι δ’ εφέβοντο βαΧΧομενοι καθνπερθε* περικΧονέοντο Β’ ἀνἀγκῃ Εὐρυπόλῳ* τταρ τ ας yap άνιηρόν δέος ἦρει* ὡς δ’ ὅτε νηπίαχοι περὶ ηοννασι πατρός εοιο 530 Ίττώσσονσι βροντήν μεηαΚου Ανος άμφϊ νέφεσσι pηyvυμέvηv, ὅτε Βεινόν έπιστοναχίζεται αιθήρ· ὼς άρα Τρώιοι νΐες ἐν άνΒράσι Κητείοισιν ἀμφὶ μεyav βασιΧηα Νεοπτόλεμον φοβέοντο παν θ' ο1 τι γερσίν εηκεν* ἐς ἰθὺ 7ὰρ ἔπτατο πη μα, 535 Βυσμενέων κεφαλῇσι φέρον ποΧνδακρυν Ἀρηα. οἱ δ’ ἄρ’ άμηχανίη βεβοΧη μόνοι ἔνδοθεν ἦτορ Τρώες εφαντ' ΆχιΧήα πελώριον είσοράασθαι αυτόν όμως τεὐχεσσι· καὶ άμφασίην aXeyecvrjv κεν θ ον υπό κραδίῃ, ἵνα μὴ δέος αίνον ϊκηται 540 ἐς φρένα Κητείων μηδ’ ΕὐρυπὑΧοιο ανακτος· αυτόν δ’ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλος άπειρέσιον τρομέοντες μεσσηyύς κακότητος εσαν κρυερον τε φόβοιο' αΙΒώς yap κατόρυκεν όμως και Βειμ άΧεγεινόν. ως δ’ ὅτε παιπαΧοεσσαν οδόν κατ α ποσσΧν ϊόντες 545 άνέρες άθρήσωσιν ἀπ’ ονρεος αίσσοντα
1 Zimmermann, for παν ὅ τί of Koeehly.
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Had given me pause, nor thrust back from your ships, Had not your rampart stayed mine onset-rusli.
Ye are like to dogs, that in a forest flincli Before a lion! Skulking therewithin Ye are fighting—nay, are shrinking back from death! But if ye dare come forth on Trojan ground,
As once when ye were eager for the fray,
None shall from ghastly death deliver you:
Slain by mine hand ye all shall lie in dust! ”
So did he shout a prophecy unfulfilled,
Nor heard Doom’s chariot-wheels fast rolling near Bearing swift death at Neoptolemus’ hands,
Nor saw death gleaming from his glittering spear. Ay, and that hero paused not now from fight,
But from the ramparts smote the Trojans aye.
From that death leaping from above they quailed In tuinult round Eurypylus : deadly fear Gripped all their hearts. As little children cower About a father’s knees when thunder of Zeus Crashes from cloud to cloud, when all the air Shudders and groans, so did the sons of Troy,
With those Ceteians round their great king, cower Ever as prince Neoptolemus hurled ; for death Rode upon all he cast, and bare liis wrath Straight rushing down upon the heads of foes.
Now in their hearts those wildered Trojans said That once more they beheld Achilles’ self Gigantic in his armour. Yet they hid That horror in their breasts, lest panic fear Should pass from them to the Ceteian host And king Eurypylus ; so on every side They wavered ’twixt the stress of their hard strait And that blood-curdling dread, ’twixt shame and fear. As when inen treading a precipitous path Look up, and see adown the mountain-slope
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χείμαρρον, καναχη δὲ περιβρομέει περὶ πέτρρ, οὐδ’ ἔτι οι μεμάασιν ἀνὰ ρόον ηχήεντα Βύμεναι iy/coveovTe?, ἐπεὶ παρὰ ποσσὶν ὅλεθρον Βερκόμενοι τρομέονσι καὶ οὐκ άλ&γονσι κελεύθον 550 ὼς ἄρα Τρῶες ἔμιμνον ἐελδὁμενοί περ ἀλύξαι
-V	-Χ	-*	-Χ-	*
τεῖχος υπ’ Ἀργβίων τοὺς δ’ Εὺρὑπυλος θεοειδὴς αἰὲν έποτρννεσκε ποτὶ κλὸνον ἦ γὰρ ἐώλττει πολλοὺς Βηιόωντα πελώριον ἐν δαὶ φώτα χεΐρα καμειν καί κάρτος' 6 δ’ οὐκ ἀπέληγβ μὁθοιο. 555 Τῶν δ’ ἄρ’ Ἀθηναίη κρατερον πόνον είσορόωσα καΚλιπεν Oνλύμποιο θνωδέος αίπα μέλαθρα*
/3ῆ δ’ ἄρ’ ὑπὲρ κορυφάς 1 ορίων οὐδ’ ϊγνεσι γαίης ψαύε μέγ’ έηκονέουσα* φέρεν δὲ μιν ιερός άηρ εΙΒομένην νεφέεσσιν, ελαφρότερη ν δ’ ανόμοιο. 560 Τροίην δ’ αΐγ άφικανέ, πόδας δ’ επέθηκε κολώνη Σιγἐου ήνεμόεντος* εΒέρκετο δ’ ενθεν άύτην άηχεμάχων άνΒρων, κνδαινε δὲ ττολλὺν 'Αχαιούς, νιος δ’ αὖτ’ Άχιληος εχεν πολὺ φέρτατον ἄλλων θάρσος ὁμοῦ καὶ κάρτος, α τ άνδράσιν εἰς ὲν Ιόντα 565 τεύχονσιν μίγα κῦδος* ὁ δ’ άμφοτέροισι κέκαστο, οννεκ ἔην Διὸς αἷμα, φίλω δ’ ήικτο τοκήΐ' τῷ καὶ ἄτρεστος ἐὼν ττολἐὰς κτάνεν άηχόθι πύργων, ως δ* ἁλιεὺς κατὰ πόντον ἀνὴρ λελιημένος ἄγρης τευχών ιχθύσι πη μα φέρει μένος 'ΈΙφαίστοιο 570 νηὸς ὲῆς εντοσθε, Βιεηρομέντ) δ' ὐπ’ ἀῦτμῇ μαρμαίρει περί νηα πυρος σέλας, οι δε κελαίνης ἐξ ἁλὺς άίσσονσι μεμαότες ύστατον αΐηλην είσιδέειν, τούς jap ρα τανυηλωχινι τριαίνη κτείνει επεσσνμένονς, jάννται Βέ οι ητορ ἐπ
ἄγρῃ·	375
ὼς ἄρα κύδιμος υἱὸς ενπτολέμου Άχιληος λαίνεον περί τείχος εΒάμνατο Βήια φύλα
1 Zimmermann, for κεφαλῆς of ν.
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A torrent rushing on them, thundering down The rocks, and dare not meet its clamorous flood, But hurry shuddering ση, with death in sight Holding as naught the perils of the path ;
So stayed the Trojans, spite of their desire [To flee the imminent death that waited them] Beneath the wall. Godlike Eurypylus Aye cheered them on to fight. He trusted still That this new mighty foe would weary at last With toil of slaughter; but he wearied not.
That desperate battle-travail Pallas saw,
And left the halls of Heaven incense-sweet,
And flew o’er mountain-crests : her hurrying feet Touched not the earth, borne by the air divine In form of cloud-wreaths, swifter than the wind. She came to Troy, she stayed her feet upon Sigeum’s windy ness, she looked forth thence Over the ringing battle of dauntless men,
And gave the Achaeans glory. Achilles’ son Beyond the rest was filled with valour and strength Which win renown for men in whom they meet. Peerless was he in both : the blood of Zeus Gave strength; to his father s valour was he heir; So by those towers he smote down many a foe.
And as a fisher on the darkling sea,
To lure the fish to their destruction, takes Within his boat the strength of fire; his breath Kindles it to a flame, till round the boat Glareth its splendour, and from the black sea Dart up the fish all eager to behold The radiance—for the last time ; for the barbs Of his three-pointed spear, as up they leap,
Slay them; his heart rejoices o’er the prey.
So that war-king Achilles’ glorious son Slew hosts of onward-rushing foes around
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αντί επεσσυμενών πονέοντο δὲ Πάντες ’Αχαιοί άΧΧοι ὁμῶς ἄλλῃσιν επάΧξεσιν ββραχε δ’ εὐρὺς αἰγιαλὸς καὶ νἣες, ἐπεστενάχοντο δὲ μάκρα	580
τείχεα βαΧλομένων. κάματος δ’ ὕπεδάμνατο Χάους άσπετος άμφοτερωθε, Χυοντο δε ηνία καί άΧκη αίζηών ἀλλ’ οὔτι μενεπτ^Χέμου ΆχιΧήος άμφεχεν υίἐὰ δῖον, ἐπεὶ δέ1 οἱ οβριμον ἦτορ πάμπαν ἔην άτρυτον, άνιηρον δέος 2 οὔτι	38ο
ηψατο μαρναμένοιο· μένος δ’ άκάμαντι έφκει άενάω ποταμω, τον άπειρεσίη πυρος ορμή ουποτ Ιοϋσ εφόβησε, καὶ εἰ μίγα μαίνετ’ ἀήτης 'Ηφαίστου κΧονέων lepov μένος, ἣν γὰρ ΐκηται iyyύς ἔπι προχοῇσι μαραίνεται, ουδέ οἱ ἀλκὴ 590 ᾶῆτασθ’ άργα,Χέη σθένει ὕδατος άκαμάτοιο· ως άρα ΤΙηΧείΒαο Βαίφρονος νίέος εσθΧου ούτε μόγος στονόεις οΰτ άρ Βέος ηψατο γούνων αἰὲν έρειδομένοιο καί οτρννοντος εταίρους. οὐ μὴν οὐδὲ βέΧος κείνου χρόα καΧον ικανέ	595
πολλῶν βαΧΧομένων ἀλλ’ ώς νιφάδες περὶ ττέτρην πολλάκις ήίχθησαν έτώσια* πάντα yap ευρύ elpye σάκος βριαρή τε κόρυς, κΧυτα Βω ρα θεοῖο· τοῖς έπικayχaXόωv κρατερος πάίς ΑΙακίδαο φοίτα μακρά βοών περί τείνει πολλὰ κεΧεύων 600 ἐς μοθον Ἀργείοισιν άταρβεσιν, οννεκα πάντων ποΧΧον ἔην ὅχ’ ἄριστος, ἔχεν δ’ ἔτι θύμον όμοκΧης XeυyaXέης άκόρητον, ὲοῦ δ’ άρα μηδετο πατρός τίσεσθ’ aXyivoevTa φόνον* κεχάροντο δ’ άνακτι Μυρμιδὸνυς· στυγερή δὲ πόλεν περὶ τεῖχος αυτή, 605 Ἕνθα δύω κτάνε παῖδε ποΧυχρυσοιο Mέyητος, ος yόvoς εσκε Αύμαντος, εχεν δ’ ερικυδέας υΐας, είΒότας εὖ μὲν άκοντα βαλεῖν, εὐ δ’ ίππον εΧάσσαι εν ποΧέμψ καί μακρον επισταμένως Βόρυ πῆλαι,
1 Zimmermann, for of ν. 2 Zimmermami, for δἐ of of ν.
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That wall of stone. Well fought the Achaeans all Here, there, adown the ramparts : i*ang again The wide strand and the ships : the battered walls Groaned ever. Men with weary ache of toil Fainted on either side; sinews and might Of strong men were unstrung. But o’er the son Of battle-stay Achilles weariness Crept not: his battle-eager spirit aye Was tireless; never touched by palsying fear He fought on, as with the triumphant strength Of an ever-flowing river : though it roll ’Twixt blazing forests, though the madding blast Roll stormy seas of flame, it feareth not,
For at its brink faint grows the fervent beat,
The strong flood turns its might to impotence;
So weariness nor fear could bow the knees Of Hero Achilles’ gallant-hearted son,
Still as he fought, still cheered liis comrades on. Of myriad shafts sped at him none might touch His flesh, but even as snowflakes on a rock Fell vainly ever : wholly screened was he By broad shield and strong helmet, gifts of a God. In these exulting did the Aeacid’s son Stride all along the wall, with ringing shouts Cheering the dauntless Argives to the fray,
Being their mightiest far, bearing a soul Insatiate of the awful onset-cry,
Burning with one strong purpose, to avenge His father’s death : the Myrmidons in their king Exulted. Roared the battle round the wall.
Two sons he slew of Meges rich in gold,
Scion of Dymas—sons of high renown,
Cunning to hurl the dart, to dx-ive the steed In war, and deftly cast the lance afar,
Born at one birth beside San garths’ banks
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τοὺς τέκε οἱ ΪΙερίβοια μιῇ ωδῖνι 7ταρ; ὅχθῃς	010
Xayyapiov, ΚέΧτον τε καὶ Εὓβιον* οὐδ' άττόναντο όΧβου άττειρεσίοιο πολὺν χρόνον* οΰνεκα Μοῖραι τταυρον εττί σφίσι πάγ^υ τίλος βιότοιο βάλοντο· ἄμφω δ’ ώς ἴδον ἦμαρ ὁμῶς, ὼς κατ θ αν ον άμφω χβρ<τ\ Νεοπτολὑμοιο θρασύφρονος, ος μὲν άκοντι 615 βλήμβνος ἐς κραδίην, ὁ δὲ χερμαδίω ἀλεγεινῷ κὰκ κεφαΧής* βριαρη Be ττεριθρανσθεισα καρηνω, ἐθλάσθη τρυφάλεια καὶ ἐγκἐφαλον συνἐχευεν. ἀμφὶ δ’ αρα σφίσι φΰΧα ττερικτείνοντο καί ἄλλων μύρια δυ σ μεν ίων' μίγα δ’ Ἀρεος ἔργον ὸρώρει, 020 μέσφ’ ὅτε δὴ βουΧυτός ἐπήλυθεν, ήνντο δ’ ήὼς αμβροσίη, καί Χάος άταρβέος Εὐρυπὑλοιο χάσσατο τυτθόν άττωθε νεῶν· οἱ δ’ ἀγχόθι fπύpyωv βαιόν άνέττνευσαν καί δ’ αυτοί Τρώιοι υἷες άμτταύοντο μόθοιο δυσήνιος* ούνεκ ετύχθη	625
φύΧοΊΓίς άρηαΧίη περὶ τείχεϊ. καί νύ %’ ὅπ αντος Ἀργεῖοι τότε νηυσϊν ἐπὶ σφετέρησιν όΧοντο, εἰ μὴ Ἀχιλλἣος κρατερὸς παῖς η ματ ι κείνω δυσμενεων άττάΧαΧκε ττοΧύν στρατόν ἡδὲ καὶ αυτόν
Εὐρὑπυλον. τῷ δ’ αϊψα yόρων σχεδόν ηΧυθε Φοῖνιξ,	G30
καί μιν ἰδὼν θάμβησεν εοικότα Πηλείωνι* ἀμφὶ δέ οἱ μέγα χάρμα καί άσττετον αΧηος ϊ κ αν εν* aXyος μεν μνησθεντι ποδώκεος ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλἣος, χάρμα δ’ ἄρ’, οΰνεκά οί κρατερόν παῖδ’ είσενόησε· κΧαΐε δ’ ο y ἀσπασίως, ἐπεὶ οὔποτε φῦλ’ ανθρώπων	635
νόσφι γὁου ζώουσι, καί εϊ ποτε χάρμα φέρονται. άμφεχύθη Be οί* εΰτε πατὴρ περὶ παιδὶ χυθείη, ος τε Θεών Ιότητι ττοΧύν χρόνον αλτ/ε άνατΧας εΧθη ιον ποτὶ δῶμα φίλῳ μέγα χάρμα το κη ι* ως ό	Νεοπτολὑμοιο κάρη καί στήθεα κυσσεν	040
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Of Periboea to him, Celtus one,
And Eubius the other. But not long
His boundless wealth enjoyed they, for the Fates
Span them a thread of life exceeding brief.
As on one day they saw the light, they died On one day by the same hand. To the heart Of one Neoptolemus sped a javelin ; one He smote down with a massy stone that crashed Through his strong helmet, shattered all its ridge, And dashed his brains to earth. Around them fell Foes many, a host untold. The War-god’s work Waxed ever mightier till the eventide,
Till failed the light celestial; then the host Of brave Eurypylus from the ships drew back A little : they that held those leaguered towers Had a short breathing-space ; the sons of Troy Had respite from the deadly-echoing strife,
From that hard rampart-battle. Verily all The Argives bad beside their ships been slain,
Had not Achilles’ strong son on that day Withstood the host of foes and their great chief Eurypylus. Came to that young hem’s side Phoenix the old, and marvelling gazed on one The image of Peleides. Tides of joy And grief swept o’er him—grief, for memories Of that swift-footed father—joy, for sight Of such a son. He for sheer gladness wept;
For never without tears the tribes of men Live—nay, not mid the transports of delight.
He clasped him round as father claspeth son Whom, after long and troublous wanderings,
The Gods bring home to gladden a father’s heart. So kissed he Neoptolemus’ head and breast,
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άμφιχυθείς, και τοῖον ἀγασσάμενος φάτο μῦθον “χαῖρε μοι, ώ τἐκος ἐσθλὺν ’ΑχιΧΧέος, ον ποτ’ ἔγωγε
τ ντθον εόντ άτίταΧΧον ἐν ἀγκοίνη σ tv ἐμῇσι προφρονεως* ο δ’ ἄρ’ ωκα θεών ερικνδέι βουΧή ἔρνος ὅπως ἐριθηλὲς άέξετο* καί οι ἔγωγε	645
7ήθεον είσορίων ἡμὲν δέμας ἡδὲ καὶ αΧκήν ἔσκε 8έ μοι μέγ ὄνειαρ* ἴσον δέ ὲ παιδὶ τίεσκον τηΧυγέτω* ο δ’ ἄρ’ ἴσον ἐφ πατρὶ τῖεν ἐμὸν κὴρ· κείνῳ μὲν γὰρ ἔχωγε πατήρ, 6 δ’ ἄρ’ υίὺς ἔμοιγε ἔσκε ζώῳ* φαίης κεν ἰδὼν ἐνὺς αίματος είναι 650 εϊνεχ ομοφροσύνης· αρετή δ1 ο γε φέρτερος ἦεν πολλὸν, ἐπεὶ μακάρεσσι δέμας και κάρτος έφκει. τῷ σὑγε πάμπαν έοικας* ἐγὼ δ’ αρα κείνον δίω ζωον ετ Άργείοισι μετέμμεναι* οὐ μ’ ἄχος ὀξὺ άμφέχει ήματα πάντα, Χυγρω δ’ ἐπὶ γήραί θύμον 655 τείρομαι* ως οφεΧόν με 'χυτή κατά γαια κεκεύθει κείνου ἔτι ζώο ντος* ὁ καὶ πέλει άνέρι κῦδος κηδεμονήος έοΰ υπ ο χείρεσι ταρχυθήναι. ἀλλά, τἐκος, κείνον μεν ἐγὼν οὐ Χήσομαι ήτορ άχνύμενος* σὺ δὲ μήτι χαλἐπτεο πενθεί θύμον 660 ἀλλ’ ἄγε Μυρμιδόνεσσι καὶ ίπποδάμοισιν Άχαιοϊς τειρομένοις έπάμννε μέγ ἀμφ’ άηαθοΖο τοκήος χο)όμενος δηίοισι· ‘κΧέος Bi τοι εσσεται ἐσθλὺν Εὐρύπυλον δαμάσαντι μάχης άκόρητον έοντα· τοῦ γὰρ υπέρτερος ἐσσι καὶ εσσεαι, οσσον άρείων 6(55 σεῖο πατήρ κείνοιο πέΧεν μογεροιο τοκήοςΓ Λί1ς φάμενον προσεειπε πάις ξανθόν Ἀχιλῆος*
“ ώ γέρον, ήμετέρην αρετήν ἀνὰ δηίοτήτα Αἶσα διακρινέει κρατερή καί νπερβιος* Αρης Λί1ς είπων αὐτῆμαρ έέΧδετο τείχεος έκτος	670
σεὑεσθ’ ἐν τεύ'ψ.σσιν έοΰ πατρός* ἀλλά. μιν ἔπχε νύξ, ἦ τ’ άνθρώποισι Χύσιν καμάτοιο φέρουσά * * εσσυτ ἀπ’ ώκεανοΐο καΧυψαμένη δέμας ορφνη.
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Clasping him round, and cried in rapture of joy : ee Hail, goodly son of that Achilles whom I nursed a little one in mine own arms With a glad heart. By Heaven’s high providence Like a strong sapling waxed he in stature fast, And daily I rejoiced to see his form And prowess, my life’s blessing, honouring him As though he were the son of mine old age ;
For like a father did he honour me.
I was indeed his father, lie my son In spirit: thou hadst deemed us of one blood Who were in heart one: but of nobler mould Was he by far, in form and strength a God.
Thou art wholly like him—yea, I seem to see Alive amid the Argives him for whom Sharp anguish shrouds me ever. I waste away In sorrowful age—oil that the grave had closed On me while yet he lived! How blest to be By loving bands of kinsmen laid to rest I Ah child, my sorrowing heart will nevermore Forget him! Chide me not for this my grief.
But now, help thou the Myrmidons and Greeks In their sore strait: wreak on the foe thy wrath For thy brave sire. It shall be thy renown To slay this war-insatiate Telephus’ son;
For mightier art thou, and shalt prove, than he,
As was thy father than his wretched sire.”
Made answer golden-haired Achilles’ son: ζ( Ancient, our battle-prowess mighty Fate And the o’ermastering War-god shall decide.”
But, as he spake, he had fain on that same day Forth of the gates have mshed in his sire’s arms; But night, which bringeth men release from toil, Rose from the ocean veiled in sable pall.
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Ἀργείων δέ μιν υἷες ἴσον κρατερφ Αχιλῆι κύδαινον παρὰ νηυσϊ γεγηθότες, ουνεκ ἄρ’ αυτούς 675 θαρσαΧέους κατέτευζεν ἰὼν ἐπὶ δῆριν έτοίμως* τοΰνεκά μιν τίεσκον άγακΧειτοΐς γεράεσσιν ασττετα δώρα διδὸντεν, ἄ τ’ ἀνίρι πλοῦτον ὸφέλλει* οι μὲν γὰρ χρυσόν τε καὶ άργυρον, οι δὲ γυναίκας δμωίδας, οἱ δ’ ἄρα χαΧκον ἀάσπετον, οἱ δὲ σίδηρον,	680
αΧΧοι δ’ οἶνον ερυθρόν ἐν άμφιφορεύσιν οπασσαν ίππους τ’ ωκυττοδας και άρηια τεὐχεα φωτων Φ aped τ εύττοίητα γυναικών καΧΧιμα ἔργα· τοῖς ἔπι θύμον ϊαινε 'ΝεοτττοΧέμοιο φίλον κῆρ. καί ρ’ οἱ μὲν δόρττοιο ποτὶ κΧισίησι μέΧοντο 685 υὶὺν Ἀχιλλἣος θεοειδέα κυδαίνοντες Ισον εττουρανίοισιν άτειρέσι· τῷ δ’ Αγαμέμνων πόλλ’ εττικαγχαΧόων τ ο ιον ττδτϊ μύθον ἔειπεν* “ἀτρεκέωςπαῖς ἐσσὶ θρασύφρονος Αίακίδαο, ω τόκος, οΰνεκά οι κρατερον μένος ἡδὲ καὶ είδος 690 καὶ μέγεθος καί θάρσος ἰδε φρένας ένδον εοικας· τῷ σοι ἐγὼ μέγα θύμον Ιαίνομαι· ἦ γὰρ εοΧττα σῇσιν ὑπαὶ παλάμῃσι καὶ ἔχχεῖ δήια φϋΧα καλ Πριάμοιο ττοΧηα ττερικΧειτην εναρίζαι, οννεκα ττατρι εοικας· ἐγὼ δ’ άρα κείνον όίω	695
είσοράαν π α ρα νηυσίν, οτε Τρώεσσιν όμόκΧα χωό μένος ΤίατρόκΧοιο δεδουττότος' ἀλλ’ ὁ μὲν ἦδη ἐστὶ σὺν άθανάτοισι· σὲ δ’ ἐκ μακάρων ττροέηκε σήμερον ’Αργείοισιν αττοΧΧυμένοις έτταμνναιΓ ΛΩς φάμενον ττροσέειττεν ΆχιΧΧέος οβριμος υιός*	700
“ εἴθε μιν, ω Άγάμεμνον, ετι ζώοντα κίγανον, οφρα καί αυτός άθρησεν έον θυμήρεα τταΐδα οὔτι καταισχύνοντα βίην ττατρός, ωσττερ όίω ἔσσεσθ’, ἦν με σάωσιν άκηδέες OύρανίωνεςΓ Ὄ9 ἄρ* ἔφη πινυτῇσιν άρηράμενος φρεσϊ θυμόν 705 344
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK VII
With honour as of mighty Achilles’ self Him in id the ships the glad Greeks hailed, who liad won
Courage from that his eager rush to war.
With princely presents did they honour him,
With priceless gifts, whereby is wealth increased ; For some gave gold and silver, handmaids some, Brass without weight gave these, and iron those; Others in deep jars brought the ruddy wine:
Yea, fleetfoot steeds they gave, and battle-gear,
And raiment woven fair by women’s hands.
Glowed Neoptolemus’ heart for joy of these.
A feast they made for him amidst the tents,
And there extolled Achilles’ godlike son With praise as of the immortal Heavenly Ones; And joyful-voiced Agamemnon spake to him: α Thou verily art the brave-souled Aeacid’s son,
His very image thou in stalwart might,
In beauty, stature, courage, and in soul.
Mine heart bums in me seeing thee. I trust Thine hands and spear shall smite yon hosts of foes, Shall smite the city of Priam world-renowned—
So like thy sire thou art! Methinks I see Himself beside the ships, as when his shout Of wrath for dead Patroclus shook the ranks Of Troy. But he is with the Immortal Ones,
Yet, bending from that heaven, sends thee to-day To save the Argives on destruction’s brink.” Answered Achilles’ battle-eager son:
Would I might meet him living yet, O King,
That so himself might see the son of his love Not shaming his great father’s name. I trust So shall it be, if the Gods grant me life.”
So spake he in wisdom and in modesty;
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Xaol δ’ αμφιεποντες εθάμβεον ανερα δῖον. ἀλ\’ ὅτε δὴ δὁρποιο καὶ εἰλαπίνης κορέσαντο, δὴ πότ’ ὰρ’ ΑΙακίΒαο θρασνφρονος ὄβριμος υίὺς ἀνστὰς ἐκ δὁρποιο ποτὶ κΧισίην ἀφίκανε πατρός ὲοῦ. τὰ δὲ πολλὰ Βαϊκταμενων ηρώων εντεά οι παρέκεινθ'* αι δ’ άμφί μιν αΧΧοθεν αΧΧαι χηρην ΧηιάΒες κΧισίην επιπορσννεσκον ως ζώοντος ανακτος· ὁ δ’ ως ἴδεν ἔντεα Τρώων καὶ δμωὰς, στονάχ^σεν* έρως δέ μιν εἷλε τοκῆος* ὼς δ’ ὅτ’ ἀνὰ Βρνμα πυκνά καί ἄγκεα ρωπηεντα σμερΒαΧεοιο Xe οντος υπ α^ρεντησι Βαμέντος σκύμνος ἐς ἄντρον ϊκηται ενσκιον, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη ταρφεα παπταίνει κενεόν σπέος3 άθρόα δ’ αὐτοῦ οστεα Βερκόμενος κταμένων πώρος ουκ οΧιγων περ ϊππων ἡδὲ βοών μεγάλ’ αχνυται ἀμφὶ τοκἣος* ὼς ἄρα θαρσαΧέοιο παίς τότε Πηλεἰδαο θύμον ἐπαχνώθη* δμωαὶ δέ μιν αμφαηάσαντο· καὶ δ’ αὐτὴ Βρισηίς, ὅτ’ εΒρακεν νΥ ΆχιΧήος, ἄλλοτε μὲν θυμῷ μέγ’ εηηθεεν, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὐτε αχνντ ΆχιΧΧήος μεμνημενη* ἐν δὲ οἱ ἦτορ ἀμφασίη βεβόΧητο κατὰ φρενας, ώς ἐτεὸν περ αὐτοῦ ἔτι ζώοντος άταρβέος Α ΙακίΒαο.
Τρώες δ’ αὐτ’ ἀπάνευθε γεγηθ<5τες οβριμον άνΒρα Εὐρὑπυλον κνΒαινον ἐνὶ κλισίῃσι καὶ αυτοί, όππόσον'Ί&κτορα Βΐον, οτ’ Ἀργείους εΒάιζε ρνό μένος πτοΧίεθρον εον καί κτήσιν απασαν. ἀλλ,’ ὅτε δὴ μερόπεσσιν ἐπὶ γλυκὺς ηΧυθεν ὕπνος, δὴ τὑτε Τρώιοι υἷες ιδ’ Ἀργεῖοι μενεχάρμαι νόσφι φνΧακτηρων ενΒον βεβαρηότες νπνψ.
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And all there marvelled at the godlike man.
But when with meat and wine their hearts were filled, Then rose Achilles’ battle-eager son,
And from the feast passed forth unto the tent That was his sire’s. Much armour of heroes slain Lay there; and here and there were captive inaids Arraying that tent widowed of its lord As though its king lived. When that son beheld Those Trojan arms and handmaid-thralls, he groaned, By passionate longing for his father seized.
As when through dense oak-groves and tangled glens Comes to the shadowed cave a lion’s whelp Whose grim sire by the hunters hath been slain,
And looketh all around that empty den,
And seeth heaps of bones of steeds and kine Slain theretofore, and grieveth for his sire;
Even so the heart of brave Peleides’ son With grief was numbed. The handmaids marvelling gazed;
And fair Briseis’ self, when she beheld Achilles’ son, was now right glad at heart,
And sorrowed now with memories of the deadlier soul was wildered all, as though indeed There stood the aweless Aeacid living yet.
Meanwhile exultant Trojans camped aloof Extolled Eurypylus the fierce and strong,
As erst they had praised Hector, when he smote Their foes, defending Troy and all her wealth.
But when sweet sleep stole over mortal men,
Then sons of Troy and battle-biding Greeks All slumber-heavy slept unsentinelled.
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ΛΟΓ02 ΟΓΔΟΟΣ
Ἠμος δ’ ηεΧίοίο φάος ττερίκίδνατο yalav ἐκ ττεράτων ανιόντος, ὅθι σττεος Ἠριγενείης, δὴ τότε που Τρῶες καὶ ’Αχαιών οβριμοι υἷες θωρήσσονθ’ ἑκάτερθεν ἐπειγὁμενοι ποτὶ δῆριν* καὶ τοὺς μὲν παῖς ἐσθλὸς Ἀχιλλέος ὸτρύνβσκεν δ αντιάαν Τρώεσσιν αταρβεα θύμον έχοντας, τους δ’ ἄρα Τηλεφίὓαο μέγα σθένος· ἦ γὰρ ἐώλπει τείχος μὲν χαμάδις βαΧεειν νηάς τ αμαθνναι ἐν πυρὶ ΧενηαΚέψ, Χάους δ’ ὑπὸ χερσί δαϊξαο. ἀλλά οἱ εΧττωρη μὲν ἔην ἐναλίγκιος αὕρῃ	10
μαψιδιη* Κἣρες δὲ μάλα σχεδὸν ὲστηυῖαι πολλὸν καηχαΚαασκον ἐτώσια μητωωντι,
Καὶ τότε Μυρμιδὸνεσσιν ’Α^χίΧλέος άτρομος υιός θαρσαΧέον φάτο μύθον εττοτρννων πονεεσθαι'
(i κεκΧυτό μευ, θεράποντες, αρηϊον ἐν φρβσὶ θύμον Ιδ θέντες, ἵν’ Ἀργείοισιν ακος πολέμου aXeyetvov δυσμενἐεσσι δὲ πῆμα ηενώμεθα* μηδὲ τις ήμεων ταρβείτω* κρατερη γὰρ ἄδην ἐκ θάρσεος ἀλκὴ γίνεται ἀνθρώποισι* δέο? δὲ βίην ἀμαθύνει καὶ νὁον ἀλλ/ ἄγε Πάντες ἐ? Ἀρεα καρτννασθε, 20 οφρα μὴ άμπνεύστ} Τρώων στρατός, ἀλλ’ ΆχιΧηα φαίη ἔτι ζώοντα μετέμμεναι Ἀργείοισιν/’
Ὄς εἰπὼν ώμοισι ττατρώια Βνσατο τεύχη ττάντοθε μαρμαίροντα' Θέτις δ’ ἡγάλλετο θυμῷ ἐξ ἁλὸς είσορόωσα μέγα σθένος νίωνοΐο.	25
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BOOK VIII
How Hercules’ Grandson perished in fight with the Son of Achilles
When from the far sea-line, where is the cave Of Dawn, rose up the sun, and scattered light Over tlie earth, then did the eager sons Of Troy and of Acbaea arm themselves Athirst for battle : these Achilles’ son Cheered on to face the Trojans awelessty;
And those the giant strength of Telephus’ seed Kindled. He trusted to dash down the wall To earth, and utterly destroy the ships With ravening fire, and slay the Argive host.
Ah, but his hope was as the morning breeze .Delusive: hard beside him stood the Fates Laughing to scorn his vain imaginings.
Then to the Myrmidons spake Achilles’ son,
The aweless, to the fight enkindling them:
<e Hear ine, mine henchmen : take ye to your hearts The spirit of war, that we may heal the wounds Of Argos, and be ruin to her foes.
Let no man fear, for mighty prowess is The child of courage ; but fear slayeth strength And spirit. Gird yourselves with strength for war; Give foes no breathing-space, that they may say That mid our ranks Achilles liveth yet.”
Then clad he with his father’s flashing arms His shoulders. Then exulted Thetis’ heart When from the sea she saw the miglity strength
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καί ρα θοῶς οϊμησε προ τείχεος αίττεινοϊο εμβεβαως ϊττττοισιν έον πατρός άθανάτοισιν* οἷος δ’ ἐκ ττεράτων αναφαίνεται ώκεανοΐο ήέΧιος θηητδν ἐπὶ χθδνα ττ ν ρ άμαρνσσων, πῦρ, ὅτε οἱ ττώΧοισι καί άρματι συμφέρετ άστηρ Χείριος, ος τε βροτοϊσι φέρει ττοΧνκηδέα νονσον* τοῖος ἐπὶ Τρώων στρατόν ήιεν οβριμος ήρως νιος ’ΑχιΧΧήος· φόρεον δέ μιν άμβροτοι Ϊτγτγοι, τούς οι έεΧδομένφ νηων άττο Χαδν εΧασσαι ωττασεν Αύτομέδων* ος γάρ σφεας ήνιοχενεν* Ϊτγτγοι δ’ αὐτ’ εχάρησαν εδν φορέοντες άνακτα εϊκεΧον Αίακίδη· των δ’ αφθιτον ητορ εώΧττει εμμεναι άνέρα κείνον Ἀχιλλἐος οὔτι χερείω, ὼς δὲ καὶ Ἀργεῖοι μίγα καγχαΧοωντες άηερθεν άμφι Νεοπτολἐμοιο βίην άμοτον μεμαώτες ΧευγαΧεοις σφηκεσσιν εοικότες, οὕς τε κΧονηση ****** χηραμον έκττοτέονται, εεΧδόμενοι χρόα θεϊναι άνδρόμεον, Πάντες δὲ περὶ στένος ορμαίνοντες τεύχονσιν μέγα πῆμα τταρεσσυμένοισι βροτοϊσιν · ως οι γ’ ἐκ νηῶν καὶ τείχεος εξεχέοντο μαιμώωντες *Άρηι* ττοΧύς δ’ έστείνετο χώρος. πᾶν πεδίον δ’ ἀπάνευθεν έΧάμττετο τεύχεσι φω των ήεΧίον καθνττερθεν άττείριτα μαρμαίροντος* οἷον δὲ νέφος εισι δι ηέρος αττΧητοιο ττνοιησιν psydXrjaiv εΧαννόμενον Βορέαο, ἦμο9 δὴ νιφετός τε ττέΧει καί χείματος ωρη άργαΧέη, πάντη δὲ ττεριστέφει ονρανδν ὄρφνη * ως των ττΧηθετο <γαΐα συνερχομένων έκάτερθε νηων βαιον αττωθε* κόνις δ’ εἰς ονρανδν ευρύν ττέτττατ άειρομένη* κανάχιζε δὲ τεύχεα φωτων, σὺν δὲ καὶ άρματα ττοΧΧά* διεσσύμενοι 8 ἐπὶ μωΧον
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Of lier son’s son. Then forth with eagle-speed Afront of that high wall he rushed, bis ear Drawn by the immortal horses of his sire.
As from the ocean-verge upsprings the sun In glory, flashing fire far over earth—
Fire, when beside his radiant chariot-team Races the red star Sirius, scatterer Of woefullest diseases over men;
So flashed upon the eyes of Ilium’s host That battle-eager hero, Achilles’ son.
Onward they whirled him, those immortal steeds, The which, when now he longed to chase the foe Back from the ships, Automedon, who wont To rein them for his father, brought to him.
With joy that pair bore battle ward their lord,
So like to Aeacus’ son, their deathless hearts Field him no worser than Achilles’ self.
Laughing for glee the Argives gathered round The might resistless of Neoptolemus,
Eager for fight as wasps [whose woodland bower The axe] hath shaken, who dart swarming forth Furious to sting the woodman : round their nest Long eddying, they torment all passers by;
So streamed they forth from galley and from wall Burning for fight, and that wide space was thronged, And all the plain far blazed with armour-sheen,
As shone from heaven’s vault the sun thereon.
As flees the cloud-rack through the welkin wide Scourged onward by the North-wind’s Titan blasts, When winter-tide and snow are bard at band,
And darkness overpalls the firmament;
So with their thronging squadrons was the earth Covered before the ships. To heaven uproiled,
Dust hung on hovering wings:	men’s armour
clashed;
Rattled a thousand chariots ; horses neighed
35*
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i7τιτοι έπεχρεμέτιζον' ίη δ’ ixeXevev έκαστον ἀλκὴ άνιηρήν ἐς φνΧοπιν ότρννονσα.
Ὠς δ’ ὅτε κύματα μάκρα δύο κΧονέονσιν άήται σμερΒαΧέον βρομέοντες ἀνὰ πλατὺ χεῦμα θαλάσσης	60
ἔκποθεν άΧΧηΧοισι περιρρηγνὑντες άέΧΧας, ὁππότε %εῖμ’ aXeyecvov ἀν’ εὐρέα βένθεα πόντον μαίν€τ\ άμαιμακέτη δὲ περιστἐνβι Ἀμφιτρίτη κὑμασι λευγαΧἐοισι, τὰ δ’ ἄλλοθεν αΧΧα φέρονται ονρεσιν ήΧφάτοισι,ν ἐοικότα, τῶν δ’ ἀλεγεινὴ 65 όρνυμένων ἐκάτερθε πέλει κατὰ πόντον Ιωή* ὼς οἶ γ’ αμφοτέρωθεν ἐπ’ Ἀρεα συμφορέοντο σμερΒαΧέον μεμαωτες* Ἕρις δ’ όρόθννε καί αΧκη. σὺν δ’ εβαΧον βροντήσιν ἐοικὑτε? ἣ στεροττῆσιν, αι τε μέγα κτυπέουσι δι’ ἡέρος, όππότ άήται, 70 Χάβροι εριΒμαίνωσι, καὶ ὁππότε Χάβρον ἀἐντες σὺν νέφεα ρήξωσι Διὸς μέγα γωομένοοο ἀνδράσιν, οἴ τ’ ἐρίτιμον ὑπὲρ Θὑμιν ἔργα κάμωνται' ως οΐ γ’ άΧΧήΧοισιν έπέγβαον* εηγει δ’ ἔχχος συμφέρετ’, ἀσπίδι δ’ ἀσπίς, ἐπ’ άνέρα δ’ ήιεν ἀνήρ. 75
Πρώτος δ’ οβριμος υιός ενπτοΧέμου Ἀχιλῆος Βάμνατ ενν Μελανῆα καὶ ayXaov ΆΧκιΒάμαντα νιας Ἀλβξινὁμοιο Βαϊφρονος) ος τ’ ἐνὶ κοίλη Καύνῳ ναιετάασκε διειδἐος ἀγχὁθι λίμνης ’Τμβρῳ νπο νιφόεντύ παραϊ ποσὶ ΤαρβήΧοιο.	80
κτεῖνε δὲ ΚασσάνΒροιο θοόν ποσὶ παΙΒα Μένητα, ον τἐκε δια Κρἐουσα παρά ^ρο^ζοής ποταμοϊο ΑίνΒον ένρρείταο, μενεπτοΧέμων οθΰ Καρών πείρατα καὶ Λυκίης ερικνΒεος άκρα πέΧονται. εἷλε δ’ ἄρ’ αίγμητήρα Μόρνν Φρυτίτθβ μ,οΧόντα' 85 τῳ ο αρ όμως Ιίολν,σον τε καὶ ϊππομέΒοντα κατέκτα,
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On-rushing to the fmy. Each warrior’s prowess Kindled him with its trumpet-call to wai\
As leap the long sea-rollers, onward hurled By two winds terribly o’er th’ broad sea-flood Roaring from viewless bournes, with whirlwind blasts
Crashing together, when a ruining storm .Maddens along the wide gulfs of the deep,
And moans the Sea-queen with her anguished waves Which sweep from every band, uptowering Like precipiced mountains, while the bitter squall, Ceaselessly veering, shrieks across the sea;
So clashed in strife those hosts from either hand With mad rage. Strife incarnate spurred them on, And their own prowess. Crashed together these Like thunderclouds outlightening, thrilling the air With shattering trumpet-challenge, when the blasts Are locked in frenzied wrestle, with inad breath Rending the clouds, when Zeus is wroth with men Wlio travail with iniquity, and flout His law. So grappled they, as spear with spear Clashed, shield with shield, and man on man was hurled.
And first Achilles’ war-impetuous son Struck down stout Melaneus and Alcidamas,
Sons of the war-lord Alexinomus,
Who dwelt in Caunus mountain-cradled, nigh The clear lake shining at Tarbelus’ feet ’Neath snow-capt Imbrus. Menes, fleetfoot son Of King Cassandrus, slew he, bom to him By fair Creusa, where the lovely streams Of Lindus meet the sea, beside the marches Of battle-biding Carians, and the heights Of Lycia the renowned. He slew withal Morys the spearman, who from Phrygia came ; Polybus and Hippomedon by his side
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τον μὲν ὑπὸ κραδίην, τον δ’ ἐς κΧηΐΒα τυχήσας* δάμνατο δ’ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλον* ἐπόστενε δ’ αία νἐκυσσι Τρώων* οἱ δ’ υιτοεικον εοικοτες αυάΧεοισι θάμνος, οὖς οΧοοΐο ττυρος κατεΒάμνατ ἀϋτμὴ 90 ρηιΒίως εττωντος οττωρινοΰ Βορεαο* ὼς τοῦ ἐπεσσυμἐνοιο κατηρείττοντο φάΧα<γ<γες*
Αἰνείας δ’ εΒάμασσεν Άριστόλογον μενεχάρμην ττΧήζας 'χερμαΒίφ κατὰ κράατος* ἐν ο ἄρ’ εθΧασσεν οστέα συν πήληκι* Χίττεν δ’ αφαρ οστέα θυμός. 95 Τυδείδης δ’ Εὕμαιον ἔλεν θοόν, ος ῄά τ’ ἔναιε Δὰρδανον αἰπήεσσαν, ἵν’ Ἀγχίσαο ττέΧονται ευναί, Οίτου Κυθἐρειαν ἐν ἀγκοίνῃσι δάμασσεν. ἔνθ’ Ἀγαμὑμνων κτεῖνεν ἐὺν 2τράτον οὐδ’ ὅ γε Θρῄκην
ικετ’ ἀπὸ τττοΧέμοίο, φίΧης δ’ ἑκὰς ἔφθιτο πάτρης. 100 Μηριόνης δ’ έΒάμασσε Χλἐμον Πεισήνορος υἷα αντίθεου Γλαύκοισ φίλον καὶ πιστόν εταϊρον, ὅ? ρα τε ναιετάασκε παρὰ προ^χοῇς Λιμυροῖο, καί ῄά μιν ως βασιΧήα περικτίονες τίον ἄνδρες Γλαὑκου αττοκταμενοιο και ουκέτι κοιρανέοντος, 105 ττάντες, ὅσοι Φθινικος Ιδος περὶ πάγχυ νέμοντο αίττύ τε Μασσικύτοιο βίον ρω'χμόν τε Χ,ιμαίρης.
Ἀλλος ὃ’ ἄλλον εττεφνε κατα μόθον ἐν δ’ ἄρα τοῖσιν
Εὐρύπυλος πολέεσσι κακας ἐπὶ κήρας ϊαΧΚε Βυσμενέσνν* ττρωτον δὲ μενεπτοΧεμον κατεττεφνεν 110 Εὕρυτον, αύταρ ἔπειτα Μενοίτιον αΐόλομίτρην, αντίθεους ετάρους Ἕλεφήνορος* άμφί δ’ ἄρα σφιν r/ΑρτταΧον, ος ρ Ὀδυσἣος εύφρονος εσκεν εταίρος* άΧΧ’ 6 μεν οὖν ἀπάτερθεν ἔχεν ιτ ον ον, οὐδ’ ετταμυνε ιν εσθενεν ψ θεράττοντι δεδουπὁτι* τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ εταίρος 115 "Αντιφος οβριμόθυμος αττοκταμενοιο χοΧώθη, καὶ βάΧεν Εὐρυπὑλοιο καταντίον* άΧΧά μιν οΰτι οϋτασεν, οΰνεκά οι κρατερον δόρυ τυτθον ἄπωθεν 354
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He laid, this stabbed to the heart, that pierced between
Shoulder and neck : man after man he slew.
Earth groaned ’neath Trojan corpses; rank on rank Crumbled before him, even as parched brakes Sink down before the blast of ravening fire When the north wind of latter summer blows ;
So ruining squadrons fell before his charge.
Meanwhile Aeneas slew Aristolochus,
Crashing a great stone down on his head : it brake Helmet and skull together, and fled his life. Fleetfoot Eumaeus Diomede slew ; he dwelt In craggy Dardanus, where the bride-bed is Whereon Anchises clasped the Queen of Love. Agamemnon smote down Stratus : unto Thrace Returned he not from war, but died far off From his dear fatherland. And Meriones Struck Chlemus down, Peisenor’s son, the friend Of god-like Glaucus, and his comrade leal,
Who by Limurus’ outfall dwelt: the folk Honoured him as their king, when reigned no more Glaucus, in battle slain,—all who abode Around Phoenice’s towers, and by the crest Of Massicytus, and Chimaera’s glen.
So man slew man in fight; but more than all Eurypylus hurled doom on many a foe.
First slew lie battle-bider Eurytus,
Menoetius of the glancing taslet next,
Elephenor s godlike comrades. Fell with these Harpalus, wise Odysseus’ warrior-friend ;
But in the fight afar that hero toiled,
And might not aid his fallen henchman : yet Fierce Antiphus for that slain man was wroth,
And hurled his spear against Eurypylus,
Yet touched him not; the strong shaft glanced aside,
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ἔμπεσε Μειλανίῳνι Βαϊφρονν, τόν ποτε μήτηρ yeivaro παρ προχο^σιν ενρρείταο Κ,αίκου	120
Κλείτη καλλιπάρῃος ὺποδμηθεῖσ’ Ἐρυλάῳ. Εὐρύπυλος δ’ ετάροιο χοΧωσάμενος κταμένοιο Άντίφω αΐ'ψ’ ἐπόρουσεν* ὁ δ’ ἔκφυγε ποσσὶ θοοισιν ἐς πΧηθνν ετάρων* κ. pare ρ ον δὲ μιν οὔτι δάμασσεν ἔΥ%ο? ΎηΧεφίΒαο Βαίφρονος, οννεκ εμεΧΧεν	125
ὰργαλἑως όΧέεσθαν υπ’ άνΒροφόνοιο Κύκλωπος ύστερον' ὼς γάρ που στυγερῇ ἐπιήνδανε Μοίρῃ. Εὐρύπυλος δ’ ὲτέρωθεν επωχετο' τοῦ δ’ ὕπὺ δουρὶ αἰὲν ἐπεσσυμἐνοιο κατηριπε πουλὺς ὅμιλος* ἡύτε ΒένΒρεα μάκρα βίηρ Βμηθέντα σνΒήρον	130
ονρεσιν ἐν Χασίοισιν ἀναπλήθω σι φάραγγα 9 κεκΧιμέν ἄλλοθεν άΧΧα κατά χθονός- ως αρ * 9 Αχαιοί
Βάμναντ Εὐρυπύλοιο Βαίφρονος ἐγχείῃσι, μέσφ* ὅτε οἱ Kiev αντα μίγα φρον ίων ivl θνμφ νιος Ἀ^ιΧλῆος. τὼ δ’ αμφω Βούρατα μακρά 135 ἐν παλάμη σ ι τίν άσσον ἔπι σφισι μαιμώωντες'
EύρύπυΧος Bi i πρώτος άνειρόμένος προσέειπε*
“ τίς ποθεν είΧηΧουθας εναντίον άμμι μάχεσθαι; ἦ σε πρός ἈΙδα Κῆρες αμείλικτοι φορέουσιν' ου γάρ τίς μ’ ύπάΧνξεν ἐν ἀργαλέῃ ὑσμίνη*	140
ἀλλά μοι ὅσσοι ἔναντα ΧιΧαιόμενοι μαχέσασθαι δεῦρο κίον, πάντεσσι φόνον στονόεντ εφέηκα άργαΧέως, πάντων δὲ παρὰ Βάνθοιο ρέεθρα οστεα τε σάρκας τε κύνες διὰ πάντ εΒάσαντο, άΧΧά μοι είπε, τις εσσι, τίνος δ’ ἐπαγάλλβαι
ίπποι?;	145
Λί1ς φάμενον προσίειπεν ΆχιΧΧέος οβριμος υιός·
“ τίπτε μ’ επισπεύΒοντα ποτὶ κΧόνον αίματόεντα εχθρός ἐὼν ώς εἴ τε φίλα φ ρονέων ερεείνεις είπέμεναν γενεήν, ήνπερ μάΧα ποΧΧοΙ ϊσασιν; νιος ΆχιΧΧήος κρατερόφρονος, ος τε τοκήα	150
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And pierced Meilanion battle-staunch, the son Of Cleite lovely-faced, Erylaus’ bride,
Who bare him where Caicus meets the sea.
Wroth for his comrade slain, Eurypylus Rushed upon Antiphus, but terror-winged He plunged amid his comrades 5 so the spear Of the avenger slew him not, whose doom Was one day wretchedly to be devoured By the manslaying Cyclops : so it pleased Stern Fate, I know not why. Elsewhither sped Eurypylus ; and aye as he rushed on Fell ’neath his spear a multitude untold As tall trees, smitten by the strength of steel « In mountain-forest, fill the dark ravines,
Heaped on the earth confusedly, so fell
The Achaeans ’neath Eurypylus’ flying spears—
Till heart-uplifted met hiin face to face Achilles’ son. The long spears in their hands They twain swung up, each hot to smite his foe.
But first Eurypylus cried the challege-ciy :
“ Who art tliou ? Whence hast come to brave me here ?
To Hades merciless Fate is bearing thee;
For in grim fight hath none escaped mine hands; . But whoso, eager for the fray, have come Hither, on all have I hurled anguished death.
By Xanthus’ streams have dogs devoured their flesh And gnawed their bones. Answer me, who art thou ?
Whose be the steeds that bear thee exultant on ? ” Answered Achilles’ battle-eager son:
“ Wherefore, when I am hurrying to the fray,
Dost thou, a foe, put question thus to me,
As might a friend, touching my lineage,
Which many know ? Achilles’ son am I,
Son of the man whose long spear smote thy sire,
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σεῖο πάροιθ' εφόβησε βάλω ν περιμήκεῖ δ ου ρ ϊ* καί νύ κέ μιν θανάτοιο κακαϊ περὶ Κῆρες εμαρψαν, εἰ μή οἱ στονόεντα θοῶς ίήσατ ολέθρου, ίπποι δ’, οἳ φορέουσνν, ἐμοῦ ττατρος ἀντιθέοιο, οὺς τἐκεθ’ Ἀρπυια Ζεφύρω πάρος εὐνηθεῖσα, οἶ τε καὶ ἀτρύγετον πέλαγος διὰ ποσσὶ θέουσιν ἀκρονυχὶ ψαύοντες, Ισον δ’ άνέμοισι φέρονταν. νυν δ’ ἐπεὶ οὖν γενεὴν ἐδάης ίππων τε καὶ αὐτοῦ, καὶ δέρατος ττείρησαι άτεφέος ήμετέροιο ηνωμέναν αντα βίην γενεὴ δὲ οἱ ἐν κορυφή σ ν ΠηΧίου αίπτεννοϊο, τομήν οθι ΧεΙττε καὶ υΧηνΓ Ἠ ρα καὶ ἐξ ίππων χαμάδις θὁρε κύδνμος άνήρ ττάΧΧων έηχείην περιμήκετον* ος δ’ ετέρωθεν χερσίν ὺπὺ κρατερῇσιν ἀπβιρεσίην λά/3ε πὲτρην, καί ρα Νεοπτολὲμοἱο κατ’ ἀσπίδος ἦκε φέρεσθαν χρυσείης. τὸν δ’ οὔτι ττροσεσσυμένη στυφέΧνξεν, ἀλλ,’ ἅτε πρὼν εἱστἡνει ἀπείριτος οὕρει μακρῷ, τον ρα δαιτετέων ττοταμων μένος οὐδ’ ἅμα παντων ἄψ ώσαι δύναται, <5 γὰρ.ἔμπεδον ερρίζωται. ὼς μἐνεν άτρομος αἰὲν Ἀχιλλὲος οβρνμος υιός. ἀλλ,’ οὐδ’ ὼς τάρβησε θρασύ σθένος Εὐρυπύλοιο άσχετον νΓ ΆχνΧήος, ἐπεί ρα μιν οτρύνεσκε θάρσος εον καί Κῆρες* ὑπο κραδίησι δὲ θυμός εζεεν άμφοτέροίσι* περὶ σφίσι δ’ αΙέΧα τεύχη εβραχεν οί δ’ ὅτε Θήρες έττήεσαν άΧΧήΧοισν σμερδαΧέον, τοΐσίν τε κατ οΰρεα δῆρις άέξει, ὁππὑτε ΧευγαΧέψ λιμῷ βεβοΧημένον ἦτορ ἢ βοὸς ἣ ἐλάφοιο περὶ κταμένου ιτονέωνται άμφω πανφάσσοντες, εττικτυττέουσν δὲ βήσσαι μαρναμένων* ὼς οἷ γε συνήεσαν άΧΧήΧοισι δῆριν συμφορέοντες άμείΧιχον. άμφϊ δὲ μακραϊ Χαών αμφοτέρωθεν ἄδην ττονέοντο φαΧαγγες ἐς μέθον· ἀργαλἐη δὲ περὶ σφίσι δῆρις ορώρεν, οί δ’ ανέμων ριπῇσιν έοικέτες αίψηρήσι ?5δ
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And made him flee—yea, and the ruthless fates Of death had seized him, but my father’s self Healed him upon the brink of woeful death.
The steeds which bear me were my godlike sire’s ; These the West-wind begat, the*Harpy bare :
Over the barren sea their feet can race Skimming its crests: in speed they match the winds.
Since then thou know’st the lineage of my steeds And mine, now put thou to the test the might Of my strong spear, bom on steep Pelion’s crest, Who hath left his father-stock and forest there.’’
He spake ; and from the chariot sprang to earth That glorious man: he swung the long^ spear up.
But in his brawny band Ms foe hath seized A monstrous stone: full at the golden shield Of Neoptolemus he sped its flight;
But, no whit staggered by its whirlwind rush,
He like a giant mountain-foreland stood Which all the banded fury of river-floods Can stir not, rooted in the eternal hills ;
So stood unshaken still Achilles’ son.
Yet not for this Eurypylus’ dauntless might Shrank from Achilles’ son invincible,
On-spurred by liis own hardihood and by Fate.
Their hearts like caldrons seethed o’er fires of wrath, Their glancing armour flashed about their limbs.
Like terrible lions each on other rushed,
Which fight amid the mountains famine stung, Writhing and leaping in the strain of strife For a slain ox or stag, while all the glens Ring with their conflict; so they grappled, so Clashed they in pitiless strife. On either hand Long lines of warriors Greek and Trojan toiled In combat: round them roared up flames of war. Like mighty rushing winds they hurled together
359
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συν ρ εβαΧον μεΧίησι μεμαὁτες αἷμα κεδάσσαι 185 ἀλλήλων* τοὺς δ’ αἰὲν έποτρύνεσκεν Ἐνυὼ ἐγγύθεν ἱσταμἐνη· τοι δ’ οὐκ άπεΚηηον ὁμοκλῆς, ἀλλά σφεας έδάιζον ἐς ασπίδας, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ονταζον κνημίδας ἰδ’ υψπλὁφους τρνφαΧείας* καί τις καὶ χροος ήψατ, ἐπεὶ πόνος αίνος ἔπειγε 190 θαρσαΧέους η ρω ας· Ἕρις δ’ ἐπετερπετό θυμω κείνους είσορόωσα* πολὺς δ’ εξέρρεεν ἱδρὼς άμφοτέρων οι δ’ αἰὲν έκαρτύνοντο μἐνοντες· άμφω yap μακάρων ἔσαν αίματος· οί δ’ ἀπ’ Όλυμπου—
***** * οἱ μὲν γὰρ κύδαινον ΆχιΧΧέος οβριμον via,	195
οἱ δ’ αὐτ’ Εὐρύπυλον θεοειδἐὰ· τοι δ’ ἑκάτερθεν, μάρναντ άκμητοισιν ἐειδὁμβνοι σκοπέΧοισιν ηΧιβάτων 6ρεών μέya δ’ ε βράχον αμφοτέρωθεν θεινόμεναι μεΧίησν θάμ ασπίδες* ὸἡνὲ δὲ μάκρη Πηλιὰς Εὐρυττύλοιο διήλυθεν άνθερεώνος	200
πολλὰ ττονησαμένη* του δ’ εκχυτο φοίνιον αϊμα έσσυμένως· ψνχη δε δι εΧκεος έξεποτήθη εκ μεΧεων, οΧοη δὲ κατ’ οφθαλμών πέσεν ὄρφνη. ηριπε δ’ ἐν τεύχεσσι κατά χθονός, ἡὓτε βΧωθρη η πίτυς ἣ ἐλάτη κρυερου Βορέαο βίηφιν	205
ἐκ ριζέων εριπουσα* τόσην έπικάππεσε γαῖαν Εὐρυπυλοιο δέμας· μέγα δ’ εβραχε Ύρώιον οΰδας και πεδίον· χΧοερη δε θοως κατεχευατο νεκρω άχρονη καί καΧόν άπημάΧδυνεν έρενθος. τῷ δ’ επvκayχaXόωv μεγάλ’ εΰχετο καρτερός ἥρως· 210 “EupunuV, ἦ που ἔφης Δαναών νέας ἡδὲ καὶ αὐτοὺς δηώσειν καί πάντας όΐξυρώς άποΧέσσειν ἡμέας* ἀλλὰ σοι οὔτι θεοὶ τεΧέεσκον εέΧΒωρ, ἀλλ υπ ἐμοι σ’ εδάμασσε καί άκάματόν περ έόντα
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With eager spears for blood of life athirst.
Hard by them stood Enyo, spurred them on Ceaselessly: never paused they from the strife.
Now hewed they each the other’s shield, and now Thrust at .the greaves, now at the crested helms. Reckless of wounds, in that grim toil pressed on Those aweless heroes : Strife incarnate watched And gloated o’er them. Ran the sweat in streams From either : straining hard they stood their ground, For both were of the seed of Blessed Ones.
From Heaven, with hearts at variance, Gods looked down;
For some gave glory to Achilles’ son,
Some to Eurypylus the godlike. Still They fought on, giving ground no more than rocks Of granite mountains. Rang from side to side Spear-smitten shields. At last the Pelian lance, Sped onward by a mighty thrust, hath passed Clear through Eurypylus’ throat. Forth poured the blood
Torrent-like ; through the portal of the wound The soul from the body flew : darkness of death Dropped o’er his eyes. To earth in clanging arms He fell, like stately pine or silver fir Uprooted by the fury of Boreas ;
Such space of earth Eurypylus’ giant frame Covered in falling : rang again the floor And plain of Troyland. Grey death-pallor swept Over the corpse, and all the flush of life Faded away. With a triumphant laugh Shouted the mighty hero over him:
“ Eurypylus, thou saidst thou wouldst destroy The Danaan ships and men, wouldst slay us all Wretchedly—but the Gods would not fulfil Thy wish. For all thy might invincible,
My father s massy spear hath now subdued
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πατρὸς ἐμοῖο μὸς’ ἔγχος, ὅπερ βρότος οντος ἀλύξει 215 ἡμῖν ἄντα μολὼν οὐδ’ εἰ παγχάλκεος ἦεν.”
Ἠ ρα καὶ ἐκ νέκνος ττεριμήκετον εϊρνσεν αϊχμην ἐσσυμἐνως* Τρῶες δὲ μἐγ’ ἔτρεσαν είσορόωντες άνέρα καρτεροθυμον* ὁ δ’ αὐτίκα τεὐχε’ ἀπούρας Βώκε θοοϊς ετάροισι φέρειν ποτὶ νἣας ’Αχαιών 220 αὐτὸς δ’ ἐς θοὺν ἄρμα θορων καί άτειρέας ίππους ήιεν, οἷός τ’ εισι δι’ αίθέρος ἀπλήτοιο ἐκ Διὸς άκαμάτοιο συν άστεροττ9}σι κεραυνός, ον τε ττερντρομέουσι καί αθάνατοι κατιόντα νοσφι Διὸς μεγάλοιο, ὁ δ’ εσσύμενος ποτὶ γαῖαν 225 δἐνδρεά τε ἡήγνυσι καὶ ονρεα πταιτταΑόεντα* ὦς ὁ θοῶς Τρώεσσιν ἐπἑσσυτο πῆμα κορύσσων δάμνατο δ’ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλος, ὅσους κίχον άμβροτοι Ϊτπγοι·
πλήθετο δὲ χθονος οὖδας, ἄδην δ’ ερυθαίνετο \ύθρφ. ως δ’ ὅτε μύρια ψύλλα κατ’ οϋρεος ἐν βήσσῃσι 230 ταρφέα πεπτηῶτα χυτήν κατά γαῖαν ἐρέψῃ* ὼς Τρώων τότε Χαὸς ἀάσττετος ἐν χθονί κεῖτο χερσί Νεοπτολἐμοιο καὶ Ἀργείων εριθνμων, ὧν ἄπλετον μετὰ χερσιν υττέρρεεν αἷμα κελαινὺν ἀνδρῶν ἡδ’ ϊττττων μαΚα δ’ άντυηες ἀμφ’ οχεεσσι 235 κινύμεναι Βενοντο περὶ στροφάΑιηΙζίν ὲῇσι.
Καί νύ κε Τρώιοι υἷες ἔπω πυλἐων ἀφίκοντο, ττορτιες εὖτε λέοντα φοβεύμεναι ἣ σύες ομβρον, εἰ μὴ Ἀρης ἀλεγεινὸς άρηγέμεναι μενεαίνων Τρωσὶ φιΧοτττοΧέμοισι κατήλυθεν Oὐλὑμποιο	240
κρὑβδ’ ἄλλων μακάρων* φόρεον δέ μιν ἐς μόθον ίπποι
Αἴθων και Φλἀγιος, Κόναβος δ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι Φόβος τε, τοὺς Βορἐγ κεΧάΒοντι τἐκβ βλοσυρῶπις Ἐριννὺς 3ὅσ
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK VIII
Thee under ine, that spear no man shall ’scape, Though he be brass all tlii*ough, who faceth me,”
He spake, and tore the long lance from the corse, While shrank the Trojans back in dread, at sight Of that strong-hearted man. Straightway be stripped The armour from the dead, for friends to bear Fast to the ships Achaean. But himself Th the swift chariot and the tireless steeds Sprang, and sped onward like a thunderbolt That lightning-girdled leaps through the wide air From Zeus’s hands unconquerable—the bolt Before whose downrush all the Immortals quail Save only Zeus. It rusheth down to earth,
It rendeth trees and rugged mountain-crags ;
So rushed he on the Trojans, flashing doom Before their eyes; dashed to the earth they fell Before the charge of those immortal steeds :
The earth was heaped with slain, was dyed with gore.
As when in mountain-glens the unnumbered leaves Down-streaming thick and fast hide all the ground, So hosts of Troy untold on earth were strewn By Neoptolemus and fierce-hearted Greeks,
Shed by whose hands the blood in torrents ran "Neath feet of men and horses. Chariot-rails Were dashed with blood-spray whirled up from the tyres
Now had the Trojans fled within their gates As calves that flee a lion, or as swine Flee from a storm—but murderous Ares came, Unmarked of other Gods, down from the heavens, Eager to help the warrior sons of Troy.
Red-fire and Flame, Tumult and Panic-fear,
His car-steeds, bare him down into the fight,
The coursers which to roaring Boreas Grim-eyed Erinnys bare, coursers that breathed
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πῦρ όλοον πνείοντας· ὺπέστενε δ’ αἰόλος αἰθὴρ έσ συ μενών ποτὶ δῆριν, ὁ δ’ ότραλέως ἀφίκανεν 245 ἐς Τροίην ὑπὸ δ’ αἶα μἐγ έκτυπε θεσπεσίοισιν ίππων ἀμφὶ πόδεσσι* μόλων δ’ άγχιστα κυΒοιμον πηλέ δόρυ βριαρόν μέγα δ’ ἴσχε Τρωσὶ κελεύω ν άντιάαν δηίοισι κατὰ κλόνον· οἱ δ’ ἀίοντες θεσπεσίην ὄπα Πάντες εθάμβεον ον yap ϊΒοντο 250 άμβροτον άθανάτοιο θεόν δέμας οὐδὲ μὲν ίππους· ηέρι yap κεκάλνπτο, νόησε δὲ θέσκελον αύΒην έκποθεν αίσσουσαν άΒην εἰς οΰατα Τρώων αντίθεου ἝΧἐνοιο κλυτὸς νὅσς* ἐν δ’ αρα θνμω γηθησεν καὶ λαὺν άπεσσύμενον μέγ ἀὔτει*	255
“ ἂ Βεΐλοί, τί φέβεσθε φϊλοπτόλέμου Άχιλήος υίέα θαρσαλέον; θνητός νν τις έστι καί αντος, ούΒέ οί Ισον Ἀρηι πόλει σθένος, ὺς μέγ’ άρηγει ἧμιν έελΒομένοισι* /3οᾴ δ’ ο γε μακρὰ κελεύων μάρνασθ’ Ἀργείοισι κατὰ κλόνον άλλ' αγε θνμω 260 τλήτε φίλοι καί θάρσος ἐνὶ στήθεσσι βάλεσθε· ου yap άμείνονα Τρωσιν όίομαι άλλον ίκέσθαι άλκτήρα πτόλέμοιο· τί yap ποτι Βήριν 'Άρηος λώιον, εὖτε βροτοϊσι κορυσσομένοις έπαμύνει; ὺς νῦν ἧμιν ϊκανεν έπίρροθος· ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτοὶ 265 μνησασθε πτόλέμοιο, Βέος δ’ ἀπὸ νόσφι βάλεσθε Λίϊς φάτο* τοι δ’ ϊσταντο καταντίον Άργείοισιν ήύτ ενι ξνλόχοισι κύνες κατέναντα λύκοιο φεύγοντες τὺ πάροιθε βίην τρέψωσι μάχεσθαι ταρφέα μηλονόμοιο παροτρύνοντος επεσσιν	270
ὼς ἄρα Τρώιοι υἷες ἀνὰ μόθον αίνον Ἀρηος Βείματος έκτος ἔσαν* κατὰ δ’ ἀντίον άνέρος ἀνὴρ μάρνατο θαρσαλέος· περὶ δ’ ίκτυπεν ἔντεα φωτων θεινόμενα ξιφέεσσι καί εγχεσι και βελέεσσιν αίχμαι δ’ ἐς χρόα Βΰνον έόεύετο δ’ αΐματι πολλῷ 275 δεινὸςἈρης* όλέκοντο δ’ ἀνὰ μόθον άλλος ἐπ’ ἄλλω μαρναμένων έκάτερθε* μάχη δ’ ἔχεν ἴσα τάλαντα.
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Life-blasting flame : groaned all the shivering air, As battleward they sped. Swiftly he came To Troy: loud rang the earth beneath the feet Of that wild team. Into the battle’s heart Tossing his massy spear, he came; with a shout He cheered the Trojans on to face the foe.
They heard, and marvelled at that wondrous cry, Not seeing the God’s immortal form, nor steeds, Veiled in dense mist. But the wise prophet-soul Of Helenus knew the voice divine that leapt Unto the Trojans’ ears, they knew not whence, And with glad heart to the fleeing host he cried :
“ O cravens, wherefore fear Achilles’ son,
Though ne’er so brave ? He is mortal even as we ; His strength is not as Ares’ strength, who is come A very present help in our sore need.
That was his shout far-pealing, bidding us Fight on against the Argives. Let your hearts Be strong, O friends : let courage fill your breasts. No mightier battle-helper can draw nigh To Troy than he. Who is of more avail For war than Ares, when he aideth men Hard-fighting ? Lo, to our help he cometh now ! On to the fight! Cast to the winds your fears! ” They fled no more, they faced the Argive men, As hounds, that mid the copses fled at first,
Tum them about to face and fight the wolf, Spurred by the chiding of their shepherd-lord;
So turned the sons of Troy again to war,
Casting away their fear. Man leapt on man Valiantly fighting; loud their armour clashed Smitten with swords, with lances, and with darts. Spears plunged into men’s flesh: dread Ares drank His fill of blood : struck down fell man on man,
As Greek and Trojan fought. In level poise
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ως δ’ όπότ αίζηοϊ μεγάλης ἀνὰ γουνον άΧωής Άρχατον άμπεΧόεντα διατμήξωσι σιδηρω απερχόμενοι, των δ’ ἴσον άέξεται εἰς ἔριν ἔργον,	280
οΰνεκ Ισοι τεΧέθονσιν όμηΧικίη τε βίῃ τε* ὼς τῶν άμψοτέρωθε μάχης άΧεγεινά τάλαντα ἷσα πεΧεν* Τρῶες 7δη ὺπόρβιον ένθέμενοι κῆρ μίμνον άταρβητοιο πεποιθότες "Αρεος ἀλκῇ,
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἄρα παιδὶ μενεπτοΧεμον ΆχιΧήος, 285 κτεῖνον δ’ άΧΧηΧους* ὸλοὴ δ’ ἀνὰ μέσσον Ἐνυὼ στρωφάτ άΧγινόεντι Χνθρφ πεπαΧαγμένη ώμους και χέρας* ἐκ δέ οἱ αἰνὸς ἀπὸ μέΧεων pkev ίΒρώς· οὐδ’ έτέροισιν αμυνεν, ἴση δ’ ἐπετέρπετο χάρμη άζομένη φρεσὶν ῄσι Θἑτιν καὶ δῖον Ἀρηα.	290
Ἕνθα Νεοπτόλεμος τηΧέκΧειτον Περιμήδεα δάμναθ’, δς οἰκΓ εναιε παρά Χμινθηιον ἄλσος· τῷ δ’ ἔπι Κέστρον επεφνε μενεπτοΧεμον τε ΦάΧηρον
καί κρατερον Περίλαον έϋμμεΧίην τε Μενάλκην, ὸν τεκετ Ίφιάνασσα παρά ζάθεον πόδα ΚίλΛης 295 τεχνήεντι Μὲδοντι δαημονι τεκτοσυνάων* ἀΧλ’ ὁ μὲν οἴκοι εμιμνε φίλη ἐνὶ πατρίδ ι γαίη· παιδος δ* ονκ άπόνητο· δόμον δέ οι ἔργα τε πάντα χηρωσταϊ μετόπισθεν άποφθιμένοιο δάσαντο. Δηίφοβος δε Ανκώνα μενεπτόΧεμον κατέπεφνε 300 τυτθόν υπέρ βουβώνα τυχών· περὶ δ’ εγχει μακρῷ ἐγκατα πάντ έχύθησαν οΧη δ’ ἐξέσσυτο νηδὺς. Αἰνείας δὲ Δὑμαντα κατέκτανεν, ος το πάροιθεν ΑνΧίδα ναιετάασκε, σννεσπετο δ’ ΆρκεσιΧάω ες Τροίην* ἀλλ’ οὔτι φίλην πάλιν εδρακε η α! αν, 305 Εὐρύαλος δ’ εδάμασσε βαΧων άΧεγεινον άκοντα Ἀστραῖον* τοῦ δ’ αΐψα διά στέρνοιο ποτήθη αίχ^μη άνιηρη, στομάχου δ άπέκερσε κεΧεύθονς άνερι κήρα φέρουσα* μίγη δὲ οί εϊδατα Χνθρω. τον δ’ ἄρα βαιον απωθεν εΧεν μεγάθυμος Ἀγήνωρ 310 366
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Τπ7τομὲνην, Τενκροιο Βαίφρονος ἐσθλὺν ὲταῖμον, τνψας ἐς κΧηΐΒα θοῶς* συν δ’ αΐματι θυμός ἔκθορεν ἐκ μεΧεων* ὸλοὴ δὲ μιν άμφεχνθη νύξ. . Τεὑκρῳ δ’ εμττεσε πένθος άττοκταμένον έτάροιο, καὶ βάΧεν ωκνν όιστον Ἀγήνορος ἄντα ταννσσας* ἀλλά οἱ οὔτι τὐχησεν άΧεναμΑνου μάλα τυτθόν εμττεσε δ’ ἐγγὺς ἐὁντι Βαίφρονι Αηιοφόντη Χαών ἐς όφθαΧμόν, διὰ δ’ ονατος εξεττέρησε Βεξιτεροϋ, γλήνην δὲ Βιέτμα^εν, οννεκα Μοϊραι apyaXeov βέΧος ωσάν ὅπη φίλον ος δ’ ἔτι ττοσσϊν ορθός άνασκαίρεσκε· βαΧών δ’ ὅ γε δεύτερον ιον
'	*	*	ifc	Sfc	*
Χαιμω εττερροίζησε· Βιέθρισε δ’ ανχένος ἷνας ἄντικρυς ἀίξας* τον δ’ ὰργαλίη κἐχε Μοῖρα. νΑλλος δ’ ἄλλῳ τενχε φόνον· κεχάροντο Βέ Κἣρες
καὶ Μόρος, άΧψνόεσσα δ’ Ἕρις μέγα μαιμώωσα ἡὑσεν μάΧα μακράν, ’Άρης δὲ οἱ άντεβόησε σμερΒαΧέον, Τρώεσσι δ’ ενέττνενσεν μέγα θάρσος, Ἀργείοισι δὲ φνζαν, αφαρ δ’ εΧεΧίξε φάλαγγας. ἀλλ’ οὐχ υἷα φόβησεν ΆχιΧΧέος* ἀλλ’ ὅ γε μίμνω ν μάρνατο θαρσαΧέως, ἐπὶ δ’ εκτανεν ἄλλον ἐπ’ ἄλλω·
ως δ’ ὅτε τις μυίῃσι περὶ γλάγος ερχόμενη σ ι χείρα ττεριρρί'φ'Τ} κούρος νέος, αι δ’ ὑπὸ πληγῇ τυτθῇ Βαμνάμεναι σχεΒον ἄγγεος1 άΧΧοθεν αΧΧαι θυμών άττοττνείονσι, πάῖς δ* ετητέριτεται ἔργω* ὼς ἄρα φαίΒιμος νιος άμιειΧίκτον ΆχιΧήος ηηθεεν άμφι νεκυσσι και ονκ ἀλἐγιξεν Ἀρηος Τρωσὶν εττοτρνν οντος* ἐτίνυτο δ’ άΧΧοθεν άΧΧον Χαοϋ ἐπαίσσοντος· ὅπως δ’ άνεμοιο θυεΧΧας μίμνη εττεσσνμενας ορεος μεγάΧοιο κοΧώνη, ὼς ἄρα μίμνεν ἄτρεστος. Ἀρης δὲ οἱ εμμεμαώτι 1 Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
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Hippomenes, hero Teucer’s comrade staunch,
With one swift thrust ’twixt shoulder and neck: his soul
Rushed forth in blood; death’s night swept over him.
Grief for his comrade slain on Teucer fell;
He strained his bow, a swift-winged shaft he sped, But smote him not, for slightly Agenor swerved.
Yet nigh him Deiophontes stood; the shaft Into his left eye plunged, passed through the ball, And out through his right ear, because the Fates Whither they willed thrust on the bitter barbs.
Even as in agony he leapt full height,
Yet once again the archer s arrow hissed :
It pierced his throat, through the neck-sinews cleft Unswerving, and his hard doom came on him.
So man to man dealt death ; and joyed the Fates And Doom, and fell Strife in her maddened glee Shouted aloud, and Ares terribly Shouted in answer, and with courage thrilled The Trojans, and with panic fear the Greeks,
And shook their reeling squadrons. But one man He scared not, even Achilles’ son; he abode,
And fought undaunted, slaying foes on foes.
As when a young lad sweeps his hand around Flies swarming over milk, and nigh the bowl Here, there they lie, struck dead by that light touch, And gleefully the child still plies the work;
So stern Achilles’ glorious scion joyed Over the slain, and recked not of the God Who spurred the Trojans on : man after man Tasted his vengeance of their charging host.
Even as a giant mountain-peak withstands On-rushing hurricane-blasts, so he abode Unquailing. Ares at his eager mood
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χώετο, καί οι εμελλεν ἐναντία Βηριάασθαι αυτός άττορρίψας Ιερόν νέφος, εἰ μὴ Ἀθήνη ἔκποθεν Oὐλύμποιο θὁρεν ποτὶ Βάσκων Τδην* έτρεμε δὲ χθὼν δῖα καὶ ήχήεντα ρέεθρα Βάνθον* τοσσον ἔσεισε* δἐος δ’ άμφέκλασε θύμον 345 Νυμφάων, φοβέοντο δ’ ὑπὲρ Πριάμοιο πὁληο?· τεὐχεσι δ’ άμβροσίοισι περὶ στεροτταϊ ποτἐοντο· σμερΒαλέοι Be Βράκοντες ἀπ’ ἀσπίδος άκαμάτοω ττνρ αμοτον ττνείεσκον% άνω δ’ εψανε νέφεσσι θεσπεσίη τρυφάλεια. θοω δ’ ἡμελλεν Ἀρηι 350 μάρνασθ’ έσσνμένως, el μὴ Διὸς ἡὺ νόημα άμφοτέρους εφοβησεν ἀπ’ αἰθέρος αἰπεινεῖο βροντή σας ἀλεγεινὁν. Ἀρης δ’ άττεγαζετο χάρμης' δὴ γάρ οι μεγάλοιο Διὸς Βιεφαίνετο θυμός* ίκετο δ’ ἐς Θρῄκην Βνσχείμερον, οὐδ’ ἔτι Τρώων 355 μέμβλετό οί κατά θύμον ύττέρβων' ούΒέ μὲν ἐσθλὴ Παλλὰς ἔτ’ ἐν πεδἐφ Τρώων μενεν, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτὴ ἷξεν ’Αθηναίων lepov ττέΒον. οι δ’ ἔτι χάρμης μνώοντ ούλομένης* Βεύοντο δὲ Τρώιοι υἷες αλκής* Ἀρ7€ῖοι δὲ μἐγ’ Ιεμενοί πολεμοιο	360
χαζομένοισιν ἔττοντο κατ’ ἴχνιον, ήύτ’ ἀῆται νήεσιν εσσνμένης ὑπο λαίφεσιν εἰς ἁλὸς οἶδμα οβρι,μον, ἣ θάμνοισι ιτυρος μένος, ή κεμάΒεσσιν οτρηροϊ κατ ορεσφι κύνες λελιημένοί ἄγρης· ὼς Δαναοὶ Βηίοισιν εττήιον, οννεκ ἄρ’ αυτούς 365 υῶς ΆχιΧλήος μεγάλῳ δορὶ θαρσύνεσκε κτείνων ον κε κίχρσι κατά κλόνον οι δ’ ἐπὶ φνζαν χασσάμενοι κατεΒυσαν ές νψίττνλον πτολίεθρον.
’Αργεῖοι δ’ ἄρα τυτθὑπ άνέττνευσαν ιτολέμοιο ελσαντες Πριάμοιο κατὰ τττὁλιν εθνεα Τρώων, 370 άρνας ὅπως σταθμοΐσιν ἐπ’ οἰοπὁλοισι νομήες· ως δ’ ὑπο τ’ άμττνείωσι βοές μέγα κεκμηώτες
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Grew wroth, and would have cast his veil of cloud Away, and met him face to face in fight,
But now Athena from Olympus swooped To forest-inantled Ida. Quaked the earth And Xanthus’ murmuring streams ; so mightily She shook them : terror-stricken were the souls Of all the Nymphs, adread for Priam’s town.
From her immortal armour flashed around The hovering lightnings ; fearful serpents breathed Fire from her shield invincible ; the crest Of her great helmet swept the clouds. And now She was at point to close in sudden fight With Ares ; but the mighty will of Zeus Daunted them both, from high heaven thundering His terrors. Ares drew back from the war,
For manifest to him was Zeus’s wrath.
To wintry Thrace he passed; his haughty heart Recked no more of the Trojans. In the plain Of Troy no more stayed Pallas; she was gone To hallowed Athens. But the armies still Strove in the deadly fray; and fainted now The Trojans’ prowess; but all battle-fain The Argives pressed on these as they gave ground. As winds chase ships that fly with straining sails On to the outsea—as on forest-brakes Leapeth the fury of flame—as swift hounds drive Deer through the mountains, eager for the prey,
So did the Argives chase them : Achilles’ son Still cheered them on, still slew with that great spear
Whomso he overtook. On, on they fled Till into stately-gated Troy they poured.
Then had the Argives a short breathing-space From war, when they had penned the hosts of Troy In Priam’s burg, as shepherds pen up lambs Upon a lonely steading. And, as when
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ἄχθος άνειρύσσαντες άνω ποτὶ Βνσβατον άκρην πυκνόν άνασθμαίνοντες ὑπὸ ζυγόν* ὼς άρ 9Αχαιοί άμπνεον iv τεὐχεσσι κεκμηκὁτες. ἀμφὶ δὲ πύργους 375 μάρνασθαι μεμαώτες εκυκΧώσαντο πόληα* οἷ δ’ ἄρ’ ὲῇσι πνΧησιν επειρύσσαντες οχηας ἐν τεἐχεσσιν εμιμνον ἐπεσσυμἐνων μένος ἀνδρῶν, ώς δ* ὅτε μηΧοβοτηρες ἐνὶ σταθμοΐσι μένω σ ι λαίλαπα κυανέην, ore χείματος ημαρ ΐκηται 380 Χάβρον ὁμοῦ στεροπῇσι καὶ ὕδατι καὶ νιφάδεσσι ταρφεσιν, οι δὲ μάλ,’ οὔτι ΧΐΧαιομενοί περ ίκέσθαι ἐς νομον άίσσουσιν3 άχρις μέγα Χωφήσειε χεῖμα καὶ εὐρὑποροι ποταμοί μεγάλα βρομέοντε?· ως οἶ γ’ ἐν τείχεσσι μένον τρομεοντες ομοκΧην 385 δυσμενἐων Χαοὶ δὲ θοῶς επεχυντο πὁληι. ώς δ’ ὁπότε ἡνῆρες τανυσίπτεροι ἡὲ κολοιοὶ καρπω έΧαϊνέψ θαμέες περὶ πώγχν πέσωσι βρώμης ίέμβνοι θυμηΒέος, οὐδ’ ἄρα τους γε αἰζηοὶ βοόωντες άποτρωπώσι φέβεσθαι,	390
πρὶν φayέeιv, Χιμος yap άναιΒέα θύμον ἀἐξει· ὼς Δαναοὶ Πριάμοιο τὁτ’ άμφεχέοντο πόΧηι οβριμοι· iv δὲ πύΧησι πέσον μεμαώτες ερύσσαι epyov άπειρέσιον κρατερόφρονος ’Εννοσιγαίου.
Τρῶες δ’ οὐ Χηθοντο μάχης μάλα περ δεδιῶτες, 395 ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼς πύpyoισιv εφεσταότες πονέοντο νωΧεμες* ἰοὶ δ’ αἰὲν ευΒμητων 1 ἀπὸ τειχέων θρώσκον δμώς Χάεσσι καί αἰγανέῃσι θοῇσι Βυσμενέων ες ομιΧον, έπεί σφισι τΧημονα Φοίβος ήκε βίην ἔτι γάρ οἱ άμυνειν ήθελε θυμός	400
Τρωσὶν εύπτοΧεμοισι καΥΙ&κτορος οΐχομένοιο,
’Ἕνθ’ ἄρα Μηριόνης στυγερόν προέηκε βέΧεμνον και βάλε ΦυΧοΒάμαντα φίΧον κρατεροιο ΠοΧίτεω 1 Zimmermann, for ὅεοὅμἡτων.
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After hard strain, a breathing-space is given To oxen that, quick-panting ’neath the yoke,
Up a steep hill have dragged a load, so breathed Awhile the Achaeans after toil in arms.
Then once more hot for the fray did they beset The city-towers. But now with gates fast barred The Trojans from the walls withstood the assault.
As when within their steading shepherd-folk Abide the lowering tempest, when a day Of storm hath dawned, with fury of lightnings, rain And heavy-drifting snow, and dare not haste Forth to the pasture, howsoever fain,
Till the great storm abate, and rivers, wide With rushing floods, again be passable;
So trembling on their walls they abode the rage Of foes against their ramparts surging fast.
And as when daws or starlings drop in clouds Down on an orchard-close, full fain to feast Upon its pleasant fruits, and take no heed Of men that shout to scare them thence away,
Until the reckless hunger be appeased
That makes them bold ; so poured round Priam’s burg
The furious Danaans. Against the gates
They hurled themselves, they strove to batter down
The mighty-souled Earth-shaker’s work divine.
Yet did the Troyfolk not, despite their fear,
Flinch from the fight; they manned their towers, they toiled
Unresting: ever from the fair-built walls Leapt arrows, stones, and fleet-winged javelins down Amidst the thronging foes; for Phoebus thrilled Their souls with steadfast hardihood. Fain was he To save them still, though Hector was no more.
Then Meriones shot forth a deadly shaft,
And smote Phylodamas, Polites’ friend,
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τυτθον υττο γναθμοῖο* ττάηη ὃ* ὑπὸ Χαιμον 6ιστός.
κάττττεσε δ’ αίηυττιω ἐναλίγκιος, ον τ’ ἀπὸ ττέτρης 405
ἰφ ἐὑγλώχινι βαΧων αίζηος όΧέσση*
ὦς ὀ θοῶς ττύρηοιο κατηρνττεν αίττεινοϊο*
γυῖα δὲ οἱ λίπε θυμός· εττέβραχε δ’ ἕντεα vex ρω.
τω δ’ ετηκαγχαΧοων νιος κρατεροΐο Μὁλοιο
αΧΧον άφήκεν όίστον εεΧΒόμενος μέγα θυμω 410
υἷα βαλεῖν ΤΙριάμοιο ττοΧυτΧήτοιο Πολίτην
ἀλΧ’ ὁ μὲν αΐ'ψ’ άΧεεινε τταρακΧινας ἑτέρωσε
ον Βέμας, οὐδέ οἱ ἰὸς ἐπὶ χρόα καΧον ϊαψενΓ
ως δ’ ὅθ’ ἁλὸς κατὰ βένθος έττεν/ομενης νεὸς ου ρω
ναύτης τταιτταΧόεσσαν ἰδὼν ἐν χεύματι ττέτρην 415
νἣα τταρατρέψη ΧβΧιημένος ἐξυπαλύξαι
χειρὶ τταρακΧινας οίήιον, ἧχί ὲ θυμός
ότρύνει, τυτθη δὲ βτὴ μέγα πῆμ’ ἀπερύκει·
ὼς ἄρ’ ὅ γε προϊδὼν ὸλοὺν βέΧος ἕκφυγε πότμον.
Οἱ δ’ αἰεὶ μάρναντο* Χνθρψ δ’ ερυθαίνετο τείχη 420 ττύρηοι θ’ νψηΧοι καί ἐπάλξιες, ἧχί τε Τρώες ίοῖσι κτεινοντο ττοΧυσθενέων ὕπ’ 'Αχαιών οὐδὲ μὲν οἷ γ’ ἀπάνευθε πόνων ἔσαν, ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ των
πολλοὶ γαῖαν ἔρευθον* όρώρει δ’ αἰπὺς ὄλεθρος βαΧΧομενων εκάτερθε· Xvyprj S’ εττετέρττετ Ένυώ 425 δῆριν έττικΧονέονσα κασιγνήτη Πολέμοιο.
Καί νύ κε δὴ ρηξαντο ττνΧας καί τείχεα Ύροίης Ἀρ7€ῖοι, μάλα γάρ σφιν άάσττετον ἔπλετο κάρτος, ει μη ἄρ’ αΐψ’ εβόησεν άγακΧειτος Γανυμήδης ουρανού έκκατιΒών* μάλα γὰρ ττεριΒείΒιε πάτρη ς* 430 “ Ζεῦ ττάτερ, εἰ ἐτεὸν γε τεἣς ἔξ εἰμι yevέθXης, σῇσι δ’ ὐπ’ εννεσίησι Χιττών ερικυΒέα Τροίην1 εἰμὶ μετ’ άθανάτοισι, πέλει δέ μοι άμβροτος αιών, τῷ μευ νῦν εσ άκου σ ον άκηχεμένου μέγα θυμω· ον yap τλήσομαι ἄστυ καταιθόμενον ττροσιΒέσθαι 435 1 Zimmermann, ex V. Ρ.
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Beneath the jaw; the arrow pierced his throat. Down fell he like a vulture, from a rock By fowler’s barbed arrow shot and slain;
So from the-high tower swiftly down he fell:
His life fled; clanged his armour o’er the corpse. With laughter of triumph stalwart Molus’ son A second arrow sped, with strong desire To smite Polites, ill-starred Priam’s son :
But with a swift side-swerve did he escape The death, nor did the arrow touch his flesh.
As when a shipman, as his bark flies on O’er sea-gulfs, spies amid the rushing tide A rock, and to escape it swiftly puts The helm about, and turns aside the ship Even as he listeth, that a little strength Averts a great disaster ; so did he Foresee and shun the deadly shaft of doom.
Ever they fought on; walls, towers, battlements Were blood-besprent, wherever Trojans fell Slain by the arrows of the stalwart Greeks.
Yet these escaped not scatheless ; many of them Dyed the earth red: aye waxed the havoc of death As friends and foes were stricken. O’er the strife Shouted for glee Enyo, sister of War.
Now had the Argives burst the gates, had breached The walls of Troy, for .boundless was their might; But Ganyinedes saw from heaven, and cried, Anguished with fear for his own fatherland :
“ O Father Zeus, if of thy seed I am,
If at thine hest I left far-famous Troy For immortality with deathless Gods,
0	hear me now, whose soul is anguish-thrilled!
1	cannot bear to see my fathers’ town
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οὐδ’ ἄρ’ άποΧΧνμένην γενεὴν ἐν δηιοτῆτι XevyaXey, τῆς οὑ τι χερενότερον πὲΧει ἄλγος· σοι δὲ καὶ εἰ μέμονε κραδίῃ τάδε μηχανάασθαν, ερξον ἐμεῦ ἄπο νόσφιν* έΧαφρότερον δέ μοι άλγος έσσεταν, ἣν μὴ ἔγωγε μετ’ ὅμμασιν οἷσιν ϊδωμαν 440 κεῖνο γὰρ οἴκτιστον καὶ κύντατον, οπποτε πατρην δυσμενέων παΧάμγσνν ερενπομενην τις ϊδηταν»
Ἠ ρα μίγα στοναχών Γανυμήδεος ayXaov ἦτορ. καὶ πὸτ’ ἄρα Ζεὺς αὐτὸς ὰπειρεσίοις νεφέεσσν νωΧεμέως εκάΧυψε κΧντην ΤΙριάμονο ττόΧηα·	445
ηχΧννθη δὲ μάχη φθισίμβροτος οὐδὲ τις ἀνδρῶν εξιδέενν ἐπὶ τείχος ἔτ’ εσθενεν, ἦ%ι τέτυκτο· ταρφέσι yap νεφέεσσν διηνεκέως κεκάΧυπτο* άμφν δ’ ἄρα βρονταί τε καὶ ὰστεροπαϊ κτυπέοντο ουρανόθεν. Δαναοὶ δὲ Διὸς κτύπον εἰσαίοντες 450 θάμβεον* ἐν δ’ αρα τονσν μέη ίμχε Νηλεος υίος·
“ ὦ κλυτοὶ Ἀργείων σημάντορες, ονκέτν νώνν εσσεταν ἔμπεδα γυῖα Διὸς μίγα θαρσαΧέοισν Τρωσὶν άμύνοντος μάλα γὰρ μίγα πῆμα κυλίνδει ἡμῖν* ἀλλ’ ἄγε θ άσσον ἑὰς ἐπὶ νῆας ἰὸντες	455
πανσωμεσθα πόνοιο καὶ apyaXeoio κυδονμον, μὴ δὴ πάντας ἐνιπρήσῃ μάλα περ μενεαίνων. τοῦ νῦν μὲν τεράεσσι πνθώμεθα* τῳ γὰρ ἔοικε πάντας ἀεὶ πεπιθέσθαι, ἐπεὶ μάλα φέρτατος ἐστιν ίφθίμων τε θεῶν όXvyoσθεvέωv τ’ ανθρώπων*	460
καὶ γὰρ Τιτήνεσσιν νπερφνάΧοισι χοΧωθενς ουρανόθεν κατέχευε πυρὸς μένος· ἡ δ’ ὐπἐνερθε καίετο πάντοθε yava, καὶ ωκεανόν πΧατύ χεῦμα ἔζεεν ἐκ βνσσονο καί ἐς πὲρατ’ ἄχρις ίκέσθαν καί ποταμών τέρσοντο ροαν μάλα μακρὰ ρεόντων 465 δάμνατο δ’ όππόσα φνΧα φερέσβνος έτρεφε γαῖα ἡδ’ ὅσα πόντος εφερβεν ἀπείριτος ἡδ’ οποσ’ ὕδωρ αέναων ποταμών· ἐπὶ δὲ σφίσιν ἄσπετος αιθήρ τἐφρη νπεκρνφθη καν Xvyvvv τείρετο δὲ χθων*
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In flames, my kindred in disastrous strife Perishing: bitterer sorrow is there none!
Oh, if thine heart is fixed to do this thing,
Let me be far hence ! Less shall be my grief If I behold it not with these mine eyes.
That is the depth of horror and of shame To see one’s country wrecked by hands of foes.” With groans and tears so pleaded Ganymede. Then Zeus himself with one vast pall of cloud Veiled all the city of Priam world-renowned;
And all the murderous fight was drowned in mist, And like a vanished phantom was the wall In vapours heavy-hung no eye could pierce ;
And all around crashed thunders, lightnings flamed From heaven. The Danaans heard Zeus’ clarion peal Awe-struck ; and Neleus’ son cried unto them :
“ Far-famous lords of Argives, all our strength Palsied shall be, while Zeus protecteth thus Our foes. A great tide of calamity On us is rolling; haste we then to the ships;
Cease we awhile from bitter toil of strife,
Lest the fire of his wrath consume us all.
Submit we to his portents ; needs must all
Obey him ever, who is mightier far
Than all strong Gods, all weakling sons of men.
On the presumptuous Titans once in wrath He poured down fire from heaven: then burned all earth
Beneath, and Ocean s world-engirdling flood Boiled from its depths, yea, to its utmost bounds: Far-flowing mighty rivers were dried up:
Perished all broods of life-sustaining earth,
All fosterlings of the boundless sea, and all Dwellers in rivers: smoke and ashes veiled The air: earth fainted in the fervent heat.
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τοννεκ εηω ΒείΒοικα Διὸς μένος ήματι τῷδε. 470 ἀλλ’ ἴσμεν ποτὶ νῆας, ἐπεὶ Τρώεσσιν άρήηει σήμερον αντάρ έπειτα καὶ ἡμῖν κῦδος opener ἄλλοτε γὰρ τε φίλη πόλει ἡώς, ἄλλοτε δ’ ἐχθρή· καὶ δ’ οὔπω δὴ μοῖρα Βιαπραθέειν κΧντον ἄστυ, εἰ ἐτεὸν Κάλ/χαντος ετήτνμος ἔπλετο μύθος	47ο
τόν ρα πάρος κατέΧεξεν ομηηερέεσσνν Ἀχαιοῖς δῃῶσαι Πριάμοιο πόλιν δεκάτῳ ἐνιαυτᾤτ’
ΛίΙς φάτο· τοι δ’ ἀπάνευθε περοκΧντον άστυ λιπαντές
χάσσαντ ἐκ ποΧεμοιο Διὸς τρομέοντες όμοκΧήν* άνερι jap πεπίθοντο παλαιών ἴστορι μύθων.	480
ἀλλ’ οὐδ’ ὼς αμέλησαν άποκταμένων ἐνὶ χάρμη* ἀλλά σφεας τάρχνσαν ἀπὸ πτολὑμου ἐρύσαντες· οὐ γὰρ δὴ κε/νους νέφος ἄμφεχεν, ἀλλὰ πόληα νψηΧήν καί τείχος άνέμβατον, φ πέρι πολλοὶ Τρώων υἷεςἈρηι καὶ Ἀργείων ἐδάμησαν.	485
ἐλθὸντες δ’ ἐπὶ νἣα? άρηια τεὐχεα θἐντο, καί ρα κὸνιν και ΙΒρωτα λύθρον τ’ ἀποφαι-Βρύναντο
κνμασιν εμβεβαώτες ευρροον Ελλησπόντου.
Ἠἐλιος δ’ ἀκάμαντας ὑπὸ ζόφον ήΧασεν ίππους· ννξ δ’ ἐχύθη περὶ γαῖαν, άπέτραπε δ’ ανέρας
έργων	490
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ Ἀχιλῆος ενπτοΧέμον θρασύν via Ισα τοκήι τίεσκον 6 δ’ ἐν κλισίῃσιν άνάκτων Βαίνυτο καηγαΧόων κάματος δέ μιν οὔτι βάρυνεν, οννεκά οι στονόεντα Θέτις μεΧεΒήματα ηνίων ἐξὲλετ’, ἀκμή τῳ δ’ εναΧίηκιον εισοράασθαι	495
τενξεν ὁ δ’ ἐκ Βόρποιο κορεσσάμενος κρατερον κῆρ ἐς κΧισίην άφίκανεν εοΰ πατρὸς, ἔνθα οι νττρος 378
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Therefore this day I dread the might of Zeus.
Now, pass we to the ships, since for to-day He helpeth Troy. To us too shall he grant Glory hereafter ; for the dawn on men,
Though whiles it frown, anon shall smile. Not yet, But soon, shall Fate lead us to smite yon town,
If true indeed was Calchas’ prophecy Spoken aforetime to the assembled Greeks,
That in the tenth year Priam’s burg should fall.”
Then left they that far-famous town, and turned From war, in awe of Zeus’s threatenings,
Hearkening to one with ancient wisdom wise.
Yet they forgat not friends in battle slain,
But bare them from the field and buried them.
These the mist hid not, but the town alone And its unscaleable wall, around which fell Trojans and Argives many in battle slain.
So came they to the ships, and put from them Their battle-gear, and strode into the waves Of Hellespont fair-flowing, and washed away All stain of dust and sweat and clotted gore.
The sun drave down his never-wearying steeds Into the dark west: night streamed o’er the earth, Bidding men cease from toil. The Argives then Acclaimed Achilles' valiant son with praise High as his father’s. Mid triumphant mirth He feasted in kings’ tents : no battle-toil Had wearied him ; for Thetis from his limbs Had charmed all ache of travail, making him As one whom labour had no power to tire.
When his strong heart was satisfied with meat,
He passed to his father’s tent, and over him Sleep’s dews were poured. The Greeks slept in the plain
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ἀμφεχύθη· Δαναοὶ δὲ νεῶν ττροττάροίθεν ϊανόν aiev αμειβόμενοι φνΧακάς· φοβέοντο yap αίνως, Τρώων μή ποτε λαὸς ἣ ἀγχεμἀγων επίκουρων 500 τῆ ας ἐνιπρήσῃ, νόστον δ’ ἀπὸ πάντας άμέρσρ. ὼς δ’ αΰτως Πριάμοιο κατὰ πτὁλἱν ἔθνεα Τρώων ἀμφὶ πύΧας καὶ τείχος ἀμοιβαδὸν υπνώεσκον Ἀργείων στονοεσσαν ύττοτρομέοντες όμοκΧην.
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Before the ships, by ever-changing guards Watched; for they dreaded lest the host of Troy, Or of her staunch allies, should kindle flame Upon the ships, and from them all cut off Their home-return. In Priam’s burg the while By gate and wall men watched and slept in tum, Adread to hear the Argives’ onset-shout.
AOTOt ENNAT02.
Ἠμος δ’ ηνντο νυκτὸς ἄπο κνεφας, ἔγρετο δ’ Ἠὼς ἐκ περάτων, μάρμαιρε δ’ αιτεί ρ ιτ ον ἄσπετος αἰθήρ, δὴ τὁτ’ ἀρήιοι υἷες ευσθενεων Αρχείων άμ πεδίον πάπταινον, ϊΒοντο δὲ ’ΙΧίου άκρην άννεφεΧον, γθίζον δὲ τέρας μίγα θαυμάζεσκον- 5 Τρώες δ’ οὐκέτ’ εφαντο πρὸ τείχεος αίπευνοϊο στημεναι εν ποΧέμω· μάλα γὰρ δὲος εΧΧαβε 'πάντας
ζώειν εΧπομενους ερικυΒέα Πηλείωνα*1	7α
Ἀντήνωρ δ’ ἐν τοῖσι θεῶν ἡρήσατ’ άνακτν t( Ζεῦ, Τδης μεΒέων ἡδ’ ούρανοϋ αἰγλήεντος, κΧνθί μεν εὐχομενοιο, καί οβριμον άνΒρα πόληος 10 τρέψον άφ’ ήμετέρης ὸλοὰ φρεσϊ μητωωντα, εἴγ’ ο y Ἀχιλλεὺς ἐστι και οὐ κίε δῶμ’ ’Λι'δαο, εἴτε τις ἄλλος Ἀχαιὸς ἀλίγκιος άνερι κείνω·
Χαοϊ yap κατά ἄστυ θεηyεvέoς Πριάμοιο ποΧΧοΙ άποφθίνύθουσί, κακού δ’ οὐ γίνετ’ ερωή,	15
ἀλλὰ φόνος τε καὶ οἶτος ἐπὶ πλέον αἰὲν άεξεν Ζεῦ πάτερ, οὐδὲ νυ σοι τι Βαίξομενων υπ Ἀχαιοῖς μέμβΧεται, ἀλλ’ ἄρα καὶ σὺ ΧεΧασμένος νΙος εοΐο ΑαρΒάνου ἀντιθεοιο μέγ’ Ἀργείοισιν άρσεις. ἀλλὰ σοι εἰ τόδε Θυμός ἐνὶ κραδίῃ μενεαίνεν,	20
1 Verse inserted by Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
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Flow from Ms long lone exile returned to the war Philoctetes
When ended was night’s darkness, and the Dawn Rose from the world’s verge, and the wide air glowed
With splendour, then did Argos’ warrior-sons Gaze o’er the plain ; and lo, all cloudless-clear Stood Ilium’s towers. The marvel of yesterday Seemed a strange dream. No thought the Trojans had
Of standing forth to fight without the wall.
A great fear held them thralls, the awful thought That yet alive was Peleus’ glorious son.
But to the King of Heaven Antenor cried:
“ Zeus, Lord of Ida and the starry sky,
Hearken my prayer! Oh turn back from our town That battle-eager murderous-hearted man,
Be he Achilles who hath not passed down To Hades, or some other like to him.
For now in heaven-descended Priam’s burg By thousands are her people perishing:
No respite coineth from calamity:
Murder and havoc evermore increase.
O Father Zeus, thou carest not though we Be slaughtered of our foes: thou helpest them, Forgetting thy son, godlike Dardanus!
But, if this be the purpose of thine heart
383
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Τρώας υπ’ Άpyείoισιv όιζυρώς ἀπολέσσαι, ερξον άφαρ, μηδ’ ἄμμι πολὺν 'χρόνον aXyea τεϋχε’9 Ἠ ρα μέγ’ ευχόμενος· τοῦ δ’ εκΧυεν οὐρανόθι Ζεὺς*
καὶ τὺ μὲν αόψ’ ετέΧεσσε, τὺ δ’ οὐκ ήμεΧΧε τ εΧέσσειν*	25
δὴ γάρ οἱ κατένευσεν, ὅπως ἀπὸ πολλοὶ οΧωνται Τρῶες ὁμῶς τεκέεσσι, δαίφρονα δ’ υΓ ΆχιΧήος τρβψέμεν ου κατἐνευσεν ἀπ’ εύρυχόροιο πόληος, ἀλλά Ι μᾶλλον eyecpev, ἐπεί νὑ Ι θυμός ἀνώγβι ἦρα φέρειν καί κῦδος εύφρονι Νηρηίνῃ.	30
Καὶ τὰ μὲν ὼς ωρμαινε θεών μέyα φέρτατος ἄλλων.
μεσσηγὺς ὅὲ πόληος ἰδ’ εύρέος Ελλησπόντου Ἀργεῖοι καὶ Τρῶες άττοκταμένους ἐνὶ χάρμη καίον όμώς ϊτπτοισι· μάχη δ’ ἐπἐπαυτο φὁνοιο, οΰνεκα δὴ ΤΙριάμοιο βίη κήρυκα Μενοίτην	35
εἰς Ἀγαμέμνονα ττεμψε καί άΧΧους πάντας ’Αχαιούς
Χισσό μένος νέκνας ττυρϊ καίεμεν οι δ’ εττίθοντο αΐδόμενοι κταμένονς* οὐ γάρ σφισι μήνις ὸπηδει. ἦμος δὲ φθιμένοισι πτνρας έκάμοντο θαμειάς, δὴ τὁτ ἄρ’ Ἀργεῖοι μὲν ἐπὶ κΧισίας άφίκοντο, 40 Τρώες δ’ ἐς Πριάμοιο ττοΧνχρύσοιο μέΧαθρα, άχνύμενοι μάΧα πολλὰ δεδουπότος Εὐρυπύλοιο· τον γὰρ δὴ τίεσκον ϊσον ΤΙριάμοιο τέκεσσι· τουνεκά μιν τάρχυσαν άττοκταμένων ἑκὰς ἄλλων
Δαρδανίης ττροττάροιθε ττυΧης, οθι μακρὰ ρέεθρα 45
******
δινήεις ιτροίησιν άεξόμενος Διὸς ομβρψ.
Τῶς δ’ αὖτ’ ΆχιΧήος άταρβέος ΐκετο πατρὸς τύμβον ἐς εύρώεντα· κύσεν ο ο yε δάκρυα χεύων στήλη ν εύττοίητον άττοφθιμένοιο τοκῆος* καί ρα ττεριστενάχων τοΐον ποτὶ μύθον εειττε·
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That Argives shall destroy us wretchedly,
Now do it: draw not out our agony ! ”
In passionate prayer he cried; and Zeus from heaven
Hearkened, and hasted on the end of all,
Which else he had delayed. He granted him This awful boon, that myriads of Troy’s sons Should with their children perish : but that prayer He granted not, to tum Achilles’ son Back from the wide-wayed town ; nay, all the more He enkindled him to war, for he would now Give grace and glory to the Nereid Queen.
So purposed he, of all Gods mightiest.
But now between the city and Hellespont Were Greeks and Trojans burning men and steeds In battle slain, while paused the murderous strife. For Priam sent his hex^ald Menoetes forth To Agamemnon and the Achaean chiefs,
Asking a truce wherein to bum the dead;
And they, of reverence for the slain, gave ear;
For wrath pursueth not the dead. And when They had lain their slain on those close-thronging pyres,
Then did the Argives to their tents return,
And unto Priam’s gold-abounding halls The Trojans, for Eurypylus sorrowing sore:
For even as Priam’s sons they honoured him. Therefore apart from all the other slain,
Before the Gate Dardanian—where the streams Of eddying Xanthus down from Ida flow Fed by the rains of heaven—they buried him.
Aweless Achilles’ son the while went forth To his sire’s huge tomb. Outpouring tears, he kissed
The tall memorial pillar of the dead,
And groaning clasped it round, and thus he cried :
3§5
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“ χαῖρε ττάτβρ καὶ ἔνερθε κατὰ γβονο9· οὐ γὰρ ᾶγωγε
λήσομαι οὔχομενοιο σἐθεν ποτὶ δώμ’ Ἀίδαο·
ως εἴθε ζωον σε μετ’ ’Αργείοισι κίχανον
τῷ κε τά%’ ἀλλήλοισι φρἐνας τερφθὲντ’ ἐνὶ θυμω
Ίλιου ὲξ ίερἣ? ληισσάμεθ’ ἄσπετον δΧβον
νυν δ’ οὔτ’ ἄρ σύ γ’ ἐσεῖδες Ιον τέκος οὔτε σ’ ἔχωγε
ειδον ξώὺν ἐὁντα λιλαιὁμενός περ ἰδἐσθαι*
ἀλ\ὰ καὶ ως σὲο νόσφι καὶ ἐν φθιμἐνοισιν ἐὸντος
σὸν δόρυ καὶ τεόν υἷα μὲγ’ ἐν δαὶ ιτβφρίκασΰ
Βυσμβνέβς, Δαναοὶ δὲ γεγηθὑτες· εἰσορὁωσι
σοι δέμας ἡδὲ φυὴ ν έναΧίγκων ἡδὲ καὶ ἔργα.”
Λί2ς εἰπὼν ἀπὸ θερμὸν όμόρξατο δάκρυ irapec&v* βή δὲ θοῶς ἐπὶ νἣας ὕπερθὑμοιο τοκῆος οὐκ οιος· ὅμα γάρ οἱ ἴσαν δυοκαίδεκα φω τες Μυρμιδὸνων, Φοῖνιξ δ’ ὁ γέρων μετὰ τοῖσι ν οπήδει
Χυγρδν άναστενά'χων ττβρικυδέος ἀμφ’ Ἀχιλἣος. Νὺξ δ’ ἐπὶ γαῖαν ικανήν, έττέσσυτο δ’ ουρανόν άστρα·
οἱ δ’ ἄρα δορττησαντες Ιλονθ’ ὕπνον ἔγρετο δ’
Ἠώς.
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἄρ’ έδυσαν ἐν ἔντεσι* τἣλε δ’ ἀπ’ αυτών αἴγλη μαρμαίρω κεν ές αΙθέρα μἐχρις ίοϋσα' καί ρα θοῶς ἕκτοσθε ττυΧάων ἐσσευοντο πανσυδίῃ νιφάδεσσιν ἐοικέτες, αἵ τε φβρονταΰ ταρφέςς ἐκ νβφέων Kpvepfj ύττό γβίματος ωρτμ ὼς οἶ γ’ ἐξεχἐοντο προ τεί%60ν, ώρτο δ’ ἀϋτὴ σμερδαλὲη* μίγα δ’ αἷα περιστεναχίζετ’ Ιόντων.
Τρώες δ’ εὖτ’ ἐπύθοντο βοὴν καὶ Χαὸν ἴδοντο, θάμβησαν· πᾶσιν δὲ κατβκΧάσθη κέαρ ἔνδον ττότμον όϊομένων· περὶ γὰρ νέφος ως έφαάνθη Χάος δυσμ€νέων κανάχιζβ δὲ τβύ^εα φωτῶν κνννμένων* ἄμοτον δὲ κονίσαλος ωρτο ποδοῖιν,
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e< Hail, father ! Though beneath the earth thou lie In Hades’ halls, I shall forget thee not.
Oh to have met thee living mid the host!
Then of each other had our souls had joy,
Then of her wealth had we spoiled Ilium.
But now, thou hast not seen thy child, nor I Seen tliee, wlio yearned to look on thee in life 1 Yet, though thou be afar amidst the dead,
Thy spear; thy son, have made thy foes to quail; And Danaans with exceeding joy behold One like to thee in stature, fame and deeds/’
He spake, and wiped the hot tears from his face ; And to his father’s ships passed swiftly thence : With him went Myrmidon warriors two and ten,
And white-haired Phoenix followed on with these Woefully sighing for the glorious dead.
Night rose o’er earth, the stars flashed out in heaven;
So these brake bread, and slept till woke the Dawn. Then the Greeks donned their armour: flashed afar Its splendour up to the very firmament.
Forth of their gates in one great throng they poured,
Like snowflakes thick and fast, which drift adown Heavily from the clouds in winter's cold;
So streamed they forth before the wall, and rose Their dread shout: groaned the deep earth ’neath their tramp.
The Trojans heard that shout, and saw that host, And marvelled. Crushed with fear were all their hearts
Foreboding doom; for like a huge cloud seemed That throng of foes : with clashing arms they came; Volumed and vast the dust rose ’neath their feet.
387
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καί tot ap ἧς θεῶν τις ὑπὸ φρἐνας έμβαΧβ θάρσος
Αηιφόβω καὶ θῆκε μάλ’ ἄτρομον, ἡὲ καὶ αυτόν θυμὸς ἐποτρύνεσκε ποτὶ κλὁνον, ὅφρ’ ἀπὸ πάτρη? δυσμενἑων akeyeivov ὐπ’ ἔχχεἷ λαὺν ἐλάσσῃ* θαρσαΧέον δ’ ἄρα μύθον ivl Τρώεσσιν ἔειπεν “ ὧ φίλοι, εἰ δ’ ἄγε θύμον ὰρήιον ἐν φρβσΐ θέσθβ μνησάμενοι, στονόβντος ὅσα πτολὑμοιο τελευτὴ ἄλγε’ ἐπ’ ανθρωττοισι Βορνκτήτοισι τίθησιν οὐ γὰρ Ἀλεξάνδροιο πόλει πόρι μουνον ἄεθλος οὐδ’ Ἐλένης, ἀλλ’ ἔστι περὶ τττόΧιος τε καὶ αυτών ἡδ’ ἀΧί^ων τβκέων τε φίλων yepapoov τε τοκήων πάσης τ ἀγλαίης καὶ κτήσιος ἡδ’ έρατβινής «γαίης, ἦ με δαμἐντα κατὰ κΧονον άμφικαΧύψοι μᾶλλον, ἣ αθρήσαιμι φιΧην ὑπο Sovpaai ττάτρην δνσμβνέων' ου yap τι κακώτερον ΐΧττομαι ἄλλο πῆμα μετ’ άνθρώττοισιν δϊζυροΐσι τβτνχθαι.
Tovverc αττωσάμβνοι στυγερόν δέος ἀμ<^>’ ἐμὲ Πάντες καρτύνασθ’ ἐπὶ δῆριν άμείΧιχον ον yap Ἀχιλλεὺς ζὼὺς ἔθ’ ή μιν ἄντα μαχήσεται, ούνβκ αρ αυτόν πῦρ όΧοον κατέδαἡνε* πόλει δὲ τις άΧΧος Αχαιών, δ? νῦν λαὺν ἔγειρεν, ἔοικε δὲ μῆτ’ ΆχιΧήα μήτε τιν’ ἄλλον J Αχαιόν υττοτρομέειν περὶ πάτρης μαρναμένους* τῷ μή τι φεβώμεθα μώΧον 'Άρηος, εἰ καὶ πολλὰ πάροιθεν ἀνέτλημεν μoyέovτeςt ἢ οὑπω τόδε οἴδατ’ ἀνὰ φρένας, ώς άXεyeιvoϊς ἀνδράσιν ἐκ καμάτοιο πέλει θαΧίη τε καὶ οΧβος, ἐκ δ’ ἄρα XevyaX^v ανέμων καί χβίματος αίνου Ζεὺς ἐπάγει μεροπεσσ ι δι’ ἡἐρος ενδιον ήμαρ, εκ τ οΧοής νονσοιο πέλει σθένος, εκ τε μοθοιο ειρήνη; τα δὲ πάντα χρόνω μεταμείβεται ἔργα.” Ιις φατο* τοι ο ες Αρηα μεμαοτες εντυναντο εσσνμένως* καναχή δὲ κατὰ πτὁλιν ἔπλετο πάντη 388
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Then—either did some God with hardihood thrill Deiphobus’ heart, and made it void of fear,
Or his own spirit spurred him on to fight,
To drive by thrust of spear that terrible host Of foemen from the city of his birth.
So there in Troy he cried with heartening speech:
“ O friends, be stout of heart to play the men !
Remember all the agonies that war
Brings in the end to them that yield to foes.
Ye wrestle not for Alexander alone,
Nor Helen, but for home, for your own lives,
For wives, for little ones, for parents grey,
For all the grace of life, for all ye have,
For this dear land—oh may she shroud me o’er Slain in the battle, ere I see her lie ’Neath foemen’s spears—my country ! I know not A bitterer pang than this for hapless men !
O be ye strong for battle! Forth to the fight With me, and thrust this horror far away!
Think not Achilles liveth still to war Against us: him the ravening fire consumed.
Some other Achaean was it who so late Enkindled them to war. Oh, shame it were If men who fight for fatherland should fear Achilles’ self, or any Greek beside !
Let us not flinch from war-toil! have we not Endured much battle-travail heretofore ?
What, know ye not that to men sorely tried Prosperity and joyance follow toil ?
So after scourging winds and ruining storms Zeus brings to men a mom of balmy air;
After disease new strength comes, after war Peace: all things know Time’s changeless law of change.”
Then eager all for war they armed themselves In haste, ΑΙ] through the town rang clangour of arms
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μώΧον ἐς άΧγινόεντα κορνσσομένων αίζηών. ἔνθ’ άρα τω μὲν ακοιτις ύποτρομέονσα κυδοιμὺν ἔντε’ άποιχομένφ παρενήνεε δακρυχεούσα* τω δ’ α ρα νήπιο ι υΐες έπειγδμενοι περὶ πατρὶ τεύχεα πάντα φέρεσκον* ὁ δέ σφίσιν ἄλλοτε μεν ττ ο ν
αγνντ δδυρομένοις, ὁτὲ δ’ ἔμπαλι μειδιάασκε παισὶν άγα,ΧΧδμένος* κραδίη δέ οι εν δαὶ μᾶλλον ωρμαινεν πονέεσθαι ὑπὲρ τεκέων τε καί αυτού· ἄλλω δ’ αὖτε γεραιος επισταμένης παΧάμησιν άμφετίθει μεΧέεσσι κακής άΧκτήρια χάρμη? πολλὰ παρηγορέων φίΧον υίέα, μηδενϊ εϊκειν εν ποΧέμω, καί στέρνα τετυμμένα δείκνυε παιδὶ ταρφέα σήματ ἔχοντα παΧαιής δηιοτῆτος.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ μάλα Πάντες ἐν έντεσι θωρήχθησαν, αστεος εξεχέοντο μέγ ίέμενοι ποΧέμοιο ΧευγαΧέου* ταχέεσσι δ’ ἐφ’ ιππήεσσιν ορουσαν ίππήες* πεζοΐσι δ’ ἐπἑχραον εθνεα πεζών* άρμασι δ’ άρμαθ’ ϊκοντο καταντίον* εβραχε δέ χθων ἐς μδθον εσσυμένων* επαντεε δ’ οἷσιν ἕκαστος κεκΧο μένος* τοι δ’ αἶήτα συνήιον άμφί δ’ ἄρα σφι τεύχε έπεσμαράγησε' μίγη δ’ ἑκάτερθεν ἀῦτὴ ΧευγαΧέη* τα δέ πολλὰ θοῶς ποτἐοντο βέΧεμνα βαΧΧόμεν αμφοτέρωθεν* υπ’ εγχεσι δ’ ασπίδες άνδρών
θεινδμεναι κτυπέεσκον άάσχετον αι $* υπ’ άκόντων καί ξιφέων* πολἐες δὲ καὶ άξίνησι θοήσιν άνέρες ούτάζοντο* φορύνετο δ’ ἔντεα φωτῶν αἵματι. Τρωιάδες δ’ ἀπὸ τείχεος εσκοπίαζον αίζηών στονόεντα μδθον' πάσησι δὲ γυῖα ετρεμεν ευχομένησιν υπέρ τεκέων τε καί άνδρων ἡδὲ κασιγνήτων' ποΧιοί δ’ άμα τῇσι γέροντες
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As for grim fight strong men arrayed their limbs. Here stood a wife, shuddering with dread of war, Yet piling, as she wept, her husband’s arms Before his feet. There little children brought To a father his war-gear with eager haste;
And now his heart was wrung to hear their sobs,
, And now he smiled on those small ministers,
And stronger waxed his heart’s resolve to fight To the last gasp for these, the near and dear.
Yonder again, with hands that had not lost Old cunning, a grey father for the fray Girded a son, and murmured once and again :
“ Dear boy, yield thou to no man in the war ! ”
And showed his son the old scars on his breast, Proud memories of fights fought long ago.
So when they all stood mailed in battle-gear, Forth of the gates they poured all eager-souled For war. Against the chariots of the Greeks Their chariots charged; their ranks of footmen pressed
To meet the footmen of the foe. The earth Rang to the tramp of onset; pealed the cheer From man to man ; swift closed the fronts of wai\ Loud clashed their arms all round ; from either side War-cries were mingled in one awful roar. Swift-winged full many a dart and arrow flew From host to host; loud clanged the smitten shields ’Neath thrusting spears, ’neath javelin-point and sword:
Men hewed with battle-axes lightening down; Crimson the armour ran with blood of men.
And all this while Troy’s wives and daughters watched
From high walls that grim battle of the strong.
All trembled as they prayed for husbands, sons,
And brothers : white-haired sires amidst them sat,
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εζοντ είσορόωντες' ἔδον δ’ ὑπο κήδεσι θύμον τταίΒων άμφί φίλων* Ἑλἐνη δ’ ἐν Βώμασι μίμνεν οἴη ἅμ’ άρνφιττόλοισιν' ερνκε γὰρ ἄσπετος αἰδώς.
Οι δ’ άμοτονττονέοντο ττρο τείχεος' άμφϊ Be Ίίήρες 7ηθεον' ούλομένη δ’ ἐπαύτεεν ἀμφοτέροισι μακρον Ἕρις βοόωσα' κόνις δ’ ἐρυθαίνετο λύθρφ κτεινομένων* ολέκοντο δ’ ἀνὰ κλόνον ἄλλοθεν ἄλλος.
Ἕνθ’ ἄρα Δηίφοβος κρατερον κτάνεν ήνωχήα [Νέστορος,] Τππασίδην, ὁ δ’ ἀφ’ άρματος αίψηροΐο ηριττεν άμφϊ νέκνσσιν* ἄχος δὲ οἱ εσχεν άνακτα' . ΒείΒιε γάρ, μη Β ή μιν ἐφ’ ηνία χεῖρας ἔχοντα υιός εὺς Πριάμοιο κατακτείνω σ ο καί αυτόν' αλλά οί ον κ αμέλησε Μ ελάνθιος· ἀλλ,’ ἐπὶ Βίφρον άλτο θοῶς, ϊττποισι δ’ εκέκλετο μάκρα τ ιν άσσων εΰληρ\ οὐδ’ ἔχε μάστιν, ελαυνε δὲ Βούρατι θείνων. καί τους μεν Πριάμοιο πάις λίττεν, ϊκετο δ’ άλλων ἐς ττληθύν* πολέεσσι δ’ ολέθρων ωττασεν ἦμαρ ἐσσυμένως* ὸλοῇ γὰρ ἀλίγκιος αἰὲν άέλλη θαρσαλέως Βηίοισιν ἐπῴχετο* τοῦ δ’ ὕπό χερσϊ μνρίοι έκτείνοντο* πέδον δ’ έστείνετο νεκρών·
Ι2ς ο οτ αν ονρεα μάκρα θορων εις αηκεα βησσης
δρυτόμος ε<γκονέων νεοθηλέα Βάμναται ύλην, άνθρακας οφρα κάμησι κατακρνψας ὑπο γαῖαν σὺν πυρὶ Βονρατα πολλά* τὰ δ’ άλλοθεν άλλα ιτεσόντα
ττρωνας ὕπερθε κάλυψαν, ἀνὴρ δ’ ετητέρττεται ἔργῳ* ως ᾴρα Δηιφὁβοιο θοῇς ὺπὺ χερσϊν ’Αχαιοί ἰλαδὸν ολλυμενοι ττερικάτπτεσον άλλήλοισι· καί ρ οι μεν Τρώεσσιν όμίλεον, οι δ’ εφέβοντο εύρύν ἐπὶ Βάνθοιο ρὁον* τοὺς δ’ ὕδατος εὶσ*α> Αηίφοβος συνέλασσε καί ου κ ἀπόληγε φονοω* ὡς δ’ ὁπὁτ’ ίχθυόεντος ἐπ’ ηόσιν Ελλήσποντον
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And gazed, while anguished fear for sons devoured Their hearts. But Helen in her bower abode Amidst her maids, there held by utter shame.
So without pause before the wall they fought, While Death exulted o’er them; deadly Strife Shrieked out a long wild cry from host to host.
With blood of slain men dust became red mire : Here, there, fast fell the warriors mid the fray.
Then slew Deiphobus the charioteer Of Nestor, Hippasus’ son: from that high car Down fell he ’midst the dead; fear seized his lord Lest, while his hands were cumbered with the reins, He too by Priam’s strong son might be slain. Melanthius marked his plight: swiftly he sprang Upon the car ; lie urged the horses on,
Shaking the reins, goading them with his spear, Seeing the scourge was lost. But Priam’s son Left these, and plunged amid a. throng of foes.
There upon many he brought the day of doom ;
For like a ruining tempest on he stormed Through reeling ranks. His mighty hand struck down
Foes numberless : the plain was heaped with dead.
As when a woodman on the long-ridged hills Plunges amid the forest-depths, and hews *
With might and main, and fells sap-laden trees To make him store of charcoal from the heaps Of billets overturfed and set afire :
The trunks on all sides fallen strew the slopes,
While o’er his work the man exulteth; so Before Deiphobus* swift death-dealing hands In heaps the Achaeans each on other fell.
The charging lines of Troy swept over some;
Some fled to Xantbus’ stream : Deiphobus chased Into the flood yet more, and slew and slew.
As when ομ fish-aboynding Hellespont’s strand
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δίκτυον εξερύωσι ττοΧύκμητοι ἁλιῆες κοΧττωθεν ποτὶ γαῖαν, ἔσω δ’ ἁλὺς είσέτ ἐὸντος ενθόρρ αἰζηὸς γναμτττόν δόρυ χερσί μεμαρπὼς 175 αίνον ἐπὶ ζιφίρσι φέρειν φόνον, αΧΧοθε δ’ αΧΧον δάμναται, ον tee κίχῃσι, φόνω δ’ ἐρυθαίνεται ὓδωρ* ὼς του ὑπαὶ παλάμῃσι περὶ Ηἀνθοιο ρεβθρα αἵματι φοινίχθησαν, ἐνεστείνοντο δὲ νεκροί.
Οὐδὲ μὲν οὐδ’ ἄρα Τρώες ἀναιμωτὶ πονἐοντο, 180 ἀλλά σφεας εΒάϊζεν Ἀχιλλέος ὄβριμος υἱὺς ἀμφ’ ἄλλῃσι φάλαγξι· Θἔτις δὲ που είσορόωσα τερττετ ἐφ’ υίωνω, όσον αχνυτο Πηλείωνι* τοῦ γὰρ ὑπὸ μελίη πουλὺς στρατός εν κονίησι πίπτεν ὁμῶς ἔπποισιν ὀ δ’ εσττόμενος κεράιζεν· 185 ἔνθ’ Ἀμίδην εΒάϊξε ττερικΧυτόν, ος ρά οι ϊητττω εζόμενος συνεκυρσε καί ούκ αττόνητ ερατεινής ίτπτασίης' δὴ γάρ μιν υπ εγχεϊ τύψε φαεινψ ἐς νηΒύν αἰχμὴ δὲ ποτὶ ράχιν εξεπερησεν· έγκατα δ’ εξεχνθησαν* ἕλεν δὲ μιν ούΧομενη Κὴρ 190 ἐσσυμένως ϊττττοιο θοου παρὰ ττοσσί ττεσόντα. εἷλε δ’ ἄρ’ Ἀσκάνιὁν τε καὶ Oἵνοπα, τον μὲν εΧάσσας
Βου pi μέγα στομάχοιο ποτ) στόμα, τον δ’ ὑπο Χαιμόν,
καίριος ένθα μάΧιστα πόλει μόρος άνθρώττοισιν. άλλους δ’ εκτανεν αίέν, όσους κίχε* τις κεν εκείνους 195 ἀνδρῶν μυθήσαιτο, κατὰ κΧόνον οσσοι ολοντο χερσι Νεοπτολἑμοιο; κάμεν Βέ οι οὔποτε γυῖα’ ώς δ’ ἀπὁτ’ αίζηών τις όνγρω ἐνὶ τηΧεθάοντι τταν ήμαρ κρατερήσι ττονησάμενος παΧάμρσιν ἐς γ αίαν κατεχευεν αττείρονα καρπόν ἐλαίης	200
ράβΒψ επισπέρχων, εκάλυψε δὲ χῶμον ὕπερθεν* ὼς του ὑπαὶ παλάμησ ι κατηριπε πονΧνς ομιΧος,
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The fishermen hard-straining drag a net Forth of the depths to land ; but, while it trails Yet through the sea, one leaps amid the waves Grasping in hand a sinuous-headed spear To deal the sword-fish death, and here and there, Fast as he meets them, slays them, and with blood The waves are reddened; so were Xanthus’ streams Impurpled by his hands, and choked with dead.
Yet not without sore loss the Trojans fought;
For all this while Peleides’ fierce-heart son Of other ranks made havoc. Thetis gazed Rejoicing in her son’s son, with a joy As great as was her grief for Achilles slain.
For a great host beneath his spear were hurled Down to the dust, steeds, warriors slaughter-blent. And still he chased, and still he slew: he smote Amides war-renowned, who on his steed Bore down on him, but of his horsemanship Small profit won. The bright spear pierced him through
From navel unto spine, and all bis bowels Gushed out, and deadly Doom laid hold on him Even as lie fell beside his horse’s feet.
Ascanius and Oenops next he slew ;
Under the fifth rib of the one he drave His spear, the other stabbed he ’neatli the tbi'oat Where a wound bringeth surest doom to man, Whomso he met besides he slew—the names What man could tell of all that by the hands Of Neoptolemus died ? Never his limbs ' Waxed weary. As some brawny labourer,
With strong hands toiling in a fruitful field The livelong day, rains down to earth the fruit Of olives, swiftly beating with his pole,
And with the downfall covers all the ground,
So fast fell ’neath his hands the thronging foe.
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Τυδείδης δ’ έτέρωθεν ἐὑμμελίης τ’ Ἀγαμέμνων ἄλλοι τ’ iv Δαναοῖσιν ὰριστἣες ητονέοντο προφρονέως ἀνὰ δῆριν ἀμείλιχον οὐδὲ μὲν ἐσθλοῖς 205 Τρώων ἡγεμὁνεσσι δέος πὲλεν, ἀλλὰ καὶ αὐτοὶ ἐκ θυμοϊο μάχοντο καί άνέρας αἰὲν ἔρυκον χαζό μένους* ττολέες γε μὲν οὐκ άXέyovτ€ς αν ακτών έκ ττοΧέμοιο φέβοντο μένος τρομέοντες ’Αχαιών.
Ὀ-ψὲ δ’ ἄρ’ εἰσενὁησε περὶ προχοῇσι %καμάν-δρου	210
όΧΧνμένονς Δαναούς κρατερος ττάις ΑίακίΒαο αἰὲν έττασσυτέρονς* Χίπε δ’ οὖς πάρος αὐτὁθ’ ἔναιρε,
φεύγοντας ποτὶ ἄστυ, καὶ Αὐτομέδοντι κέλευε κεῖσ’ ἐλάαν, ὅθι ττονΧύς έδάμνατο Χάος ’Αχαιών· αύτάρ ο y αίφτ ἐπίθησε καὶ αθανάτων μένος ϊτητων 215 σεὑεσκεν μάστιγι ποτὶ κΧονον* οἱ δ’ ἐπέτοντο
ρίμφα διὰ κταμένων κρατβρον φορέοντες ανακ'τα. οἷος δ’ ἐς πόλεμον φθισίμβροτον έρχεται* Αρης έμβεβαως ϊττττοισι, ττεριτρομέει δ’ ἄρα γαῖα έσσνμένον, καὶ θεῖα περὶ στέρνοισι θεοῖο	220
τεὐχε’ εττιβρομέουσιν ἴσον πυρὶ μαρμαίροντα’ τοῖος ἈχιλΧῆος κρατερον ττάις ήιεν ἄντην ἐσθλοῦ Δηιφόβοιο* κόνις δ’ έτταείρετο ττοΧΧη ϊτητων ἀμφὶ πὁδεσσιν* ἰδὼν δὲ μιν ἄλκιμος ἀνὴρ ΑυτομέΖων ένόησβν, ὅτις πέλεν* αἶψα δ’ άνακτι 225 τοῖον ἔπος κατἐλεξε ττβρικΧντον avSpa ττιφανσκων'
“ & ἄνα, Δηιφόβοιο πόλει στρατός, ος τε1 καὶ αντος
σεῖο πάροιθε τοκήος ύττέτρεμε' νυν δὲ οἱ ἐσθλὺν ἡ «θεὺς ἣ δαίμων τις ύττο κραδίην βάλε θάρσος.”
Ος αρ εφη ο ο αρ οντι προσεννεπεν, αλλ ετι μᾶλλον	230
ίππους ὸτρύνεσκεν εΧαννέμεν, ὄφρα τάχιστα 1 Zimmermann, for ἡδε of MSr
396
thf; FALL OF TROY, BOOK IX
Elsewhere did Agamemnon, Tydeus’ son,
And other chieftains of the Danaans toil With fury in the fight. Yet never quailed The mighty men of Troy: with heart and soul They also fought, and ever stayed from flight Such as gave back. Yet many heeded not Their chiefs, but fled, cowed by the Achaeans’ might.
Now at the last Achilles’ strong son marked How fast beside Scamander’s outfall Greeks Were perishing. Those Troyward-fleeing foes Whom he had followed slaying, left he now,
And bade Automedon thither drive, where hosts Were falling of the Achaeans. Straightway he Hearkened^ and scourged the steeds immortal on To that wild fray : bearing their lord they flew Swiftly o’er battle-highways paved with death.
As Ares chariot-borne to murderous war Fares forth, and round his onrush quakes the ground,
While on the God’s breast clash celestial arms Outflashing fire, so charged Achilles’ son Against Deiphobus. Clouds of dust upsoared About his horses’ feet. Automedon marked The Trojan chief, and knew him. To his lord Straightway he named that hero war-renowned:
“ My king, this is Deiphobus* array—
The man who from thy father fled in fear.
Some God or fiend with courage fills him now/’
Naught answered Neoptolemus, save to bid Drive on the steeds yet faster, that with speed
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οΧΧνμένοις Ααναοΐαιν αεικέα πότμον άΧάΧκοι. ἀλλ’ ὅτε δή ρ’ άφίκοντο μάλα σχεδόν άΧΧήΧοισι, δὴ τότε Αηίφοβος μάλα περ χατέων ποΧεμοιο ἔστη, όπως πῦρ αίνον, ὅθ’ ὕδατος ἐγγὺς ΐκηται' 235 θάμβεε δ’ είσορόων κρατεροφρονος ΑΙακίΒαο ίππους ήΒΙ καὶ υἷα πελώριον, οὔτι τοκήος μβίονα. τοῦ δ’ άρα θυμός ὺπό φρεσὶν ὁρμαίνεσκβν ἄλλοτε μὲν φεύγειν, ὁτὲ δ’ άνέρος ἄντα μάχεσθαι' ως S’ ὅτε σῦς ἐν 6pea σ ι νεηγενέων ἀπὸ τέκνων 240 θώας ἀποσσεύῃσι, Λέων δ’ έτέρωθι φανείη ἔκποθεν εσσύμενος, τοῦ δ’ ϊσταται ἄσπετος ὁρμὴ οὔτε πρόσω μεμαωτος ἔτ’ εΧθέμεν οὔτ’ ἄρ’ ὀπίσσω, θήγει δ’ άφριόωντας υπο γναθμοΐσιν ὸδὁντας· ὼς υίὸς Πριάμοιο σὺν ὅρμασι μίμνε καὶ ϊπποις 245 πορφύρων φ peal πολλὰ καὶ άμφαφόων Β6ρν χερσί. τον δ’ υιός προσέειπεν αμείλικτου Ἀ^ιλῆος·
“ Πριαμίδη, τί νυ τοααον ἐπ’ Αpyeioiai μέμηνας χειροτέροις, οι αεϊο περιτρομέοντες ὁμοκλὴν φεῦγον έπεσσυμένοιο, αν δ’ ἔλπεο πολλὸν άριστος 250 ἔμμεναι; ἀλλὰ σοι εϊπερ υπο κραΒίτ} μένος ἐστίν, ἡμετίρης πείρησαι ἀνὰ κΧόνον ασχέτου αιχμής
ΛΓΛ *	» Ν V	-ν /	<“ V ’ Κ /_!	'
Ι2ς ειπων οιμησε λέων ως αντ εΧαφοιο εμβεβαως ΐπποισι και άρμασι πατρός eo?·ο' καί νύ κέ μιν τάχα Sovpl συν ήνιόχω κατέπεφνεν, 255 εἰ μή οἱ μέλαν αίψα νέφος κατέχευεν Ἀπόλλων ἔκποθεν ΟύΧυμποιο καί ἐξ ὸλοοῖο μὁθοιο ἦρπασε, καί μιν ἔθηκε ποτὶ πτοΧιν, ἡγι καὶ ἄλλοι Τρώες ἴσαν φεύγοντες· ὁ δ’ ἐς κενεὴν δόρυ τύψας ήέρα Πηλείδαο πάις ποτὶ μύθον ἔειπεν	260
“ ώ κὑον, έξήΧυξας ἐμὸν μένος* οὐδὲ σοι ἀλκὴ ἱεμἑνῳ περ άΧαΧκε, θεῶν δὲ τις, ος σ’ εκάΧυψε νύκτα βαΧων καθύπερθε, και εκ κακότητος
ν	»
ερυσαεν.
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He might avert grim death from perishing friends. But when to each other now full nigh they drew, Deiphobus, despite his battle-lust,
Stayed, as a ravening fire stays when it meets Water. He marvelled, seeing Achilles’ steeds And that gigantic son, huge as his sire;
And his heart wavered, choosing now to flee,
And now to face that hero, man to man.
As when a mountain boar from his young brood Chases the jackals—then a lion leaps From hidden ambush into view : the boar Halts in his furious onset, loth to advance,
Loth to retreat, while foam his jaws about His whetted tusks; so halted Priam’s son Car-steeds and car, perplexed, while quivered his hands
About the lance. Shouted Achilles’ son :
Ho, Priam’s son, why thus so mad to smite Those weaker Argives, who have feared thy wrath And fled tliine onset ? So thou deem’st thyself Far mightiest! If thine heart be brave indeed,
Of mj spear now make trial in tlie strife.”
On rushed he, as a lion against a stag,
Borne by the steeds and chariot of his sire.
And now full soon his lance had slain his foe,
Him and his charioteer—but Phoebus poured A dense cloud round him from the viewless heights Of heaven, and snatched him from the deadly fray, And set him down in Troy, amid the rout Of fleeing Trojans : so did Peleus’ son Stab but the empty air; and loud he cried : u Hog, thou hast ’scaped my wrath! No might of thine Saved thee, though ne'er so fain! Some God hath cast
Night’s veil o’er thee, and snatched thee from thy death.”
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Λ£1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη* δνοφερὺν δὲ νέφος καθυπερθε Κρονίων
εὐτ’ ὰρίχλην διἐχευε* λύθη δ’ εἰς ἡἐρα μακρην αὐτίκα δ’ ἐξεφάνη πεδίον καὶ πάσα περὶ χθων. Τρώας δ’ εἰσενὁησεν απόπροθι ποΧΧόν έόντας Σκαιῇ? ἀμφὶ πύΧησιν ἔ/3η δ’ ἄρα πατρὶ ἐοικὼς ἀντία Βυσμενέων, οι μιν φοβέοντο κιόντα· ήντε κῦμ’ άΧεγεννόν επεσσνμενον τρομέουσι νανται, ὅ τ’ ἐξ άνέμοιο Βΰεγρόμενον φορέηταύ ευρύ μάλ’ υψηΧόν τε, μέμηνε δὲ ΧαίΧαπι, πόντος· ως τον επερχομένοιο κακόν δέος αμφεχε Τρώας. τοῖον δ’ εκφατο μύθον έποτρννων erdpotar 6t κΧυτε φίΧοι καί θάρσος ἐνὶ στήθεσσι βάΧεσθε ατρομον, οἷον ἔοικε φορημεναι άνέρας έσθΧούς νίκην ίεμένους ερικυΒέα χερσϊν άρέσθαι καί κΧέος εκ πολέμοιο Βυσηχέος* ἀλλ’ ἄγε θυμόν παρθέμενοι πονεώμεθ’ ὑπὲρ μένος, είσόκε Τροίης πέρσωμεν κΧυτον ἄστυ καὶ εκτεΧέσωμεν εέΧΒωρ· αΙΒως γάρ, μάλα πολλὸν ἐπὶ χρόνον ένθα μένοντας
ἔμμεναι άπρήκτονς καί άνάΧκιΒας, οἷα γυναίκας· τεθναίην γὰρ μᾶλλον ἣ ἀπτόλεμος καΧεοίμηνΓ
ΛΩς φάτο* τοὶ δ’ ἔτι μᾶλλον ἐς Ἀρεος ἔργον δρονσαν
θαρσαΧέως, Τρώεσσι δ’ έπέδραμον οίδέκαϊ αυτοί προφρονέως μάρναντο περί πτὁλιν, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ἔντοσθεν πυΧέων από τείχεος· οὑδ’ άπέΧηγε δεινές Ἀρης, Τρώων μὲν εεΧδομένων άπερύζαι Βνσμενέων στρατόν αίνον, ευ σ θενέων δ’ Ἀργείων ἄστυ Βιαπραθέενν· ολ,οη δ’ ἔχε πάντας όιζύς.
Καὶ τότε δὴ Τρώεσσιν άρηγέμεναν μενεαίνω ν εκθορεν OύΧυμποιο καΧνψάμενος νεφέεσσί Αητοίδης· τον δ’ αϊψα θοαϊ φορέεσκον aeXXac τεὐχεσι χρυσείοισι κεκασμένον ἀμφὶ δὲ μακραί 400
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Then Cronos’ Son dispersed that dense dark cloud;
Mist-like it thinned and vanished into air: Straightway the plain and all the land were seen. Then far away about the Scaean Gate He saw the Trojans: seeming like his sire,
He sped against them; they at his coming quailed. As shipmen tremble when a wild wave bears Down on their bark, wind-heaved until it swings Broad, mountain-high above them, when the sea Is mad with teinpest; so, as on he came,
Terror clad all those Trojans as a cloak,
The while he shouted, cheering on his men: i<r Hear, friends!—fill full your hearts with dauntless strength,
The strength that well beseemeth. mighty men Who thirst to win them glorious victory,
To win renown from battle’s tumult! Come,
Brave hearts, now strive we even beyond our strength
Till we smite Troy’s proud city, till we win Our hearts’ desire ! Foul shame it were to abide Long deedless here and strengthless, womanlike !
Ere I be called war-blencher, let me die ! ”
Then unto Ares’ work their spirits flamed.
Down on the Trojans charged they: yea, and these Fought with high courage, round their city now,
And now from wall and gate-towers. Never lulled The rage of war, while Trojan hearts were hot To hurl the foemen back, and the strong Greeks To smite the town: grim havoc compassed all.
Then, eager for the Trojans’ help, swooped down Out of Olympus, cloaked about with clouds,
The son of Leto. Mighty rushing winds Bare him in golden armour clad; and gleamed
401
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μάρμαιρον κατιόντος ϊσον στεροττρσι κέλευθοι* άμφί Βέ ο! γωρυτὸς ἐπἐκτυπεν εβραχε δ’ αἰθὴρ θεσττέσιον και γαῖα μἐγ’ ϊαχεν, εὐτ’ άκάμαντας θἣκε παρὰ Ηάνθοιο ρόον πόδα?· ἐκ δ’ εβοησε σμερδαΧέον, Τρωσϊν δὲ θράσος βάλε, δεῖμα δ’ Ἀχαιοῖς
μίμνειν αιματοεντα κατά κΧονον, οὐδ’ Ἐνοσἐχθων οβριμος ἡγνοίησε· μένος δ’ ενέττνευσεν Άχαιοΐς ήδη τειρομένοισι· μάχη δ’ άίδηΧος ἐτὐχθη αθανάτων βονΧβσιν οΧοντο δὲ μύρια φνΧα αίζηων έκάτερθε. κοτεσσάμενος δ’ άρ Ἀπόλλων Ἀργείοις ωρμαινε βαΧειν θρασνν νΓ ΆχιΧήος αυτόν, οττον καί ττρόσθεν ΆχιΧΧεα· τοῦ δ’ ἄρα θύμον
οιωνοί κατέρυκον αριστερά κεκΧήγοντες,
αΧΧα τε σήματα πολλά* χδλος δὲ οι ούκέτ εμεΧΧε
ττείθεσθαι τεράεσσι· τὺ δ’ οὐ λάθε Κνανοχαίτην'
* ψ *	*	*	*
ἡὲρι θεσττεσίτ) κεκαΧνμμένος* ἀμφὶ δὲ ττοσσι νισσομενοιο άνακτος ἐρεμνὴ κίνντο ηαϊα* τοῖον δ’ εκφατο μύθον εεΧδόμενος μιν ερύξαι*
“ ἴετχε κοτον} καί μήτι πελώριον υΓ Ἀ%ιλῆος κτεινης* οὐδὲ γὰρ αντος Ὀλύμπιος οΧΧυμένοιο ηηθησει* μέγα δ’ ἄλγος ἐμοὶ καὶ πᾶσι θεόϊσιν εσσεται ειναΧίοισιν, ὅπως πάρος ἀμφ’ ΆχιΧήα' ἀλλ’ άναχάζεο δῖον ἐς αιθέρα, μή με χοΧώσης, αίψα δ’ άναρρηξας μεγάλης χθονὸς αἰπὺ βέρεθρον αὐτὴν "Ιλιον ειθαρ ἐνῖς άμα τείχεσι ττ α σ αν θήσω ντΓΟ ζοφον εύρύν άχος Bi τοι εσσεται αντψ
ΛίΙς φάθ’* ὁ δ’ α ζόμεν ος μἡγ άδεΧφεον οΐο τοκήος
δείσας τ’ ἀμφὶ πόληος ενσθενεων θ’ ἅμα Χαών 1 Zimmermaim, for τἐκος, of MSS.
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With lightning-splendour of his descent the long Highways of air. His quiver clashed ; loud rang The welkin ; earth re-echoed, as he set His tireless feet by Xanthus. Pealed his shout Dreadly, with courage filling them of Troy,
Scaring their foes from biding the red fray.
But of all this the mighty Shaker of Earth Was ware: he breathed into the fainting Greeks Fierce valour, and the fight waxed murderous Through those Immortals’ clashing wills. Then died Hosts numberless on either side. In wrath Apollo thought to smite Achilles’ son In the same place where erst he smote liis sire;
But birds of boding screamed to left, to stay His mood, and other signs from heaven were sent;
Yet was his wrath not minded to obey Those portents. Swiftly drew Earth-shaker nigh In mist celestial cloaked: about his feet Quaked the dark earth as came the Sea-king on. Then, to stay Phoebus’ hand, he cried to him: Refrain thy wrath : Achilles’ giant son Slay not! Olympus’ Lord himself shall be Wroth for his death, and bitter grief shall light On me and all the Sea-gods, as erstwhile For Achilles’ sake. Nay, get thee back to heights Celestial, lest thou kindle me to wrath,
And so I cleave a sudden chasm in earth,
And Iliuin and all her walls go down To darkness. Thine own soul were vexed thereat.” Then, overawed by the brother of his sire,
And fearing for Troy’s fate and for her folk,
To heaven went back Apollo, to the sea
403
D D 2
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
χάσσατ’ ἐς ovpavov ενρνν, ϋ δ’ εἰς ἄλα. τοι δ’ εμάχοντο
άΧΧ?/)λονς ὀλέκοντες, Ἕρις δ’ έπετέρπετο χάρμη, μέσφ' ὅτε δὴ Κάλ/χαντος ὐπ’ εννεσίησιν 'Αχαιοί 325 ἐς νἣας χάσσαντο καί εξεΧάθοντο μὁθοιο* οὐ γὰρ δὴ πέπρωτο δαμήμεναι ’Ιλίου ἄστυ, πριν γε Φιλοκτήταο βίην ἐς ομιΧον 'Αχαιών εΧθέμεναι ποΧεμοιο Καημόν α δακρνόεντος. καί το μὲν ἣ αηαθοίσιν επεφράσατ οίωνοΐσιν, 330 ἡὲ και ἐν awXdyxvoiaiv επεδρακεν* οὐ γὰρ ἄϊδρις μαντοσύνης ετετνκτο* θεὺς δ’ ὼς ῄδεε πάντα.
Τῷ πίσννοι στονόεντος άποιχομενοι ποΧεμοιο Ἀτρεῖδαι προέηκαν ενκτιμένην ποτὶ Αημνον Τυδἐος οβριμον via μενεπτὁλεμὁν τ’ Ὀδυσἣα 335 νηὶ θοῇ. τοὶ δ’ αἶψα ποτὶ πτὁλιν Ἠφαίστοιο ήΧνθον Αἰγαίοιο διὰ πλατὺ χεῦμα θαΧάσσης,
Αημνον ἐς άμπεΧοεσσανί ὅπη πάρος αἰνὺν οΧεθρον άνδράσι κονριδίοισιν εμητίσαντο γυναῖκες ἕκπαγλον κοτέονσαι, ἐπεί σφεας οντι τίεσκον, 340 ἀλλ,’ ἄ^οα δμωιάδεσσι παρεννάζοντο γυναιξϊ %ρηικίης, τάς δουρὶ καὶ ήνορέη κτεάτισσαν περθοντες ποτε yalav άρηιφίΧων Θρηίκων αἱ δὲ μίγα ζήΧοιο περὶ κραδίησι πεσὁντος θύμον άνοιδήσαντο, φίΧους 8* ἀνὰ δώματ άκοίτας 345 κτεῖνον ανηΚεηεως νπο χείρεσιν, οὐδ’ εΧεησαν κονριδίονς περ εοντας· ἐπεὶ μέγα μαίνεται ήτορ άνέρος ἡδὲ γυναικὸς, ὅτε ζηΧήμονι ν ον σ ω αμφιπεση* κρατεραϊ yap εποτρννονσιν άνϊαι· ἀλλ’ αι yε σφετεροισιν ἐπ’ άνδράσι πημ εβάΧοντο 350 νυκτὶ μιῇ, καὶ πάσαν εχηρώσαντο ποΧηα παρθεμεναι φρεσι θνμον άταρβέα καί μέγα κάρτος.
Οἱ δ’ ὅτε θὴ Αημνον ζαθεην κίον ἡδὲ καὶ ἄντρον Χαϊνεον, τόθι κεῖτο πάις Ποίαντος ayavov,
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δὴ τὁτ dpa σφίσι θαμβός ἐπήλυθεν, εὖτ’ ἐσίδοντο avepa XevyaXeyavv επιστενάχοντ’ oBvvrjav κεκλιμένου στυφελοῖο κατ’ οΰΒεος· ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ
οίωνων πτερὰ πολλὰ περὶ Χεχέεσσν κἐχυντο· ἄλλα δὲ οἱ σ we ραπ τ ο περὶ χροί, χείματος ἄλκαρ XevyaXeov* δὴ γάρ μιν ἐπὴν ἕλε λιμὸς ἀτερπής, βαΧΧεν άάσχετον Ιον, ἔπῃ νόος ἰθύνεσκε* καὶ τὰ μεν ὰρ κατέδαπτε, [τὰ δὲ πτερά οἱ περιβάλλω.
φνΧΧα Be οἱ παρεκεντο, τά θ’] 1 ἕλκεος ονΧομενονο ἀμφετίθει καθύπερθε μεΧαίνης άΧκαρ ἀνίης. αύαΧέαν Bi οι άμφϊ κόμαν περὶ κρατν κέχνντο θηρος όπως ὸλοοῖο, τὸν άpyaXeης δόλος ατ/ρης μάρψτ} νυκτος Ιόντα θοον ποΒός, ὺς δ’ υπ’ ἀνάγκης τειρὁμενος ποδὸς ἄκρον άταρτηρονσνν όΒονσν κόψας εἰς ὲὸν ἄντρον ὰφίκεται, ἀμφὶ δὲ ον κήρ τείρεν ὁμοῦ Χνμός τε και apyaXiav μελεδῶναι, ὼς τὴν ὑπὸ σπὲος εὐρὺ κακὴ περνΒάμνατ άνίη· καί ον παν μεμάραντο Βεμας, περί δ’ όστεα μοϋνον ρννος τὴν, ὸλοὴ δὲ παρηίΒας άμφεχντ αὐχμὴ XevyaXeov ρνπόωντος· άννηρόν Be μιν aXyoς Βάμνατο* κονΧαν δ’ ἔσκον υπ’ όφρύσνν άνΒρος όπωπαϊ
αΐνως τειρομἐνοιο* γόος δὲ μιν οΰποτ εΧενπεν, οννεκά ον μέλαν ἕλκος, ἐς ὀστέον ἄχρις ίκεσθαν, πυθόμενον καθύπερθε 2 Xvypal ύπέρεπτον άνναν. ὡς 3’ ὅτ’ ἐπὶ προβοΧβσν ποΧνκΧύστονο θαλάσσης πετρην πανπαΧόεσσαν άπενρεσίης άΧος αΧμη Βάμναθ’ υπ οτ μυούσα μάλα στερεήν περ εονσαν, θεννομενης δ’ ἄρα τῆς άνεμω καλ χείματν Χάβρω χηραμα κονΧαίνονταν νποβρωθεντα θαΧάσστμ
1 Zimmermann’s suggested supplementum of lacuna.
3 Zimmermann’s punctuation and om. of δ’ after λυγραί. 4o6
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Of princely Poeas. Horror came on them When they beheld the hero of their quest Groaning with bitter pangs, on the hard earth Lying, with many feathers round him strewn,
And others round his body, rudely sewn Into a cloak, a screen from winter’s cold.
For, oft as famine stung him, would he shoot The shaft that missed no fowl his aim had doomed : Their flesh he ate, their feathers vestured him.
And there lay herbs and healing leaves, the which, Spread on his deadly wound, assuaged its pangs. Wild tangled elf-locks hung about his head.
He seemed a wild beast, that hath set its foot, Prowling by night, upon a hidden trap,
And so hath been constrained in agony To bite with fierce teeth through the prisoned limb Ere it could win back to its cave, and there in hunger and torturing pains it languisheth.
So in that wide cave suffering crushed the man; And all his frame was wasted: naught but skin Covered his bones Unwashen there he crouched With famine-haggard cheeks, with sunken eyes Glaring his misery ’neath cavernous brows.
Never his groaning ceased, for evermore The ulcerous black wound, eating to the bone, Festered with thrills of agonizing pain.
As when a beetling cliff, by seething seas Aye buffeted, is carved and underscooped,
For all its stubborn strength, by tireless waves,
Till, scourged by winds and lashed by tempest-flails, The sea into deep caves hath gnawed its base;
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ὼς του υττίγνιον ΐΧκος άέξετο πυθομένοιο ἰοῦ ἄπο, στυφελοῖς τον οι ένομορξατ ὸδοῦσι λυγρὸς ὓδρος, τόν φασιν άναΧθέα τε στυγερόν τε 385 εμμεναι, ὁππότε μιν τέρσῃ περὶ χέρσον Ιόντα ηεΧίοιο μένος· τῷ καὶ μίγα φέρτατον άνΒρα τεῖρε δυσαλθήτοισιν ὕποδμηθἐντ’ οΒύνησιν ἐκ δὲ οἱ ἔλκεος αἰὲν επὶ χθονα Χειβομένοιο ίχωρος ττεπάλακτο πέδον ττοΧυχανΒέος άντρου 390 θαύμα μέη άνθρώττοισι καί ύστερον ἐσσομἐνοισι. καί οἱ παρ κΧισίην φαρέτρη τταρεκέκΧιτο μάκρη Ιων πεπληθυῖα* πόλοντο δ’ ἄρ’ οἱ μὲν ἐπ’ ἄγρην, οἱ δ’ ἐς Βυσμενέας* τοὺς άμφεχε Xoiyiov ΰΒρου φάρμακον αίνομόροιο· πάροιθε δὲ οἱ μέγα τόξον 395 κεἳτο πόλας, ηναμτττοΐσιν άρηράμενον κεράεσσι χερσϊν υπ’ άκαμάτῃσι τετυημένον <ηΑρακΧηος,
Τοὺς δ’ ὁπότ’ είσενόησε ποτὶ σπὲος εὐρὺ κιόντας3 εσσνμένως οϊμησεν ἐπ’ άμφοτέροισι τα νύσσαι άΧγινοεντα βέΧεμνα χόΧου μεμνημένος αίνου,	400
οΰνεκά μιν το ττάροιθε μέγα στενάχοντα Χίποντο μοΰνον ερημαίοισιν ἐπ’ ανγιαΧοΐσι θαλάσσης. καί νὑ κεν αἶψ’ ἐτέλεσσεν, ἄ οἱ θρασύς ηθεΧε θυμός,
εἰ μή οι στονόεντα χόΧον Βιέχευεν Ἀθήνη άνέρας εισορόωντος ομήθεα*τ οι Βέ οι ά<γχι	405
ηΧυθον άχνυμένοισιν εοικότε· καί ρά μιν άμφω άντρου ἔσω κοίΧοιο τταρεζομενοι εκάτερθεν εΧκεος ἀμφ’ οΧοοιο καλ ὰργαλἑων οΒυνάων εϊροντ · αύτάρ 6 τοισιν εας ΒιεττέφραΒ’ ανίας. οι δέ ὲ θαρσυνεσκον* εφαντο Βέ οι Χυγρον ἕλκος 410 ἐξ ὸλοοῖο μὁγοιο καὶ ἄλγεος ίησασθαι, τὴν στρατόν είσαφίκηται ’Αχαιικόν, ον ρα και αυτόν 4ο8
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So greater ’neath his foot grew evermore The festering wound, dealt when the envenomed fangs
Tare him of that fell water-snake, which men Say dealeth ghastly wounds incurable,
When the hot sun hath parched it as it crawls Over the sands ; and so that mightiest man Lay faint and wasted with his cureless pain ;
And from the ulcerous wound aye streamed to earth
Fetid corruption fouling all the floor
Of that wide cave, a marvel to be heard
Of men unborn. Beside his stony bed
Lay a long quiver full of arrows, some
For hunting, some to smite his foes withal;
With deadly venom of that fell water-snake Were these besmeared. Before it, nigh to his hand, Lay the great bow, with curving tips of horn, Wrought by the mighty hands of Hercules.
Now when that solitary spied these twain Draw nigh his cave, he sprang to his bow, be laid The deadly arrow on the string ; for now Fierce memory of his wrongs awoke against These, who had left him years agone, in pain Groaning upon the desolate sea-shore.
Yea, and his heart’s stem will he had swiftly wrought,
But, even as upon that godlike twain He gazed, Athena caused bis bitter wrath To melt away. Then drew they nigh to, him With looks of sad compassion, and sat down On either hand beside him in the cave,
And of his deadly wound and grievous pangs Asked; and he told them all his sufferings.
And they spake hope and comfort; and they said :
<e Thy woeful wound, thine anguish, shall be healed, If thou but rome with us to Achaea’s host—
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φάντο μέγ άσχαΧάαν παρά νήεσιν ἡδὲ καὶ αὐτοὺς Ατρείδας άμα τοῖσι* κακών δὲ οἱ οΰτιν Αχαιών αϊτών εμμεν άφαντο κατά στρατόν, ἀλλ’ άΧεγεινάς 415 Μοίρας, ὧν ἑκὰς οὔτις ἀνὴρ ἐπινίσσεται αἶαν, ἀλλ’ αἰεὶ μογεροῖσιν ἐπ’ ἀνδράσιν άπροτίοπτοι στρωφώντ ήματα πάντα, βροτών γένος1 ἄλλοτε μὲν που
βΧάπτουσαι κατά θύμον άμειΧιχον, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ἔκποθι κυ&αίνουσαι· ἐπεὶ μάλα πάντα βροτοΐσι 420 κειναι καὶ στονόεντα καί ήπια μηχανόωνται ανταί όπως έθεΧουσιν· ὁ δ’ είσαιων Ὀδυσῆος ἡδὲ καὶ άντιθέον Λιομήδεος αὐτίκα θύμον ρηιΒίως κατέπαυσεν άνιηροϊο χοΧοιο, εκπαγΧον τὺ πάροιθε χοΧούμενος, ὅσσ’ ἐπεπόνθει. 425 Οἱ δέ μιν alyjr ἐπὶ νῆα καὶ ήιόνας βαρυΒούπους καγχαΧόωντες ενεικαν όμως σφετέροισι βέλεμνον καί ρά ο Ι άμφεμάσαντο δέμας καὶ άμειΧιχον ἕλκος σπἀγγῳ εντρητψ, κατά δ’ εκΧυσαν ΰΒατι πολΧῳ. άμπνύνθη δ’ ἄρα τυτθὸν· ἄφαρ δὲ οι εγκονέοντες 430 δόρπον ὲὺν τενξαντο μεμαότι* συν δὲ καὶ αυτοί Βαίνυντ ενΒοθι νηὸς. επήΧυθε δ’ άμβροσίη νύξ, τοῖσι δ’ ἐφ’ ύπνος ὅρουσε* μόνον δ’ άχρις Ἠριγενείης
άμφιάΧου Λήμνοιο παρ’ ῄὁσιν* αυτάρ άμ ήοϊ
πείσμαθ’ ὁμῶς εὐνῇσιν εύγνάμπτοισιν άειραν	435
ἔκτοθεν εγκονέοντες· έπιπροέηκε δ’ Ἀθήνη
ἐξόπιθεν πνείοντα τανυπρώρου νέος οΰρον.
ιστία δ’ αιψ’ ετάνυσσαν υπ’ άμφοτεροισι πόδεσσι,
νῆα κατ ιθύνοντες ευ ζυγόν ἡ δ’ υπ’ ἰωῇ
εσσυτ επί πλατὺ χευμα· μεΧαν δ’ άμφεστενε κύμα 440
ρηγνύμενον ποΧιος δὲ περίζεε πάντοθεν άφρός·
ἀμφι δέ οἱ ΒεΧφϊνες άοΧΧέες εσσευοντο
ρίμφα Βιαπρησσοντες άΧός ποΧιοϊο κέΧευθα.
1 Zimmermami, for μένος of ν.
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The host that now is sorrowing after thee With all its kings. And no man of them all Was cause of thine affliction, but the Fates,
The cruel ones, whom none that walk the earth Escape, but aye they visit hapless men Unseen; and day by day with pitiless hearts Now they afflict men, now again exalt To honour—none knows why; for all the woes And all the joys of men do these devise After their pleasure.” Hearkening he sat To Odysseus and to godlike Diomede;
And all the hoarded wrath for olden wrongs And all the torturing rage, melted away.
Straight to the strand dull-thundering and the ship,
Laughing for joy, they bare him with his bow.
There washed they all his body and that foul wound With sponges, and with plenteous water bathed :
So was his soul refreshed. Then hasted they And made meat ready for the famished man,
And in the galley supped with him. Then came The baliny night, and sleep slid down on them.
Till rose the dawn they tarried by the strand Of sea-girt Lemnos, but with dayspring cast The hawsers loose, and heaved the anchor-stones Out of the deep. Athena sent a breeze Blowing behind the galley taper-prowed.
They strained the sail with either stem-sheet taut; Seaward they pointed the stout-girdered ship;
O’er the broad flood she leapt before the wind; Broken to right and left the dark wave sighed,
And seething all around was hoary foam,
While thronging dolphins raced on either hand Flashing along the paths of silver sea.
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Οἱ δ’ άφαρ Ελλήσποντον ἐπ’ Ιχθυόεντ άφί~ κοντο,
ηχι καὶ άΧΧαι νῆες ἔσαν κεχάροντο δ’ ’Αχαιοί, 445 ως ἴδον οὺς ποθέεσκον ἀνὰ στρατόν. οἱ δ’ ἄρα νηὸς ἀσπασίως άπέβησαν* ἔχεν δ’ άρα ψείρας ἀραιὰς Ποίαντος θρασύς νιος ἐπ’ άνερας, οι ρα μιν άμφω \vypbv επισκάζοντα ποτὶ χθόνα Βίαν άηεσκον άμφοτέρων κρατερησιν επικΧινθ έντα χέρεσσιν	450
ἡὓτ’ ἐνὶ ξυΧόχοισιν ες ημισυ μέχρι κοπεΐσαν φηγὺν ὕψ’ υΧοτομοιο βίης ἣ πίονα πευκην τυτθόν ἔθ’ έστηυϊαν, ὅσον λίπε Βρντόμος ἀνὴρ πρέμνον ὑποτμήγω ν λιπαρόν, δάος δφρα πὲληται πίσσα πνρι Βμηθεισα κατ ονρεα, την δ’ άΧε^εινώς 455 άχθομένην άνεμός τε καί άΒρανίη ποτικΧίνη ἔρνεσιν ευθαΧέεσσι, φέρονσι Βέ μιν βαρεονσαν* 1 45βα ὼς ἄρ’ ὕπ’ άτΧητω βεβαρημόνον ἄλ/yei φώτα θαρσαΧέοι ήρωες επικΧινθέντα φέρεσκον Ἀργείων ἐς ομιΧον άρηιον· οἱ δ’ εσιΒόντες ωκτειραν μάλα πάντες εκηβοΧον άνέρα Χνγρψ 460 ἔλκει τειρόμενον· τον δὲ στερεόν καί άνονσον ώκύτερον ποίησε νοήματος αιψηροΐο Ισος επουρανίοις ΠοΒαΧείριος, εὖ μὲν ὕπερθε π άσσων φάρμακα ποΧΧά καθ’ εΧκεος, εὖ δὲ κικ-Χησκων
οννομα πατρός εοΐο- θοώς δ’ ίάχησαν ’Αχαιοί	465
πάντες κνΒαίνοντες όμως Ασκληπιού υἷα. καί μιν φαιΒρνναντο καί άμφί έ χρισαν εΧαίω προφρονέως· όΧοη δὲ κατηφείη και ὀϊζὺς , αθανάτων Ιότητι κατέφθιτο* τοι δ’ ἀνὰ θυμόν τέρποντ είσορόωντες* ὁ δ’ άμπννεν εκ κακότητος* 470 άχροίη δ’ ἄρ’ ἔρευθος ἐπήλυθεν, apyaXey δὲ άΒρανίη μέγα κάρτος* άέξετο δ’ άψεα πάντα. ώς ὃ’ ἀπὁτ’ άΧΒαίνηται επί σταχνεσσιν άρουρα,
3 Verse inserted by Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
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Full soon to fish-fraught Hellespont they came And the far-stretching ships. Glad were the Greeks To see the longed-for faces. Forth the ship With joy they stepped; and Poeas' valiant son On those two heroes leaned thin wasted hands,
Who bare him painfully halting to the shore Staying his weight upon their brawny arms.
As seems mid mountain-brakes an oak or pine By strength of the woodcutter half hewn through, Which for a little stands on what was left Of the smooth trunk by him who hewed thereat Hard by the roots, that its slow-smouldering wood Might yield him pitch—now like to one in pain It groans, in weakness borne down by the wind,
Yet is upstayed upon its leafy boughs
Which from the earth bear up its helpless weight;
So by pain unendurable bowed down Leaned he on" those brave heroes, and was borne Unto the war-host. Men beheld, and all Compassionated that great archer, crushed By anguish of his hurt. But one drew near, Podaleirius, godlike in his power to heal.
Swifter than thought he made him whole and sound; For deftly on the wound he spread his salves,
Calling on his physician-father’s name ;
And soon the Achaeans shouted all for joy,
All praising with one voice Asclepius’ son.
Lovingly then they bathed him, and with oil Anointed. All his heaviness of cheer And misery vanished by the Immortals’ will;
And glad at heart were all that looked on him;
And from affliction he awoke to joy.
Over the bloodless face the flush of health Glowed, and for wretched weakness mighty strength Thrilled through him: goodly and great waxed all his limbs.
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ἦν το πάρος φθινύθουσαν ἐπἐκλυσε χείματος αίνου 8μβρος βτπβρίσας, ή δ’ ἀλδομἐνη ἀνέμοισι	475
μβιδιάᾳ τεθαλυῖα ττόΧνκμητω έν άΧωτ)· ὼς ὰρα τειρομἐνοιο ΦιΧοκτήταο πάροιθε πᾶν δέμας αόψ’ ἀνὲθηΧεν* έντροχάΧψ δ’ ἐνὶ κοίΧη κάλλιπε κήδεα πάντα, τά οἷ περιδάμνατο θυμὸν.
*Ατρεῖδαι δ’ ὁρὁωντες ὅτ’ ἐκ θανάτου ανιόντα 480 άνέρα θανμάζβσκον' βφαντο yap ίμμεναι ἔργον αθανάτων* τὺ δ’ ἄρ’ ἣβν ἐτήτυμον, ώς βνόησαιτ καί yap οι μέγεθός τε καὶ ἄγλα ἰὴ ν κατἐχευεν ἐσθλὴ Τριτογἐνεια· φάνη δ’ άφαρ, οἷος τὴν περ τὺ πρὶν iv Ἀργείοισι πάρος κακότητι Βαμηναι.	485
καὶ τότ’ ἄρ’ ἐς κλισίην Ἀγαμὑμνονος άφνειοΐο Πάντες ὁμῶς οἱ αριστοι ay ον ΤΙοιάντιον via· καί μιν κυΒαίνοντβς ἐπ’ εἰλαπινῃσι yipaipov. ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ κορέσαντο ττοτοϋ και ἐδητύος ἐσθλῆς, δὴ τότε μιν irpoaeeiTrev ἐὑμμελίης ’Αγαμέμνων 490 “ ὦ φίλ’, ἐπειδή περ σὲ θεῶν ἰὁτητι πάροιθε Αημνω ἐν άμφιάΧψ λίπομεν, βΧαφθέντε νόημα, μη δὴ νυν1 χόΧον αίνον ἐνὶ φ peal σησι βαΧέσθαι* οὐ 7ὰρ ἄνευ μακάρων τάδ’ ἐρὲξαμεν, ἀλΛά που αυτοί
ηθβΧον αθάνατοι νώιν κακά ττοΧΧά βαΧέαθαι 495 σεύ ἀπὸ νόσφιν ἐόντος, ἐπεὶ περίωδας ὸιστοῖς δυσμενἐὰς δάμνασθαι, ὅτ’ ἀντία σεῖο μάχονται. [ἀνδράσι γὰρ βιότοιο ^roXυτrXάyκτoLQ κέλευθοι] ττάααν αν ηττειρον πὲλαγὸς τ’ ἀνὰ μικρόν άϊατοι Μοιράων ίότητι πολυσχιδἐε? τε πτέΧονται,	500
ττνκναί τε σκοΧιαί τε, τ 6τρα μ μιν αι ἄλλυδις ἄλλη· τῶν δὲ δι’ αίζηοϊ φορόονθ’ ὑπὸ δαίμονος Αἴσῃ εἰδὁμενοι φνΧΧοισιν ὑπὸ πνοιὴ? ανόμοιο 1 Zimmermann, for μ^δ’ ἡμῖν of ν.
4*4
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK IX
As when a field of corn revives again Which exist had drooped, by rains of ruining storm Down beaten fiat, but by warm summer winds Requickened, o’er the laboured land it smiles ;
So ΡΙιιΙοοΐβΙβΒ’ erst.while wasted frame Was all requickened :—in the galley’s hold He seemed to have left all cares that crushed his soul.
And Atreus’ sons beheld him marvelling As one re-risen from the dead : it seemed The work of hands immortal. And indeed So was it verily, as their hearts divined ;
For ’twas the glorious Trito-bom that shed Stature and grace upon him. Suddenly He seemed as when of old mid Argive men He stood, before calamity struck him down.
Then unto wealthy Agamemnon’s tent Did all their mightiest men bring Poeas’ son,
And set him chief in honour at the feast,
Extolling him. When all with meat and drink Were filled, spake Agamemnon lord of spears :
“ Dear friend, since by the will of Heaven our souls Were once perverted, that in sea-girt Lemnos We left thee, harbour not thine heart within Fierce wrath for this : by the blest Gods constrained We did it; and, I trow, the Immortals willed To bring much evil on us, bereft of thee,
Who art of all men skilfullest to quell
With shafts of death all foes that face thee in fight.
For all the tangled paths of human life,
By land and sea, are by the will of Fate Hid from our eyes, in many and devious tracks Are cleft apart, in wandering mazes lost.
Along them men by Fortune’s dooming drift Like unto leaves that drive before the wind.
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σευομἐνοις* ἀγαθὸς δὲ κακή ένέκνρσε κεΧενθφ πολλάκις, οὐκ ἐσθλὸς δ’ ἀγαθἣ* τὰς δ’ οὔτ’ ἀλέασθαι
οί!τ’ ἄρ ἑκων τις εΧέσθαι ἐπιχθόνιος δύνατ’ ἀνήρ* χρὴ δὲ σαάφρονα φώτα, καὶ ἣν φορὲηθ’ ὺπ’ ἀελλαις οϊμην ὰργαλέην, στερεῇ φρενϊ τΧήναι ὸιζύν. ἀλλ1 ἐπεὶ ἀασάμβσθα καὶ ἡλίτομεν πὸδε ἔργον, ἐξαῦτις δώροισιν ὰρβσσὁμεθ’ άπΧητοισι,
Τρώων ἦν ποθ’ εΧωμεν ενκτίμενον πτοΧίεθρον νυν δε λά/3’ ἔπτὰ γυναῖκας εείκοσί τ’ ὼκέας ἔππους άθΧοφ όρους τρίποδας τε δυώδεκα, τοῖς ἐπὶ θύμον τέρψεις ήματα πάντα* καὶ ἐν κΧισίησιν ἐμῇσιν αἰεί τοι παρὰ δαιτὶ γἐρας βασιΧηιον ἔσται.”
'Ὠς είπών ἦρωι πόρεν περικαλλἐὰ δῶμα. τὸν δ’ ὰρα Ποίαντος προσέφη κρατεροφρονος νιος· “ ὦ φίλος, οὑ τοι ἐγὼν ἔτι χώομαι, οὐδὲ μὲν άΧΧφ
Ἀργείων, τῶν εἴ τις ἔτ’ ηΧιτεν είνεκ’ ἐμεῖο· οἶδα 7ἀΡ? ὼ? στρεπτὸς νόος ἀνδράσι γίνεται ἐσθλοῖς,
οὐδ’ αἰ€ὶ χαλεπόν θὑμις ἔμμεναι οὐδ’ άσνφηΧον, ἀλλ’ ὁτὲ μὲν σμερδνὸν τέΧεθειν, ὁτὲ δ’ ήπιον είναι. νυν δ’ ἴσμεν ποτὶ κοῖτον, ἐπεὶ χατέοντι μάχεσθαι βέΧτερον υπνώειν ἣ ἐπὶ πλέον ειΧαπινάζειν”
Λί1ς είπών απορούσε teal ἐς κΧισίην άφίκανε σφών ετάρων οι δ’ αΐψα φΐΧοπτοΧέμψ βασιΧήι ευνην έντννοντο μίγα φρεσι κα<γχαΧ6ωντες* αὐτὰρ ὅ γ’ ασπασιών κατεΧέξατο μεχρις ἐπ’ ἡώ. Νὺξ S’ άνεχάσσατο δῖα* φάος δ’ έρνθηνε κοΧώνας
ηεΧίον, καί πάντα βροτοϊ περιποίπνυον ἔργα. Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ὸλοοῖο μἑγ’ ίέμενοι ποΧεμοιο οι μεν δούρατα θηηον έύζοα, τοι δὲ βέΧεμνα, αΧΧοι δ’ αἰγανἐὰς· ἅμα δ’ ἡοῖ δαῖτα πενοντο 416
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Oft on an evil path the good man’s feet Stumble, the brave finds not a prosperous path ;
And none of earth-born men can shun the Fates, And of his own will none can choose his way.
So then doth it behove the wise of heart—
Though on a troublous track the winds of fate Sweep him away—to suffer and be strong.
Since we were blinded then, and erred herein,
With rich gifts will we make amends to tliee Hereafter, when we take the stately towers Of Troy : but now receive thou handmaids seven, Fleet steeds two-score, victors in chariot-race,
And tripods twelve, wherein thine heart may joy Through all thy days ; and always in my tent Shall royal honour at £he feast be thine.”
He spake, and gave the hero those fair gifts.
Then answered Poeas’ mighty-hearted son;
“ Friend, I forgive thee freely, and all beside Whoso against me haply hath trangressed.
I know how good men’s minds sometimes be warped : Nor meet it is that one be obdurate Ever, and nurse mean rancours : sternest wrath Must yield anon unto the melting mood.
Now pass we to our rest; for better is sleep Than feasting late, for him who longs to fight.” * He spake, and rose, and came to his comrades’ tent; Then swiftly for their war-fain king they dight The couch, while laughed their hearts for very joy. Gladly he laid him down to sleep till dawn.
So passed the night divine, till flushed the hills In the sun’s light, and men awoke to toil.
Then all athirst for war the Argive men ’Gan whet the spear smooth-shafted, or the dart,
Or javelin, and they brake the bread of dawn,
And foddered all their horses. Then to these
417
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αὐτοῖς ή δ’ ἔπποισι· ττάσαντο δὲ Πάντες ἐδωδήν. τοῖσι ν δὴ Ποίαντος άμνμονος οβριμος υίὸς	535
τοῖον ἔπος μετέειπβν ἐποτρύνω ν πονέεσθαι*
“ εἰ δ’ ἄγε νῦν πολὲμοιο μεδώμεθα· μηδὲ τις ήμέων μίμνέτω ἐν νήεσσι, πάρος κλυτὰ τεἐχεα λῦσαι Τροίης 6ὺπὑρ70Ι0, tear airρήσαί τε πὁληα.”
Λί2ς φάτο· τοῖσι δὲ θυμὸς ὑπὸ κραδίῃ μἐγ’ ίάνθη* 540 δῦσαν δ’ ἐν τεὐχεσσι καὶ ἀσπίσιν ἐκ δ’ ἄρα νηῶν πανσυδίῃ μελίγσι κ€κασμίνοι έσσβνοντο καί βοέοις σακέεσσι καὶ ἀμφιφάΧοις κορὑθεσσιν ἄλλος δ’ ἄλλον βῴειδε κατὰ στίχας* οὐδὲ κε φαίης κείνων ίσσνμ&νων ὲκὰς ἔμμεναι ἄλλον ἀπ’ ἄλλου· 545 ὼς ἄρ’ ἴσαν θαμονοϊ καί ὰρηρὑτες ἀλιλήλοισι.
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Spake Poeas? son with battle-kindling speech : ee Up ! let us make us ready for the war !
Let no mail linger mid the galleys, ere The glorious walls of Ilium stately-towered Be shattered, and her palaces be burned I ”
Then at his words each heart and spirit glowed : They donned their armour, and they grasped their shields.
Forth of the ships in one huge inass they poured Arrayed with bull-hide bucklers, ashen spears,
And gallant-crested helms. Through all their ranks Shoulder to shoulder inarched they: thou liadst seen
No gap ’twixt man and man as on they charged ;
So close they thronged, so dense was their array.
ΛΟΓΟΣ ΔΕΚΑΤΟΣ*
Τρώες δ’ αὖτ’ ἔκτοσθεν ἔσαν Πριάμοιο πόληος Πάντες συν τεὐχεσσι καὶ αρμασιν ἡδὲ καὶ νπποις ώκυτάτοις· καΐον yap ονποκταμένους ἐνὶ χάρμη δειδιὑτες, μὴ Χάος ἐπιβρίσειευ 'Αχαιών, τούς δ’ ως οὖν έσίδοντο ποτὶ πτὁλιν άίσσοντας, έσσνμένως κταμένοισι χυτόν περὶ σήμα βαλοντο στερχόμβνοι· Seivov yap ύττοτρομέβσκον ἰδὸντες. τοῖσι δ’ ἄρ’ άχνυμένοισιν ὑπὸ φρεσὶ μύθον eeiire Πουλυδάμας, 6 yap ἔσκε λίην ττινυτος καί έχέ-φρων*
“ ὦ φίλοι, ούκέτ ἀνεκτὸς ἐφ’ ἡμῖν μαίνεται Ἀρης* ἀλλ’ ἄγε δὴ φραζώμεθ’, ὅπως ττολέμοιό τι μῆχος εΰρωμςν* Δαναοὶ γὰρ έττικρατέουσι μἐνοντες. νῦν δ’ ἀγε δὴ irvpyoiaiv ἐὑδμήτοις έττιβάντες μίμνωμεν νύκτας τε καὶ ήματα δηριόωντες, εἰσόκε δὴ Δαναοὶ Χττάρτην έρίβώλον ΐκωνται, η αυτού τταρα τεῖχος ἀκηδήσωσι μἐνοντες ἀκλεὲς ὲζὁμενοι* ἐπεὶ οὐ σθένος ἔσσεται αὐτοῖς ρἣξαι τεἐχεα μακρά, καί εἰ μάλα πολλὰ κάμωσιν ου γὰρ αβληχρα θεοῖσι τετεύχαται άφθιτα ἔργα. οὐδὲ τί που βρώμης ἐπιδευὑμεθ’ οὐδὲ ττοτῆτος* πολλὰ γὰρ ἐν Πριάμοιο ττολυχρύσοιο μελάθροις ἔμπεδον εἴδατα Κεῖται, ὅπερ πολἐεσσι καὶ αλλοις
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H07V Paris was stricken to death, and in vain sought help of Oenone.
Now were the Trojans all without the town Of Priam, armour-clad, with battle-cars And chariot-steeds ; for still they burnt their dead, And still they feared lest the Achaean men Should fall on them. They looked, and saw them come
With furious speed against the walls. In haste They cast a hurried earth-mound o’er the slain,
For greatly trembled they to see their foes.
Then in their sore disquiet spake to them Polydainas, a wise and prudent chief:
<c Friends, unendurably against us now Maddens the war. Go to, let us devise How we may find deliverance from our strait.
Still bide the Danaans here, still gather stx*engtli: Now therefore let us man our stately towers,
And thence withstand them, fighting night and day, Until yon Danaans weary, and return To Sparta, or, renownless lingering here Beside the wall, lose heart. No strength of theirs Shall breach the long walls, howsoe’er they strive, For in the imperishable work of Gods Weakness is none. Food, drink, we shall not lack, For in King Priam’s gold-abounding halls Is stored abundant food, that shall suffice
421
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πολλὸν ἐπὶ χρόνον ἔσσετ’ άπειρο μεν ο ισιν ἐδωδὴ ἐς κόρον, εἰ καὶ Ιτ’ ἄλλος ἐελδομἐνοισιν ϊ κη τ αι τρις τόσος ἐνθάδε Χαὸς άρηηεμεναι μενεαίνω ν.” ΛΏς φάτο* τον δ’ ἐνἐνιπε θρασύς ττάϊς Ἀγ-χίσαο*
“ Πουλυδάμα, πῶς γάρ σε σαόφρονά φασι τε-τὐχθαι,
ος κεΧεαι ποτὶ δηρὸν ἀνὰ τττόΧιν ἄλγεα ττάσχειν; οὐ 7ὰρ άκηδησουσι ττοΧνν χρόνον ἐνθάδ’ Αχαιοί, ἀλλ’ ἄρ’ επιβρίσουσιν άΧευ ο μένους ἐσιδὁντες* νῶϊν δ’ ἔπσεται ἄλγος ἀποφθιμένων ἐνὶ πάτρη, ἦν πω? ἐνθάδε ττουΧὺν ἐπὶ χρόνον άμφιμάχωνται* ον ηάρ τις Θήβη θε μέΧίφρονα σίτον όττάσσει ήμιν9 ἐπὴν είρχθώμεν ἀνὰ τττόΧιν, οὐδὲ τις οἴσει οἶνον Μαιονίηθεν άνιηρω δ’ ὑπο Χιμώ φθισόμεθ’ ὰργαλἑκς, εἰ καὶ μάλα τείχος άμύνει. ἀλλ’ εἰ μὲν θάνατόν τε κακόν καϊ Κῆρας άΧνξαι, μηδ’ ἄρ’ όιζνρώς θανεειν ττοΧναχθει Χιμώ μέΧΧομεν, εἰν εντεσσι συν ήμετεροις τεκεεσσι καί γεραροΐς ιτατερεσσι μαχώμεθα* καί ῄά ποθι Ζεὺς
χραισμησει* κείνον jap ἀφ’ αίματός εἰμεν ajavov' ει δε κεν &ρ και κείνψ άττεχθόμενοι τεΧέθωμεν, εὐκλειῶς τάχ όΧέσθαι αμυνόμενους περὶ πάτρης βέΧτερον, ήε μένοντας όιζνρώς άττοΧεσθαι.
Λί1ς φάτο* τῷ δ’ ἄρα Πάντες επίαχον είσαίοντες, αΐψα δὲ δὴ κορνθεσσι και άσπίσι και δοράτεσσι φράχθεν ἐπ’ ἀλΛήλους* ἐπὶ δ’ ακαμάτου Διὸς ὄσσε
δερκετ ἀπ’ OυΧνμττοιο κορνσσομενονς ες "Αρηα Τρῶας ἐπ’ Άργείοισιν εγειρε δε θυμόν έκαστου, οφρα μάχην άΧίαστον ἐπ’ άμφοτέροισι τανύσσρ Χαοΐς· ἦ γὰρ εμεΧΧεν Αλέξανδρος θανέεσθαι χερσϊ Φιλοκτήταο ττονεύμένος ἀμφ’ άΧόχοιο.
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For many more than we, through many years, Though thrice so great a host at our desire Should gather, eager to maintain our cause.”
Then chode with him Ancliises’ valiant son:
“ Folydamas, wherefore do they call thee wise,
Who biddest suffer endless tribulations Cooped within walls ? Never, how long soe’er The Achaeans tarry here, will they lose heart;
But when they see us skulking from the field,
More fiercely will press on. So ours shall be The sufferance, perishing in our native home,
If for long season they beleaguer us.
No food, if we be pent within our walls,
Shall Thebe send us, nor Maeonia wine,
But wretchedly by famine shall we die,
Though the great wall stand firm. Nay, though our lot
Should be to escape that evil death and doom,
And not by famine miserably to die ;
Yet rather let us fight in armour clad For children and grey fathers ! Haply Zeus Will help us yet; of his high blood are we.
Nay, even though we be abhorred of him,
Better straightway to perish gloriously Fighting unto the last for fatherland,
Than die a death of lingering agony I ”
Shouted they all who heart! that gallant rede. Swiftly with helms and shields and spears they stood In close array. The eyes of mighty Zeus From heaven beheld the Trojans armed for fight Against the Danaans : then did lie awake Courage in these and those, that there might be Strain of unflinching fight ’twixt host and host.
That day was Paris doomed, for Helen’s sake Fighting, by Philoctetes’ hands to die.
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Τοὺς δ’ ayev εἰς ἕνα χώρον Ἕρις μεΖεουσα κυδοιμὺν
οντινι φαινομένη· περὶ γὰρ νέφος αμφεχεν ώμους αἱματὁεν* φοίτα δὲ μέγα ν κΧονέονσα κνΒοιμον ἄλλοτε μὲν Τρώων ἐς ὁμήγυριν, άΧΧοτ ’Αχαιών την δὲ Φόβος καὶ Αεϊμος άταρβέες άμφεττένοντο πατροκασνγνήτην κρατερόφρονα κνΖαίνοντες· ἡ δὲ μέγ’ ἐξ oXlyoio κορνσσετο μαιμώωσα* τεύχεα δ’ ὲξ ἀδάμαντος ἔχεν πεπαλαγμἐνα λύθρῳ· πάλλε δὲ Xoiyiov ἔγχος ἐς ἡἐρα* τῆς δ’ ὑπὸ ττοσσϊ κίνντο yala μέΧαινα· πυρὸς δ’ ἄμπνειεν άντμην σμερΖαΧέον μίγα δ’ αἰὲν άντεεν οτρύνουσα αίζηονς* οι δ’ αἶψα σννήιον ὰρτύνοντες νσμίνην δεινὴ γὰρ ἄγεν θεὺς ἐς μίγα ἔργον. τῶν δ’ ώς ἣ ανέμων ιαχή πόλε Χάβρον άέντων εἴαρος άρχομένου, ore ΖενΖρεα μάκρα καί ὕλη φνΧΧα φύει, ἡ ως οτ* αν άζαΧέην ζνΧοχον ττ ν ρ αιθόμενον βρομέει, ἣ ως μέγα πόντος ἀπείρων μαίνεται ἐξ άνέμοιο δυσηχεος, άμφϊ δὲ ροΐβΖος yiver άιτειρέστος, τρὁμεει δ' ὑπο γούνατα ναντέων ως των έσσνμένων μέγ’ υττέβραχε yαία πελώρη· ἐν δέ σφιν πόσε δῆρις· ἐπ’ αΧΧφ δ’ ἄλλο? ὔρουσε.
Πρώτος δ’ Αινείας Ααναων ελεν ' Α ρπτάΧίω ν α vibv ΆριζήΧοιο, τον Ἀμφινὁμη τἐκε μήτηρ 7ῇ ἔνι Βοιωτών, ὁ δ’ άμα Προθοήνορι δίῳ ἐς Τροίην ϊκανεν άμυνεμεν *Apyείoισι* τον ρα τ οτ Αινείας άτταΧην ὑπὸ νηδύα τύψας νοσφίσατ εκ θνμοΐο καϊ ήΖέος εκ βιοτοιο. τῷ δ’ ἔπι Θερσάνδροιο Ζαίφρονος via Ζάμασσεν Γ/Τλλον ἐῦγλώχινι βαλών κατά Χαιμον άκοντι*
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To one place Strife incarnate drew them all,
The fearful Battle-queen, beheld of none,
But cloaked in clouds blood-raining : on she stalked Swelling the mighty roar of battle, now Rushed through Troy’s squadrons, through Acliaea’s now:
Panic and Fear still waited on her steps To make their fathers sister glorious.
From small to huge that Fury’s stature grew;
Her arms of adamant were blood-besprent;
The deadly lance she brandished reached the sky. Earth quaked beneath her feet: dread blasts of fire Flamed from her mouth : her voice pealed thunderlike
Kindling strong men. Swift closed the fronts of fight
Drawn by a dread Power to the mighty work.
Loud as the shriek of winds that madly blow In early spring, when the tall woodland trees Put forth their leaves—loud as the roar of fire Blazing through sun-scorched brakes—loud as the voice
Of many waters, when the wide sea raves Beneath the howling blast, with thunderous crash Of waves, when shake the fearful shipman’s knees; So thundered earth beneath their charging feet. Strife swooped on them : foe hurled himself on foe.
First did Aeneas of the Danaans slay Harpalion, Amelias’ scion, bom In far Boeotia of Amphinome,
Who came to Troy to help the Argive men With godlike Prothoenor. ’Neath his waist Aeneas stabbed; and reft sweet life from him.
Dead upon him he cast Thersarider’s son,
For the barbed javelin pierced through Hyllus’ throat
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ον τἑκε δῖ’ Άρέθουσα παρ ὕδασι Ληθαίοιο Κρήτῃ ἐν άμφιάΧφ* μίγα δ’ ηκαχεν Ίδομενἡμ.
Αὐτὰρ Πηλείδαο παῖς ΒνοκαίΒβκα φώτας Τρώων αυτίκ ὅλεσσβν υπ’ ἔγχεί πατρὺς ἐοῖο* 85 Κέβρον μὲν πρώτιστα και1Αρμονα Πασίθεὸν τε Κάμινον τε καὶ Ίμβράσιον 2%ἐδιὸν τε Φλὲγην τε Μνήσαιὁν τ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι καὶ Ἕννομον Ἀμφίνοὁν τε καὶ Φάσιν ἡδὲ Γαληνόν, ος οἰκία ναΐ€τάασκ€ Fapyapcp aiTreivf), μετά δ’ έπρεπε μαρναμένοισι 90 Τρωσὶν ἐνσθενέεσσι, κ/εν S’ ἅμ’ ἀπείρονι λαῷ ἐς Τροίην μάλα γὰρ οἱ υπβσγρτο πολλὰ καὶ ἐσθλὰ Δαρδανίδης Πρίαμος δώσειν πβρικαΧΧέα Βωρα, νήττιος· οὐδ’ ἄρ’ ἐφράσσαθ’ ἐὸν μάρον· ἢ γὰρ ἔμελλεν
ἐσσυμἐνως ὸλἐεσθαι ὺπ’ dpyaXeov ποΧέμοιο,	95
πρὶν δόμον ἐκ Τίριάμοιο ττβρικΧυτα Βώρα φβρβ-σθαι.
Και τότε Μοῖρ’ άϊΒηΧος έττέτραττεν Ἀργβίοισιν Eὐρυμἐνην, βταρον κρατβρόφρονος Αἰνείαο. ώρσε δέ οἱ μέγα θάρσος ὐπό φρένας, οφρα δαμάσσας
πολλοὺς αϊσιμον ήμαρ ἀναττλήσῃ υπ’ ὀλέθρῳ. 100 Βάμνατο δ’ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλον άνηΧέϊ θηρϊ ἐοικώς* οἱ δέ μιν οὐχ υττβμβιναν ἐφ’ ὑστατίῃ βιότοιο αίνον μαιμώωντι καί ον κ aXeyovTi μοροιο· καί νύ κεν ἔργον ἔρεξεν αττζίριτον ἐν δαὶ κείνη, εἰ μή οἱ χζϊρές τε κάμον και δούρατος αιχμή 105 πάμπαν ἀνεγνάμφθη* ξίφεος δέ οι οὐκέτι κώπη ἔσθενεν· ἀλλά μιν Αισα διἐκλασε* τὸν δ’ ὐπ’ ακοντι
τνψβ κατὰ στομάχοιο Μὲγης· ἀνὰ δ’ ίβΧυσζν αἷμα
ἐκ στόματος· τῷ δ’ αΐψα συν aXyei Μοίρα παρέσ τη.
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Whom Arethusa by Lethaeus bare
In Crete: sore grieved Idomeneus for his fall.
By this Peleides’ son had swiftly slain Twelve Trojan warriors with his father’s spear.
First Cebrus fell, Harmon, Pasitheus then, Hysminus, Schedius, and Imbrasius,
Phleges, Mnesaeus, Ennomus, Amphinomus,
Phasis, Galenus last, who had his home By Gargarus’ steep—a mighty warrior he Among Troy’s mighties: with a countless host To Troy he came : for Priam Dardanus’ son Promised him many gifts and passing fair.
Ah fool! his own doom never he foresaw,
Whose weird was suddenly to fall in fight Ere he bore home King Priam’s glorious gifts.
Doom the Destroyer against the Argives sped Valiant Aeneas’ friend, Eurymenes.
Wild courage spurred him on, that he might slay Many—and then fill death’s cup for himself.
Man after man he slew like some fierce beast,
And foes shrank from the terrible rage that burned On his life’s verge, nor recked of imminent doom. Yea, peerless deeds in that fight had he done,
Had not his hands grown weary, his spear-head Bent utterly : his sword availed him not,
Snapped at the hilt by Fate. Then Meges* dart Smote ’neath his ribs; blood spurted from his mouth,
And in death’s agony Doom stood at his side.
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Τοῦ δ’ ἄρ’ αιτοκταμενοιο δύω θεράποντες ’Επειοῦ	ΠΟ
Αηιλέων τε καὶ Αμφίων ἀπὸ τενχε ἑλέσθαι ώρμαινον τοὺς δ’ αὖτε θρασύ σθένος Αίνείαο Ζάμνατο μαίμώωντας οϊζνρώς περὶ νεκρω. ώς δ’ οτ ἐν οίνοπέΖω τις ἐπαίσσοντας οττώρη σφήκας τερσομενησι ττερϊ σταφυλή σ ι Ζαμάσσρ, 115 οι δ’ ἄρ’ άτΓοττνβίουσι ττάρος γεύσασθαι οττώρης* ως τοὺς αἷἡν’ ἐδάμασσε πρὶν ἔντεα ληίσσασθαι.
Τυδείδης δὲ Μἐνοντα καὶ ’Αμφίνοον κατεττεφνεν άμφω άμνμονε φώτβ* Πάρις δ’ ἕλε Αημολεοντα Ίππασιδην, ὺς πρόσθε ΑακωνίΖα γαῖαν εναιε	120
πὰρ προχοῇς ττοταμοϊο βαθνρρόον Εὐρώτασ, ήλυθε δ’ ἐς Τροίην υπ’ αρηιθοψ Μενελάῳ* καί ε Πάρις κατεττεφνε τυχὼν ὕπό μαζον οϊστψ δεξιὸν, ἐκ δὲ οι ἦτορ ἀπ ο μελεων εκέΖασσε.
Τεῦκρος δὲ Ζἐχιν εἷλε ττερικλυτον via Μέδοντος, 125 ος ρά τε ναυετάασκεν ἐνὶ Φρυγίῃ πολυμήλῳ ἄντρον ὑπὸ ζάθεον καλλίττλοκάμων Νυμφάων, ἦχί ποτ’ Ἐνδυμίωνα τταρνττνωοντα βόεσσνν νψόθεν αθρήσασα κατήλυθε Βία Σελήνη ουρανοθεν· δριμὺς γὰρ ἄγεν πόθος ήιθεοιο	130
άθανάτην περ εοΰσαν ακήρατον} ἦς ἔτι νῦν περ εὐνῆς σῆμα τετυκται ὑπο Ζρνσίν ἀμφὶ γὰρ αὐτῇ εκκεγυτ εν ξυλὐχοισι βοών γλάγος· οἱ δὲ νυ φω τες θηεΰντ εἰσέτι κείνο9 το yap μάλα τηλόθι φαίης ἔμμεναι είσορόων πολιὸν γάλα, κεῖνο δ’ ἶησι 135 λευκόν ΰΖωρ, καὶ βαών αττοττροθεν οτητοθ’ ϊ κη ται, πήγνυται άμφϊ ρεεθρα, πόλει δ’ ἄρα λάϊνον οὖδας.
Ἀλκαίῳ δ’ ἐπόρουσβ Μέγης Φυλήιος υἰὁς· καί ρά μιν άστταίρονσαν νττο κραΖίην εττερησεν ἐγχείη· τοῦ δ’ ὦκα λὕθη πολυήρατος αιών	140
οὐδέ μιν ἐκ ττολἑμοιο ττολυκλαύτοιο μολόντα 1 Zimmerman, ex Ρ, for πονἐουσαν with lacuna.
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Even as he fell, Epeius’ henchmen twain,
Deileon and Amphion, rushed to strip His armour; but Aeneas brave and strong Chilled their hot hearts in death beside the dead.
As one in latter summer ’mid his vines Kills wasps that dart about his ripening grapes,
And so, ere they may taste the fruit, they die;
So smote he them, ere they could seize the arms.
Menon and Amphinous Tydeides slew,
Both goodly men. Paris slew Hippasus’ son Demoleon/ who in Laconia’s land Beside the outfall of Eurotas dwelt,
The stream deep-flowing, and to Troy he came With Menelaus. Under his right breast The shaft of Paris smote him unto death,
Driving his soul forth like a scattering breath.
Teucer slew Zechis, Meckm’s war-famed son,
Who dwelt in Phrygia, land of myriad flocks,
Below that haunted cave of fair-haired Nymphs Where, as Endymion slept beside his kine,
Divine Selene watched him from on high,
And slid from heaven to earth ; for passionate love Drew down the immortal stainless Queen of Niglit. And a memorial of her couch abides Still ’neath the oaks; for mid the copses round Was poured out milk of kine ; and still do men Marvelling behold its whiteness. Thou wouldst say Far off that this was milk indeed, which is A well-spring of white water : if thou draw A little nigher, lo, the stream is fringed As though with ice, for white stone rims it round.
Rushed on Alcaeus Meges, Phyleus’ son,
And drave his spear beneath his fluttering heart. Loosed were the cords of sweet life suddenly,
And his sad parents longed in vain to greet
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καίπερ έεΧΒομενοι μογεροὶ Βεξαντο τοκήες,
Φύλλις ενζωνος καὶ Μάργασον, οἷ ρ’ ενεμοντο Ἀρπάσου ἀμφὶ ρέεθρα Βιεώέος, ος τ’ άΧεηεινως * Μαιάνδρῳ κελάδοντα ῄὁον καὶ ἀπείριτον οΙΒμα σνμφέρετ’ ήματα πάντα Χάβρω περὶ χεὑματι Θόων.
Γλαύκου δ’ ἐσθλὺν εταΐρον εϋμμεΧίην Σκυλακῆα υἰὺς ὈιΧἣος σχεδὸν οΰτασεν άντιάωντα βαιον ὑπὲρ σάκεος· διὰ δὲ πΧατνν ήΧασεν ωμόν αὐχμὴ ἀνιηρή· περὶ δ’ εβΧνσεν αίμα βοείῃ. ἀλλά μιν οὔτι Βάμασσεν* ἐπεί ἡά ἐ μορσιμον ἦμαρ δἐχνυτο νοστήσαντα φίΧης παρά τεί'χεσι πάτρη?· εὖτε γὰρ ’Ίλιον αἰπὺ θοοὶ διἐπερσαν Αχαιοί, δὴ πὸτ’ ἄρ’ ἐκ ποΧέμοιο φυγών Λυκίην άφίκανεν οἷος ανενθ* έτάρων* τον δ’ ἄστεος ἀγχι γυναῖκες άηρομεναι τεκέων σφετέρων υπέρ ἡδὲ καὶ άνΒρών εἴρονθ’· ος δ’ ἄρα τῆσι μάρον κατέΧεΡεν απάντων
* JN5 »/	£/	*	CN\ >	/	λ
αι ο αρα γερμαοιοισι περισταοον avepa κείνον Βάμναντ, οὐδ’ άπόνητο μοΧων ἐς πατρίδα νοστον, ἀλλά ὲ λᾶες ὕπερθε μέγα στενά'χοντα κάΧνψαν καί ρα οἱ ἐκ βεΧέων οΧοος περὶ τύμβος ἐτὐχθη παρ τέμενος καί σήμα κραταιοϋ ΒεΧΧεροφάντου, τω ἔνι κνΒαΧίμης Τιτηνίδος ἀγχόθι πέτρης· ἀλλ’ ὁ μὲν αϊσιμον ήμαρ άναπΧήσας υπ οΧέθρφ ύστερον ἐννεσίῃσιν ayavov ΛητοίΒαο τίεται ὦς τε θεὸς, φθινύθει δέ οἱ οὔποτε τιμή.
Ποίαντος δ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι πάις κτάνε Αηωνήα ἡδ’ Ἀντήνορος νίον ενμμεΧίην 'Κκάμαντα* ἄλλων 3’ αίζηων ύπεΒάμνατο πονΧνν ομιΧον* θῦνε γὰρ ἐν δηίοισιν άτειρει Ισος Ἀρηι ἢ ποταμφ κεΧάΒοντι, ος ερκεα μακρά Βαίζει πλημμυρών, ὅτε Χάβρον ορινομενος περί πέτραις 1 Zimmermaun, for ου άλεγεινφ of Koechly.
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That son returning from the woeful war To Margasus and Phyllis lovely-girt,
Dwellers by lucent streams of Harpasus,
Who pours the full blood of his clamorous flow Into Maeander madly rushing aye.
With Glaueus’ warrior-comrade Seylaceus Oileus’ son closed in the fight, and stabbed Over the shield-rim, and the cruel spear Passed through his shoulder, and drenched his shield with blood.
Howbeit he slew him not, whose day of doom . Awaited him afar beside the wall Of his own city; for when Ilium’s towers Were brought low by that swift avenging host Fleeing the war to Lycia then he came Alone ; and when he drew nigh to the town,
The thronging women met and questioned him Touching their sons and husbands; and he told How all were dead. They compassed him about, And stoned the man with great stones, that he died. So had he no joy of his winning home,
But the stones muffled up his dying groans,
And of the same his ghastly tomb was reared Beside Bellerophon’s grave and holy place In Tlos, nigh that far-famed Chimaera’s Crag.
Yet, though he thus fulfilled his day of doom,
As a God afterward men worshipped him By Phoebus’ hest, and never his honour fades.
Now Poeas’ son the while slew Deioneus And Acamas, Antenor s warrior son:
Yea, a great host of strong men laid he low.
On, like the War-god, through his foes he rushed, Or as a river roaring in full flood Breaks down long dykes, when, maddening round its rocks,
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ἐξ ορίων αλεγεινὰ μεμιημένος έρχεται ομβρφ, αέναος ττερ ίων καὶ ἀγάρροος, οὐδέ νυ τον γε εϊρ^ουσιν προβλήτες αάσπτετα τταφΧαζοντα* α>9 οὔτις Ποίαντος αηακΧειτον θρασύν via εσθενεν οφθαΧμοΐσιν ἰδὼν καὶ απωθε ττεΧασσαι' ἐν γάρ οἱ στέρνοισι μένος περιώσιον ἦεν. τεὐχεσι δ’ αμφεκεκαστο Βαίφρονος 'ΗρακΧήος ΒαιΒαΧέοις· περὶ γάρ οἱ ἐνὶ ζωστὴρ ι φαεινῷ άρκτοι ἔσαν βΧοσνραΙ καί άναιΒέες· άμφϊ δὲ θῶες σμερΒαΧέοι, καὶ Xvypov ὐπ’ οφρύσι μειΒιόωσαι πορδάλιες* των ὃ’ ἄγχι Χνκοι ἔσαν οβριμοθυμοι καί σύες apyioBov τες ευ σ θενέες τε Χέοντες έκττάηΧως ζωοϊσιν εοικοτες· ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη ὐσμῖναι ενέκειντο μετ apyaXeoio φὁνοιο* δαίδαλα μέν οἱ τόσσα ττερί ζωστήρα τίτνκτο. αΧΧα δέ οι γωρντος αττείριτος αμφεκέκαστο' ἐν μεν ἔην Διὸς υίὸς ἀελλοπόδης Ἑρμείης Ίναχο υ ἀμφὶ ρέεθρα κατακτείνων μέγα ν Ἀργον, Ἀργον, ος οφθαΧμοΐσιν ἀμοιβαδὸν νττνώεσκεν ἐν δὲ βίη Φαἐθοντος ἀνὰ ἡὁον Ἠριδανοῖο βΧήμενος έκ Βίφροιο* καταδομένης δ’ ἄρα γαίης ώς ἐτεὸν περ ἄητο μέΧας ἐνὶ ἡἐρι καπνὸς*
Περσεὺς δ’ αντίθεος βΧοσνρην εδάϊζε ΜέΒονσαν, άστρων ῄχι Χοετρα πόλει καὶ τέρματα γαίης ττηηαί τ’ ωκεανοΐο βαθυρροον, ἕνθ’ ακάμαντι ηεΧίψ Βννοντι συνέρχεται εσττερίη νύξ* ἐν δὲ καὶ άκαμάτοιο μέγας πάις ’Ιαττετοῖο Καύκασου ηΧιβάτοιο τταρηώρητο κοΧώνη δεσμῷ ἐν άρρήκτω* κειρεν Be οι αἰετὸς ἧπαρ αἰὲν άεζόμενον 6 δ’ ἄρα στενάχοντι εωκει. καὶ τὰ μὲν ὰρ τενζαντο κΧυταΙ χέρες Έίφαίστοιο οβρίμψ ἨρακΧῆι· ὁ δ’ ωττασε τταιΒΙ φορήναι ΤΙοίαντος* μάλα γάρ οἱ όμωροφιος φίΧος ἦεν.
Αὐτὰρ ὁ κυΒιοων ἐν τενχεσι Βάμνατο λαούς.
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Down from the mountains swelled by rain it pours An ever-flowing mightily-rushing stream Whose foaming crests over its forelands sweep;
So none who saw him even from afar Dared meet renowned Poeas’ valiant soil,
Whose breast with battle-fury was fulfilled,
Whose limbs were clad in mighty Hercules’ arms Of cunning workmanship; for on the belt Gleamed bears most grim and savage, jackals fell, And panthers, in whose eyes there seems to lurk A deadly smile. There were fierce-hearted wolves, And boars with flashing tusks, and mighty lions All seeming strangely alive ; and, there portrayed Through all its breadth, were battles murder-rife. With all these marvels covered was the belt;
And with yet more the quiver was adorned.
There Hermes was, storm-footed Son of Zeus, Slaying huge Argus nigh to Inachus’ streams, Argus, whose sentinel eyes in tum took sleep.
And there was Phaethon from the Sun-car hurled Into Eridanus. Earth venly seemed Ablaze, and black smoke hovered on the air.
There Perseus slew Medusa gorgon-eyed By the stars’ baths and utmost bounds of earth And fountains of deep-flowing Ocean, where Night in the far west meets the setting sun.
There was the Titan Iapetus’ great son Hung from the beetling crag of Caucasus In bonds of adamant, and the eagle tare His liver unconsumed—he seemed to groan 1 All these Hephaestus’ cunning hands had wrought For Hercules; and these to Poeas’ son,
Most near of friends and dear, he gave to bear.
So glorying in those arms he smote the foe.
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όψβ Se οι εττόρονσε Π ἄρις, στονόβντας διστονς νωμών ἐν χβίρεσσι μετὰ ηναμτττοιο βιοῖο θαρσαΧέως' τῷ γὰρ ρα συνήιεν ύστατον ημαρ. ἦκε δ’ ἀπὸ νευρἣφι θοὺν βέΧος* ἡ δ’ ίάχησεν 210 ίοῦ ἀπεσσυμἐνοιο* τὺ δ’ οὐχ ἄλιον φὑγε χειρῶν* καί ἡ’ αὐτοῦ μὲν άμαρτεν άΧεναμένον μάλα τντθον, ἀλλ’ εβαΧεν ΚΧεὁδωρον ἀγακλειτόν περ έόντα βαιον ὑπὲρ μαζοΐο, διήλασε δ’*ἄχρις ἐς ὦμον* οὐ γὰρ ἔχεν σάκος εὐρν, τό οι Xvypov εσχεν όλεθρόν	215
ἀλΧ’ ὅ γε γυμνὸς ἐὼν άνεχάζετο* τοῦ γὰρ ἀπ’ ώμων ΤΙονΧνδάμας ἀπάραξε σάκος τεΧαμώνα δαίξας βουπλῆγι στιβαρω* 6 δ’ έχάσσατο μαρνάμενός περ αἰχμῇ ἀνιηρῇ* στονὁεις δέ οἱ ἔμπεσεν ἰὸς ἄλλοθεν άίξας* ως yap νν ττον ήθεΧε δαίμων 220 θήσειν αίνον ολέθρου ενφρονος νίέι Αέρνον, ον τέκετ’ Ἀμφιάλη Ῥοδίων ἐν πίονι γαίη.
Τὸν δ’ ως οὖν ἐδάμασσε Πάρι? στονὁεντι βεΧέμνω,
δὴ τότε που Ποίαντος άμνμονος δβριμος νιος ἐμμεμαὼς θοὰ τὁξα τιταίνων οι μὲγ’ ἀύτει·	22ο
“ ὦ κύον, ὼς σοι ἔχωγε φόνον και κήρ’ άίδηΧον δώσω, ἐπεί νὑ μοι άντα ΧϊΧαίεαι ίσοφαρίζειν' καί κεν άναττνενσονσιν, ὅσοι πόθεν εινβκα Xvypov τείροντ’ ἐν ττοΧέμω· τάχα γὰρ Χνσις ἔπσετ όΧέθρον
ἐνθάδε σεῖο θανόντος, ἐπεί σφισι πῆμα τἐτυξαι.” 230
ΛΏς εἰπὼν νευρὴν μὲν ενστροφον ἀγχόθι μαζού εἴρυσε, κνκΧώθη δὲ κέρας, καὶ ἀμείλιχος ἰὸς ίθύνθη, τόξον δ’ αἰνὴ νττερέσχεν άκωκη τντθον ὐπ’ αίζηοΐο βίτρ peya δ’ € βράχε νενρη ιον άττεσσνμένοιο δνσηχέος· οὐδ’ ἀφάμαρτε δῖος ἀνήρ· τοῦ Β’ οὔτι λύθη κέαρ, άΧΧ' ἔτι θυμω
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But Paris at the last to meet him sprang Fearlessly, bearing in his hands his bow And deadly arrows—but his latest day Now met hiinself. A flying shaft lie sped Forth from the string, which sang as leapt the dart, Which flew not vainly : yet the very mark It missed, for Philoctetes swerved aside A hair-breadth, and it smote above the breast Cleodorus war-renowned, and cleft a path Clear through his shoulder; for he had not now The buckler broad which wont to fence from death Its bearer, but was falling back from fight,
Being shieldless ; for Polydainas’ massy lance Had cleft the shoulder-belt whereby his targe Hung, and he gave back therefore, fighting still With stubborn spear. But now the arrow of death Fell on him, as from ambush leaping forth.
For so Fate willed, I trow, to bring dread doom On noble-hearted Lernus’ scion, born Of Ampliiale, in Rhodes the fertile land.
But soon as Poeas’ battle-eager son Marked him by Palis’ deadly arrow slain,
Swiftly he strained his bow, shouting aloud:
“ Dog! I will give thee death, will speed thee down To the Unseen Land, who darest to brave me!
And so shall they have rest, who travail now For thy vile sake. Destruction shall have end When thou art dead, the author of our bane.”
Then to his breast he drew the plaited cord.
The great bow arched, the merciless shaft was aimed
Straight, and the terrible point a little peered Above the bow, in that constraining grip.
Loud sang the string, as the death-hissing shaft Leapt, and missed not: yet was not Paris’ heart Stilled, but his spirit yet was strong in him;
F F 2
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ἔσθενεν ον yap οι τότε καίριος ἔμπεσεν Ιός, ἀλλὰ παρόθρισβ χειρὸς ἐπιγράβδην %ρία καλὸν. ἐξαῦτις δ’ ὅ γε τὁξα τιτύσκετο* τὸν δὲ παραφθὰς ἰῷ όνηΧώχινι βάλεν βονβώνος ὓπερθε	240
Ποίαντος φίλος υἱὁς* ὁ δ’ οὐκέτι μίμνε μἀγεσθαι, ἀλλὰ θοῶς άττόρουσζ, κνων ως, ος τε λέοντα ταρβησας χάσσηται ἐπεσσύμενος τὺ πάροιθεν* ὼς ὅ 7ε λευγαλἑῃσι πβπαρμόνος ητορ ἀνίῃς χάξετ’ ἀπὸ πτοΧόμοιο. σννβκΧονόοντο Be Χαοϊ 245 ἀλλήλους ὸλἐκοντες· iv αΐματι δ’ έπλ,ετο δἣρις κτ€ΐνομΑνων ὲκάτερθε· νεκροί δ’ ἐπἐκειντο νέκυσσι πανσυδίῃ ἡνεκάδεσσιν όοικότ6ς ἡὲ χαΧάζτ) ἣ χιόνος νιφάΒβσσιν, ὅτ’ ον pea μάκρα καί ὕλη ν Ζηνός υπ’ ἐννεσίῃς ξόφνρος καί χεῖμα irakvver 250 ως οἶ γ’ άμφοτόρωθβν άνηΧόί Κηρὶ δαμἐντες αθρόοι άΧΧ'ήΧοισι δεδουπότες άμφβχόοντο.
Αἰνὰ δ’ ἀνεστενάχιξε Πάρις· περὶ δ’ ἕλκεῖ θυμὸν
τείρετο· τον δ’ αΧνοντα τάχ αμφ€ττον ἰητἣρες.
Τρῶες δ’ εἰς Ιον ἄστυ κίον Δαναοὶ δ’ ἐπὶ νὴας 255 κνανέας αφίκοντο θοῶς* τοὺς γὰρ ὑμ κνΒοιμον νὺξ ἀπέπαυσε μόΧαινα, μόηον δ’ ἐξείλετο ηνίων ύπνον ἐπὶ βΧ€φάροι<η πόνον άΧκτήρα χέασα. ἀλΧ’ οὐχ ύπνος Ιμαρπτε θοὸν Πάριν ἄχρις ἐς ήώ· οὐ γάρ οἴ τις ἄλαλ/τε ΧΐΧαιομόνων περ άμννβιν 260 παντοίοις ἀκέεσσιν, ἐπεί ρά οἷ αϊσιμον ἦεν Οἰνώνης ὑπὸ χερσὶ μάρον καλ κήρας άΧνξαι, ἣν ἐθὲλῃ* ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ αΐψα θ€οπροπίτ)σι πιθησας ή lev ον κ ἐθέλω ν ὸλοὴ δὲ μιν rjyev άνάηκη κονριΒίης εἰς ὦπα· Χυηροί ye μὲν ἀντιώρντες 265 κὰκ κορνφής ορνι0€ς avreov, οι $ ἀνὰ χεῖρα
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For that first arrow was not winged with death :
It did but graze the fair flesh by his wrist.
Then once again the avenger drew the bow,
And the barbed shaft of Poeas’ son had plunged,
Ere he could swerve, ’twixt flank and groin. No more
He abode the fight, but swiftly hasted back As hastes a dog which on a lion rushed At first, then fleeth terror-stricken back.
So he, his very heart with agony thrilled,
Fled from the war. Still clashed the grappling hosts,
Man slaying man: aye bloodier waxed the fray As rained the blows : corpse upon corpse was flung Confusedly, like thunder-drops, or flakes Of snow, or hailstones, by the wintry blast At Zeus’ behest strewn over the long hills And forest-boughs ; so by a pitiless doom Slain, friends with foes in heaps on heaps were strown.
Sorely groaned Paris; with the torturing wound Fainted his spirit. Leeches sought to allay His frenzy of pain. But now drew back to Troy The Trojans, and the Danaans to their ships Swiftly returned, for dark night put an end To strife, and stole from men’s limbs weariness, Pouring upon their eyes pain-healing sleep.
But through the livelong night no sleep laid hold On Paris : for his help no leech availed,
Though ne’er so willing, with his salves. His weird Was only by Oenone’s hands to escape Death’s doom, if so she willed. Now he obeyed The prophecy, and he went—exceeding loth,
But grim necessity forced him thence, to face The wife forsaken. Evil-boding fowl Shrieked o’er his head, or darted past to left,
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σκαιὴν άίσσοντες* ὁ δὲ σφεας ἄλλοτε μεν που δείδιεν είσορόων, ὁτὲ δ’ άκράαντα πότεσθαι ἔΧπετο* τοι δὲ οἱ αίνον υπ αλγεσι φαϊνον όλεθρόν. ἷξε δ’ ἐς ΟΙνώνην ερικυδέα* τον δ’ ἐσιδοῦσαι 270 άμφίπολοι θάμβησαν άόΧλέες ἡδὲ και μύτη Οἰνὼ νη· ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ αιψα πέσεν παρά ποσσι γυναικός, [λυγρῇ ὕπ’ ώτειλτ) δεδμημένος, ἦ οἱ ἄεξεν) άμφϊ μέλαιν εφνπερθε καί ἔνδοθι μἐχρις ίκέσθαι μυελόν ἐς λιπόωντα δι’ οστέου, οΰνεκα νηδὺν φάρμακον αίνον επυθε κατ ούτάμενον χρόα φωτός.	275
τείρετο δὲ στυγερή βεβολημένος ἦτορ ὰνίῃ* ως δ’ ὅτε τι? νούσω τε καί άργαλέη μέγα δίψῃ αίθόμενος κραδίην άδινόν κέαρ αύαίνηται, ον τε περιζείονσα χολή φλέγει, άμφϊ δὲ νωθὴς ψυχή οι πεπότητ ἐπὶ χείλεσιν αναλέοισιν	280
άμφότερον βίοτον τε καί νδατος ίμείρουσα· ὼς τον υπό στέρνοισι καταίθετο θυμός ἀν/η* καί ρ* όλιγοδρανέων τοΐον ποτὶ μύθον εειπεν·
“ ώ γύναι αιδοίη, μη δή νύ με τειρόμενόν περ έχθήρης, ἐπεὶ ἄρ σε πάρος λίπον εν μεγάροισι 285 χήρην, οὺκ εθέλων περ* ἄγον δὲ με Κἣρες άφυκτοι εις 'Ελένην, ἦς εἴθε πάρος λεχέεσσι μιγήναι σῇσιν ἐν άγκοίνησι θανων από θυμόν ολεσσα. ἀλλ’ ἄγε, πρός τε θεῶν, οἴ τ’ ουρανόν άμφινέ-μονται,
πρός τε τεῶν λεχέων και κουριδίης φιλότητος, 290 ήπιον ενθεο θυμόν, ἄχος δ’ ὰλεγεινὺν άλαλκε φάρμακ άλεξησοντα καθ' ελκεος ούλομένοιο θεΐσα, τα μοι μεμόρηται άπωσέμεν άλγεα θύμον, ἣν εθέλης* σῇσιν γὰρ ἐπὶ φρεσίν, εϊτε σαώσαι μηδεαι εκ θανάτοιο δνσηχέος, εϊτε και ούκί*	295
ἀλλ’ ελέαιρε τάχιστα καί ώκυμόρων σθένος Ιων ίξάκεσ, εως μοι ἔτ’ ἀμφὶ μένος καὶ γυῖα τέθηλε*
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Still as he went. Now, as he looked at them,
His heart sank; now hope whispered, ^ Haply vain Their bodings are! ”—but on their wings were borne
Visions of doom that blended with his pain.
Into Oenone’s presence thus he came.
Amazed her thronging handmaids looked on him As at the Nymph’s feet that pale suppliant fell Faint with the anguish of his wound, whose pangs Stabbed him through brain and heart, yea, quivered through
His very bones, for that fierce venom crawled Through all his inwards with corrupting fangs;
And his life fainted in him agony-thrilled.
As one with sickness and tormenting thirst Consumed, lies parched, with heart quick-shuddering,
With liver seething as in flame, the soul,
Scarce conscious, fluttering at his burning lips, Longing for life, for water longing sore ;
So was his breast one fire of torturing pain.
Then in exceeding feebleness he spake :
<c O reverenced wife, tum not from me in hate For that I left thee widowed long ago 1 Not of my will I did it: the strong Fates Dragged me to Helen —oh that I had died Ere I embraced her—in thine arms had died !
Ah, by the Gods I pray, the Lords of Heaven,
By all the memories of our wedded love,
Be merciful l Banish my bitter pain:
Lay on iny deadly wound those healing salves Which only can, by Fate’s decree, remove This torment, if thou wilt. Thine heart must speak My sentence, to be saved from death or no.
Pity me—oh, make haste to pity me !
This venom’s might is swiftly bringing death !
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μηδὲ τί με ζήλοιο Xvypov μεμνημἐνη ἔμπη? καλλείψης θανέεσθαι άμειλίκτφ ὓπὺ ττότμψ πὰρ ποσὶ σοῖσι πεσὸντα* Λιταῖς δ’ ἀποθύμια
ρ έξεις,	300
αἵ ρα καὶ αύται Ζηνος epiyhoviroio θύyaτpες εἰσί, καἱ άνθρώττοισιν ύττερφιάλοις κοτέουσαι εξόταθε στονὁεσσαν ἐπιθύνουσιν Ἕριννὺυ καὶ χόλον, ἀλλὰ σύ, πότνα, κακὰ? ἀπὸ Κῆρας ἔρυκε
εσσυμένως, εἰ καί τι τταρηλιτον άφραδίησιν” 305 Ιις αρ εφη· τῆς ο ουτι φρενας παρεττεισε κελαινάς,
ἀλλά ἑ κερτομέουσα μἑγ άχννμενον προσἑειπε*
“ τίπτε μοι ειληλουθας εναντίον, ήν ρα πάροιθεν κάλλιττες ἐν μεyάpoισιv ἀάσπετα κωκυουσαν εϊνεκα Τυνδαρίδος ττολνκηδέος, ἦ παριανων	310
τέρπεο καγχαλὁων, ἐπεὶ ἦ πολὺ φερτερη ἐστὶν τῆς σὲο κουριδίης* την yap φάτις ἔμμεν ay η ρω* κείνην εσσυμένως yoυvάζeo, μηδὲ νύ μοι περ δακρυόεις ελεεινά καί aXyivoevTa τταραυδα* αι γάρ μοι μέγα θηρος ύττο κραδίη μένος εϊη	315
δαρδάψαι σέο σάρκας, έπειτα δὲ θ’ αἷμα λαφύξαι, οἷά με ττηματ ίopyaς άτασθαλίησι ττ ιθ ή σας-σχέτλιε, ποῦ νύ τοι ἐστιν ευστέφανος Κυθὲρεια; πῇ δὲ πόλει γαμβρόῖο λελασμένος ακάματος Ζευς; τους εχ άοσσητήρας* ἐμων δ’ ἀπὸ τῆλε μελά-
θρων	320
χάζεο, και μακάρεσσι καί άνδράσι πήμ άλεηεινόν* σεῖο γὰρ είνεκ , άλιτρέ, καί αθανάτους ἕλε πένθος, τοὺς μὲν ἐφ’ νίωνοις, τους δ’ υἱάσιν όλλυμένοισιν. αλλά μοι ερρε δόμο ω καί εἰς Ἑλἐνην άφίκανε, ἦς σε χρεών ννκτός τε καί ηματος άσχαλόωντα 325 τρύζειν πὰρ λεχέεσσι ττ ετταρμόνον oKyel Xvyptp, el σ ό κε σ* ίηνειεν άνιηρων οδννάωνΓ 440
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Heal me, while life yet lingers in my limbs ! Remember not those pangs of jealousy,
Nor leave me by a cruel doom to die Low fallen at thy feet! This should offend The Prayers, the Daughters of the Thunderer Zeus, Whose anger followeth unrelenting pride With vengeance, and the Erinnys executes Their wrath. My queen, I sinned, in folly sinned; Yet from death save me—oh, make haste to save! ” So prayed he ; but her darkly-brooding heart Was steeled, and her words mocked his agony: ee Thou comest unto ine 1—thou, who didst leave Erewhile a wailing wife in a desolate home I—
Didst leave her for thy Tyridarid darling ! Go,
Lie laughing in her arms for bliss ! She is better Than thy true wife—is, rumour saith, immortal! Make haste to kneel to her—but not to me!
Weep not to me, nor whimper pitiful prayers !
Oh that mine heart beat with a tigress’ strength, That I might tear thy flesh and lap thy blood For all the pain thy folly brought on ine !
Vile wretch! where now is Love’s Queen glory-crowned ?
Hath Zeus forgotten bis daughter’s paramour ?
Have them for thy deliverers ! Get thee hence Far from my dwelling, curse of Gods and men !
Yea, for through thee, thou miscreant, sorrow caine On deathless Gods, for sons and sons’ sons slain. Hence from my threshold!—to thine Helen go! Agonize day and night beside her bed :
There whimper, pierced to the heart with cruel pangs,
Until she heal thee of thy grievous pain/’
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Λί1ς φαμένη ηοοωντα φίλων ἀπἐπεμπβ μέλαθρον,
νηπίη· οὐδ’ ἄρ’ ἐφράσσαθ’ ἐὸν μορον* ἦ γαρ ἔμελλον
κρίνον ἀποφθιμἐνοιο καὶ αὐτῇ Κῆρες ἔπεσθαι 330 ἐσσυμἐνως· ὼς γάρ °ί έττέκΧωσεν Διὸς Αισα. τον δ’ ἄρ’ ἀπεσσὑμενον Χασίης ὑπὲρ ἄκρια? ’Ίδης οἷμον ἐς έσχατιήν, ὅθι μιν μόρος αἰνὸς ἄγεσκε1	332α
Xuypov εττισκάζοντα και άχνύμενον μέγα θυμῷ Ἠρη τ’ εἰσενὁησε καὶ άμβροτον η το ρ Ι άνθη, # εζομενη κατ’ Ὄλυμπον, ὅπη Διὸς ἔπλετ’ ἅλα)ή. 335 καί ρά οἱ ἀμφίπολοι πίσυρες σχεδόν έδριόωντο, τὰς ποτ’ ἄρ’ Ἠελίῳ χαροττη δμηθεῖσα ΧεΧηνη γείνατ’ ἀν’ ουρανον εύρνν άτεφέας, οὐδὲν όμοιας ἀλ-λήλαις· μορφή δὲ διέκριθεν ἄλλη ἀπ’ ἄλλης* [πρώτη μὲν θὲρεος καματώδεος ἔλλ·αχβ μοῖραν,] ἡ δ’ Ιτἑρη χειμώνι καί αΐηοκ,ζρηι μέμηΧε*	340
[ειαρι δ’ αὖ τριτάτη, τετράτη δ’ ἐπιτέρπετ’ ὸπώρῃἦ τέτρασι yap μοίρησι βροτών διαμείβεται αιών, ὰς κεῖναι ἐφἔπουσιν ἀμοιβαδὸν* ἀλλὰ τὰ μέν που αὐτῷ Ζηνὶ μέΧοιτο κατ’ ουρανον αι δ’ δάριζον οτττΓοσα Xoiyioς Αἶσα περὶ φρεσὶν οὐλομἐνῃσι μήδετο, Τυνδαρίδος στυγερόν yάμov εντννουσα 345 Αηιφοβω, καί μῆνιν άνιηρην Ἑλἐνοιο καὶ χόΧον ἀμφὶ γυναικος, ὅπως τε μιν υἷες Αχαιών
ημεΧΧον μάρψαντες ἐν ύψηΧοΐσιν' ορεσσι χω δ μεν ον Τρώεσσι θοὰς ἐπὶ νῆας ἄγεσθαι, ως τε οἱ ἐννεσίῃσι κραταιου Τυδἐος υιός	350
εσπομένου Ὀδυσῆος ὑπὲρ μέγα τεῖχος ὸρούσας ἈΧκαθὁῳ στονδεντα φέρειν ήμεΧΧεν οΧεθρον ἁρπάξας εθέΧουσαν εόφρονα ΎpiToyeveiav, ή τ ερυμα πτδΧιδς τε καὶ αυτών ἔπλετο Τρώων 1 Verse supplied by Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
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οὐδὲ 7ὰρ οὐδὲ θεῶν τις ἀπειρἐσιον χαΧβττηνας 355 ἔσθενεν οΧβιον ἄστυ Βιαπραθέειν ΐίριάμοιο ἀθανάτης ἔμπροσθεν άκηδέος ἐμβεβαυίης· οὐδὲ οἱ αμβροτον είδος έτβκτηναντο σιΒηρφ ἀνέρες, ἀλλά μιν αντος ἀπ’ O ὐλύμποιο Κ ρονιών κάββα\€ν ἐς Πριάμοιο ττοΧνχρύσοιο ιτοΧηα.	360
Καὶ τὰ μὲν ὼς όάριζε Διὸς δάμαρ αμφιττόΧοισιν, ἅλλα τε πὁλλ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι. Πάριν δ’ ἄρα θυμός ἐν ν%
κάλλιπεν, οὐδ’ Ἑλἐνη μιν ἐσἐδρακε νοστήσαντα* ἀμφὶ δέ μιν Νύμφαι μέγ’ ἐκώκυον, οὕνεκ’ ἄρ’ αὐτοῦ
εἰσέτι που μέμνηντο κατ α φρίνας, οσσα πάροιθεν 365 ἐξέτι νηττιάχοιο συναηρο μόνης όάριζβ· συν δέ σφιν μύροντο βοών θοοί αηροιωται άγννμενοι κατα θυμόν ἐπεστενἀγοντο δὲ βήσσαι.
Καὶ τότε δὴ Τίριάμοιο ττοΧντΧητοιο ηυναικί δεινόν Ἀλεξάνδροιο μόρον φάτο βουκόλος ἀνήρ* 370 τῆς δ’ αφαρ, ως ἐσάκουσε, τρόμφ ττβριτταΚΧετο θυμὸς,
γυῖα δ’ υττ€κ\άσ θησαν ἔπος δ’ όΧοφύρατο τ ο ιον*
“ ὼλεὁ μοι, φίλε τέκνον, ἐμοὶ δ’ ἐπὶ ττένθβί πένθος
καΧΧιττες αἰὲν αφυκτον, ἐπεὶ πολὺ φέρτατος ἄλλων
παίδων Ισκες ἐμεῖο μεθ’ Ἕκτοραι τῷ νύ σε λυγρὴ 375 κΧαύσομαι, εἰσόκε μοι κραΒίη evi πάλλεται ἦτορ· ου γὰρ ἄνευ μακάρων τάδε πασχομεν, ἀλλά τις Α ισα
/ιήδετο Xoiyia ἔργα, τὰ μὴ ὼφειλον ὸτλἣσαι, ἀλλ’ ἔθανον τὺ Ίτάροιθβν ἐν ειρήνη τε καὶ ὅλ/3ῳ*
[νῦν δ* ἐπὶ ττήματι πῆμα μετ’ ομμασι Βέρκομαι αἰεὶ]
ἐλπομἐνη καὶ ἔτ’ ἄλλα κακώτερα θηησασθαι,
444
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Yea, for not even a God, how wroth soe’er,
Had power to lay the City of Priam waste While that immortal shape stood warder there.
No man had carven that celestial form,
But Cronos’ Son himself had cast it down From heaven to Priam’s gold-abounding burg.
Of these things with her handmaids did the Queen
Of Heaven hold converse, and of many such,
But Paiis, while they talked, gave up the ghost On Ida : never Helen saw him more.
Loud wailed the Nymphs around him ; for they still Remembered how their nursling wont to lisp His childish prattle, compassed with their smiles. And with them mourned the neatherds light of foot, Sorrowful-hearted; moaned the mountain-glens.
Then unto trkvail-burdened Priam’s queen A herdman told the dread doom of her son.
Wildly her trembling heart leapt when she heard; With failing limbs she sank to earth and wailed:
“ Dead !—thou dead, O dear child ! Grief heaped on grief
Hast thou bequeathed me, grief eternal! Best Of all my sons, save Hector alone, wast thou I While beats my heart, my grief shall weep for thee. The hand of Heaven is in our sufferings :
Some Fate devised our ruin - oh that I Had lived not to endure it, but had died In days of wealthy peace! But now I see Woes upon woes, and ever look to see
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παῖδας μὲν κταμενους, κεράιζομενην δὲ πόληα καὶ πυρὶ δαιομὲνην Αανα&ν νττο καρτεροθύμων, σὐν τε νυοὺς θὑγατράς τε μετὰ Τρωῇσι καὶ άλλαις
ελκομενας ἅμα παισὶ Βορυκτητφ ὐπ’ ἀνἀγκῃ.”
ΛίΙς φάτο κωκύονσα· πόσις δὲ οἷ οὖ τι πὲπυστο* 385 ἀλλ’ ὀ παρ’ Ἕκτορο? ἦστο τάφω ἐπὶ Βάκρυα χεύων,
ουνεκ άριστος ἔην καὶ ἐρὐετο Βονρατι πάτρην τοῦ πέρι ττενκαλίμας άχέων φ ρίνας ου τι πἐπυστο. ἀλλί Ἕλἐνη μάλα πολλὰ Βιηνεκεως γοὁωσα άλλα μὲν ἐν Τρώεσσιν άύτεεν, ἄλλα δὲ οἱ κῆρ 390 ἐν κραδίῃ psveaive· φίλον δ’ ἀνὰ θύμον eernev'
“ ὰνερ, ἐμοὶ καὶ Τρωσὶ καὶ αὐτῷ σοι μίγα πῆμα, ὦλεο λενγαλέως* ἐμὲ δ’ ἐν στυγερή κακοτητι καλΚνττες ἐλπομὲνην όλοώτερα ττηματ ΙΒέσθαι· ως οφελόν μ '*Αρττυιαι άνηρείψαντο ττάροιθεν, 305 ὁππότε σοίγ’ ἐπὁμην ὸλοῇ ὑπὸ δαίμονος Αἴσῃ· νυν δ’ ἄρα καὶ σοι πῆμα θεοὶ Βόσαν ἡδ’ ἐμοὶ αὐτῇ αἰνομὁρῳ· Πάντες δέ μ’ ἀάσπετον ἐρρίγασι, πάντες ο εχθαιρονσιν εμον κέαρ· οὐδὲ πῃ οἶδα ἐκφυγέε ιν· εἰ γὰρ κε ψύγω Αανα&ν ἐς ο μύλον,	400
αύτίκ άεικίσσουσιν εμον Βεμας* el Be kg μίμνω,
Τρῶες καὶ Τρωαί με περισταδὸν ἄλλοθεν άλλοι αἶψα Βιαρραίσουσι* νεκνν δ’ οὐ γαῖα καλύψει, ἀλλὰ κύνες Βάψονσι και οΙωνων θοά φύλα· ώς οφελόν μ ελεν Αισα,1 πάρος τάδε ττηματ
ΙΒέσθαι405 Λ£1ς ἔφατ’, οὔτι γοωσα πόσιν τόσον, ότπτόσον «. αυτής
μνρετ άλιτροσύνης μεμνημἐνη· ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρωαὶ ώς κείνον στενάχοντο, μετὰ φ pea ι δ’ ἄλλα με-νοίνων,
1 Zimmermann, for μ’ ἐδάμασσε of Koechly.
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Worse things—my children slain, my city sacked And burned with fire by stony-hearted foes, Daughters, sons’ wives, all Trojan women, haled Into captivity with our little ones ! ”
So wailed she; but the King heard naught thereof,
But weeping ever sat by Hector’s grave,
For most of all his sons he honoured him,
His mightiest, the defender of his land.
Nothing of Paris knew that pierced heart;
But long and loud lamented Helen; yet Those wails were but for Trojan ears ; her soul With other thoughts was busy, as she cried: Husband, to me, to Troy, and to thyself A bitter blow is this thy woeful death !
In misery hast tliou left me, and I look To see calamities more deadly yet.
Oh that the Spirits of the Storm had snatched Me from the earth when first I fared with thee Drawn by a baleful Fate! It might not be;
The Gods have meted ruin to thee and me.
With shuddering horror all men look on me,
All hate me ! Place of refuge is there none For me ; for if to the Danaan host I fly,
With torments will they greet me. If I stay,
Troy’s sons and daughters here will compass me And rend me. Earth shall cover not my corpse,
But dogs and fowl of ravin shall devour.
Oh had Fate slain me ere I saw these woes ! ”
So cried she : but for him far less she mourned Than for herself, remembering her own sin.
Yea, and Troy’s daughters but in semblance wailed For him : of other woes their hearts were full.
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αἱ μὲν ὑπὲρ τοκίων μεμνημίναι, at δὲ καί άνδρών, at δ’ άρ υπέρ παίδων, at δὲ γ νωτών εριτίμων*
Οἴη δ’ ἐκ θυμοῖο δαίζετο κνδαλίμοιο OΙνώνψ ἀλλ’ οὔτι μετὰ Ύρωησιν εοϋσα κώκνεν, άλ,κ’ ὰπάνευθεν ἐνὶ σφετίροισι μελάθροις κεῖτο βαρύ στ βράχονσα παλαιού λεκτρψ1 άκοίτεω. οΐη δ’ ἐν ζυλόχοισι περιτρἐφεται κρύσταλλος αίπυτάτων ορίων, ἧ τ’ άγκεα πολλὰ παλύνει χευαμίνη ζέφυρο eo καταιγίσιν* [ἡ δ’ ἄρ’ υπ’ Εὓρῳ Ἠελίῳ τε χιών κατατηκεται] άμφϊ δὲ μακραϊ άκριες ὐδρηλῇσι κατειβόμεναι λιβάδεσσι δεύονθ\ ἡ δὲ νάπησιν ἀπειρεσίη περ εούσα πίδακος εσσυμίνης κρνερόν περιτηκεται ύδωρ· ως ἦ γ’ άσχαλόωσα μίγα στυγερή ὐπ’ άνίη τηκετ άκηχεμίνη πόσιος περὶ κουριδίοιο. αἰνὰ δ’ άναστενάγουσα φίλον προσελίξατο θυμόν· “ ὦ μοι άτασθαλίης, ω μοι στυγερού βιότοιο, τ) πόσιν αμφ αγάπη σ α δυσάμμορον, ᾤ σὺν ἐώλπειν γήραι τειρομένη βίοτον κλυτόν ουδόν ίκίσθαι αίεν όμοφρονέουσα· θεοὶ δ’ ετερωσε βάλοντο* ως μ’ οφελόν ποτε Κῆρες άνηρείψαντο μελαίναι, ὁππότε νόσφιν ίμελλον ἈΧεξάνδροιο πίλεσθαι· αλλά καί ει ζωός μ ελιπεν, μίγα τλήσομαι εργον άμφ’ αὐτῷ θανεειν, ἐπεὶ οὔτι μοι εναδεν ηώς”
Λί1ς φαμίνης ελεεινά κατά βλεφάροιιν εχνντο δάκρυα, κουριδίοιο δ’ άναπλησαντος όλεθρόν μνωομίνη, άτε κηρός ὑπαὶ πυρί, τήκετο λάθρη, άζετογάρ πάτερα σφόν ἰ8’ άμφιπόλους εὐπἐπλους, μέχρι? ἐπὶ χθόνα δίαν ἀπ’ ευ ριος ώκεανοΐο νὺξ ἐχὑδη* μερόπεσσι λύσιν καμάτοιο φέρουσα. καί ρα τί θ’ νπνώοντος ἐνὶ μεγάροισι τοκήος και δμώων, πυΧεῶνας άναρρήζασα μελάθρων εκθορεν, ἡύτ’ ἄελλα* φίρον δι μιν ωκία γυια*
1 Zimmermann, for λέκτρον of ν,
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Some thought on parents, some on husbands slain, These on their sons, on honoured kinsmen those.
One only heart was pierced with grief unfeigned, Oenone. Not with them of Troy she wailed,
But far away within that desolate home Moaning she lay on her lost husband’s bed.
As when the copses on high mountains stand White-veiled with frozen snow, which o’er the glens The west-wind blasts have strown, but now the sun And east-wind melt it fast, and the long heights With water-courses stream, and down the glades Slide, as they thaw, the heavy sheets, to swell The rushing waters of an ice-cold spring,
So melted she in tears of anguished pain,
And for her own, her husband, agonised,
And cried to her heart with miserable moans : ee Woe for my wickedness! O hateful life !
I loved mine hapless husband—dreamed with him To pace to eld’s bright threshold hand in hand,
And heart in heart! The gods ordained not so.
Oh had the black Fates snatched me from the earth
Ere I from Paris turned away in hate !
My living love hath left me !—yet will I Dare to die with him, for I loathe the light.”
So cried she, weeping, weeping piteously, Remembering him whom death had swallowed up, Wasting, as melteth wax before the flame—
Yet secretly, being fearful lest her sire Should mark it, or her handmaids—till the night Rose from broad Ocean, flooding all the earth With darkness bringing men release from toil.
Then, while her father and her maidens slept,
She slid the bolts back of the outer doors,
And rushed forth like a storm-blast. Fast she ran,
G G
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ως δ’ ὅτ’ αν ούρεα πόρτιν έρασσαμένην μἐγα ταύρον
θυμός εποτρύνει ποσὶ καρπαλίμοισι φίρεσθαι εσσυμένως, ἡ δ’ οὔτι λιλαιομἐνη φιλότητος ταρβεΐ βουκόλον άνδρα, φὲρει δὲ μιν άσωτος ορμή, εἴ που ἐνὶ ξυλόχοισιν όμήθεα ταύρον ϊδοιτο· ὼς ἡ ρίμφα θέονσα διήνυε μακρὰ κέλευθα διζομένη τάχα ποσσϊ ττνρής επιβήμεναι αἰνῆς. οὐδὲ τί οἱ κάμεηούνατ * ελαφρότεροι δ’ εφέροντο εσσυ μενης πόδες αἰὲν* ἔπειγε γὰρ ούλομένη Κὴρ καὶ Κύπρις· οὐδέ τι Θήρας εΒείδιε λαχνήεντας άντομένους υπό νύκτα, πάρος μεηα πεφρικυΐα' πάσα δε οι λασίων ορεων εστείβετο πετρη καί κρημνοί, ττασαι δε διεπρήσσοντο χαράδραι. τὴν δὲ που είσορόωσα τόθ’ νψόθι δια Σελήνη μνησαμένη κατ α θύμον α μύμόνος Ἐνδυμίωνος πολλὰ μάΧ’ εσσυ μόνην όλοφύρατο· καί οἱ ὕπερθε λαμπρόν τταμφανόωσα μακρας άνεφαινε κελεύ-θονς.
Γ/Ικετο δ’ εμβεβαυια δι ούρεος, ὐχι καὶ άλλαι νύμφαι Αλέξανδροιο πυρὴν περικωκύεσκον. τὸν δ’ ἔτι που κρατερόν πῦρ άμφεχεν, οΰνεκ αρ* αὐτῷ
μηλονόμοι ξννιόντες ἀπ’ ούρεος άλλοθεν άλλοι ΰλην θεσπεσίην τταρενήνεον, ήρα φέροντες υστατίην καϊ πένθος όμως ετάρω καί ανακτι, κλαίοντες μάλα πολΛὰ περισταδὸν* ἡ δέ μιν οντι, άμφαδόν ως άθρησε, γ θήσατο τειρομενη περ, άλλα κάλνψαμένη περί ψάρει καλὰ πρόσωπα αίψα πυρῇ ενέπαλτο* γοον δ’ ἄρα πονλύν ορινε* καίετο δ’ ἀμφὶ πόσει* Νύμφαι δέ μιν άλλοθεν άλλαι
θάμβεον, εΰτ εσίδοντο μετ άνερι πεπτηνϊαν' καί τις εόν κατά θυμόν έπος ποτϊ τοΐον εειπεν*
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As when a heifer ’mid the mountains speeds,
Her heart with passion stung, to meet her mate, And madly races on with flying feet,
And fears not, in her frenzy of desire,
The herdman, as her wild rush bears her on,
So she but find her mate amid the woods ;
So down the long tracks flew Oenone’s feet Seeking the awful pyre, to leap thereon.
No weariness she knew: as upon wings Her feet flew faster ever, onward spurred By fell Fate, and the Cyprian Queen. She feared No shaggy beast that met her in the dark—
Who erst had feared them sorely—rugged rock And precipice of tangled mountain-slope,
She trod them all unstumbling; torrent-beds She leapt. The white Moon-goddess from on high Looked on her, and remembered her own love, Princely Endymion, and she pitied her In that wild race, and, shining overhead In her full brightness, made the long tracks plain.
Through mountain-gorges so she won to where Wailed other Nymphs round Alexander s corpse. Roared up about him a great wall of fire :
For from the mountains far and near had come Shepherds, and heaped the death-bale broad and high
For love’s and sorrow’s latest service done To one of old their comrade and their king.
Sore weeping stood they round. She raised no wail, The broken-hearted, when she saw him there,
But, in her mantle muffling up her face,
Leapt on the pyre: loud wailed that multitude. There burned she, clasping Paris. All the Nymphs Marvelled, beholding her beside her lord Flung down, and heart to heart spake whispering:
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“ arpete έως Πάρις ἦεν ἀτάσθαλος, ος μάλα κεδνὴν κάλλιπε κουριδίην καὶ ἀνήγαγε μάρηον ἄκοιτιν οἷ αὐτῷ καὶ Τρωσὶ καὶ ἄστει λοίηιον ἄλγος, νήπιος* οὐδ’ ἀλὐχοιο περίφρονος άζβτο θύμον τειρομἐνης, ἦπερ μιν ὑπὲρ φάος ἡελίοιο	475
καίπερ άττε'χθαίροντα και ου φιλέοντα τίεσκεν.”
Λί1ς ἄρ’ ἔφη Νύμφη τις ἀνὰ φρένας* οἱ δ’ ἐνὶ μέσστ)
ττυρκαιτ) καίοντο Χαλασμένοι, Ἠριγενείη?· ἀμφὶ δὲ βουκόλοι avBpeς ἐθάμβεον, εὖτε πάροιθεν Ἀργεῖοι θάμβησαν άολλέβς ἀθρήσαντες	480
Εὐάδνην Καπανῆος ἐπεκχυμἐνην μέλέβσσιν άμφϊ πόσιν Βμηθέντα Διὸς στονάβντι κβραυνψ. ἀλλ’ ὁπότ’ άμφοτέρους όλοη πυρές ἦνυσε ἡιττὴ O Ινώνην τε Πάριν τε, μιῇ δ’ ύττοκάββαλβ τέφρν δὴ τότε πυρκαιην οϊνφ σβέσαν όστέα δ’ αυτών 485 χρυσέφ ἐν κρητηρι θέσαν· περὶ Be σφισι σήμα έσσυμένως τεύξαντο· θέσαν δ’ ἄρα δοιὼ ὕπερθε στήλας, αΐττερ εασι τβτραμμέναι ἄλλυδις ἄλλη. ζήλον ἐπ’ ἀλλήλῃσιν ἔτι στονὁεντα φέρουσαι}
1 Verse supplied by Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
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u Verily evil-hearted Paris was,
Who left a leal true wife, and took for bride A wanton, to himself and Troy a curse.
Ah fool, who recked not of the broken heart Of a most virtuous wife, who more than life Loved him who turned from her and loved her not! ” So in their hearts the Nymphs spake: but they twain
Burned on the pyre, never to hail again The dayspring. Wondering herdmen stood around, As once the thronging Argives marvelling saw Evadne clasping mid the fire her lord Capaneus, slain by Zeus’ dread thunderbolt.
But when the blast of the devouring fire Had made twain one, Oenone and Paris, now One little heap of ashes, then with wine Quenched they the embers, and they laid their bones In a wide golden vase, and round them piled The earth-mound ; and they set two pillars there That each from other ever tum away;
For the old jealousy in the marble lives.
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Τρωαϊ δὲ στβνάχοντο κατο, τττοΧιν, οὐδ’ ἐδύναντο ἐλθἐμεναι ποτὶ τύμβον, ἐπεὶ μάλα τηλὁθ’ ἔκειτο ἄστεος ahreivolo' νἐοι δ’ ἔκτοσθε πόληος νωΧβμέως ττονέοντο* μάχη δ’ οὐ Χῆγε φὁνοιο, καίπερ Ἀλεξάνδροιο δεδουπότος, οννεκ Αχαιοί Τρωσϊν ἐπεσσεὑοντο ποτὶ πτὁλιν, οἱ δὲ καὶ αὐτοὶ τείχεος ἡιον ἐκτὸς ἐπεί σφεας ἦγεν ανάγκη* ἐν γὰρ δὴ μέσσοισιν’Έρις στονὁεσσά τ’ Ἐνυὼ στρωφώντ, άργαΧέησιν Ἐριννύσιν εἴκελαι ἄντην, αμφω ἀπὸ στομάτων οΧοον Ttvelovaai δΧεθρον άμψ αυτοϊσι δὲ Κῆρες avatSea θύμον βχονσαι άργαΧεως μαίνοντο* Φόβος δ’ ίτέρωθι καί Ἀρης λαοὺς οτρύνεσκον ἐφἐσπετο δέ σφισι Δεῖμος φοινήεντι Χνθρψ πεπαλαγμἐνος, οφρα i φώτβς οι μὲν καρτννωνται ορώμβνοι, οι δὲ φέβωνται* πάντη δ’ αίγαν ecu τε καὶ ἔγχεα καὶ βέλβ’ άντρων, ἄλλυδις ἄλλα χέοντο κακόν μβμαώτα φονοιο· ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρα σφίσι δοῦπος έρβιΒομένοισιν ὸρώρει, μαρναμένων ἑκάτερθε κατὰ φθισηνορα χάρμην.
Ἕνθ’ ἄρα ΑαοΒάμαντα Νεοπτόλεμος κατέ-πεφνεν,
ος τρά^η ἐν Ανκίη ΈΖάνθον τταρά καλὰ ρέεθρα, ον ποτ ἐριγδοὑποιο Διὸς δάμαρ άνθρώπτοισι Λητώ δῖ’ άνίφηνεν άναρρηξασα χἐρεσσψ
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Hom the sons of Troy for the last time fought from her walls and her towers.
Troy’s daughters mourned within her walls; might none
Go forth to Paris’ tomb, for far away
From high-built Troy it lay. But the young men
Without the city toiled unceasingly
In fight wherein from slaughter rest was none,
Though dead was Paris ; for the Achaeans pressed
Hard on the Trojans even unto Troy.
Yet these charged forth—they could not choose but so,
For Strife and deadly Enyo in their midst Stalked, like the fell Erinyes to behold,
Breathing destruction from their lips like flame. Beside them raged the ruthless-hearted Fates Fiercely: here Panic-fear and Ares there Stirred up the hosts : hard after followed Dread With slaughter s gore besprent, that in one host Might men see, and be strong, in the other fear; And all around were javelins, spears, and darts Murder-athirst from this side, that side, showered. Aye, as they hurled together, armour clashed,
As foe with foe grappled in murderous fight.
There Neoptolemus slew Laodamas,
Whom Lycia nurtured by fair Xanthus* stream,
The stream revealed to men by Leto, bride Of Thunderer Zeus, when Lycia*s stony plain
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τρηχὺ πέδον Λυκίης έρεκνΒέος, ὁππὁθ’ εοῖο θεσπεσίου τοκετοῖο ποΧντΧήτησεν ἀνίῃ ὃάμναθ’ υπ’ ὼδίνεσσιν, ὅσην ωδῖνες eyeipov. τω δ’ ἔπι Νῖρον ὅλεσσε βαΧων ἀνὰ δηιοτῆτα δουρὶ διὰ ηναθμοϊο* πἐρησε δὲ οἱ στόμα χαΧκος γλώσσαν τ’ αὺδήεσσαν ὁ δ’ ἔγχεος άσχετον αιχμήν αμφεχε βββρυχώς* περὶ δ’ ἔρρεεν αἷμα γἐνυσσι φθεγγομἐνου· καὶ τον μὲν ὐπὺ κρατερής χερὺς ἀλκῇ ἐγχείη στονὁεσσα ποτὶ χθονὸς οὖδας ερεισε Βευόμενον θυμοῖο. βάΧεν δ’ Eνήνορα Βεον τυτθον ὑπὲρ Χαπάρην) διὰ δ’ ηΧασεν ἐς μέσον ήπαρ αιχμήν* τῷ δ’ ἀλεγεινὸς αφαρ συνἐκυρσεν οΧεθρος, εἷλε δ’ ἄρ’ Ιφιτίωνα καὶ Τππομἐδοντα δάμασσε Μαίναλου οβριμον υἷα, τον Ὀκυρὁη τἐκε Νύμφη Xayyapiov ποταμοϊο παρά ρόον* οὐδὲ νυ τὸν γε Βόξατο νοστήσαντα* κακή Bi έ Κὴρ ἀπάμερσε παιδὺς άνιηρως, μέγα δ’ υἱἐος εμβαΧβ πένθος,
Αινείας δὲ Βρὑμοντα καὶ Ἀνδρὁμαχον κατέ-πεφνεν,
ὺς τράφη ἐν Κνωσσῷ, ὁ δ’ ἄρα ζαθέη ἐνὶ Ανκτψ* ἄμφω δ’ εἰς ἕνα χώρον ἀπ’ ωκνπόΒων πέσον ίππων* και ἡ’ ο μὲν ἀσπαίρεσκε πεπαρμένος ἔγνει μακρφ Λαιμόν, ὁ δ’ άXyεvόεvτoς ἀνὰ κρόταφό eo θέμεθΧα χερμαΒίω στονόεντι μάλα κρατερῆς ἀπὸ χοίρος βΧήμενος ἐκπνείεσκε, μέΧας δέμιν άμφεχε πότμος. ίπποι δ’ έπτοίηντο καί ηνιόχων ἀπάνευθε φεύyovτες πολλοῖσιν ενεπΧάζοντο νέκυσσι* καὶ τοὺς μὲν θεράποντες αμυμένος Αίνείαο μάρψαντες κεχάροντο φίλη περὶ ληίδι θυμόν.
Ἕνθα ΦεΧοκτητης όΧοφ βάλε Πείρασον ἰῷ φεύγοντ’ ἐκ ποΧέμοεο* Βεέθρισε δ’ ωγκύΧα νεύρα yovvaτoς ἐξόπιθεν, κατὰ δ’ ἔκλασεν άνέρος ορμήν· καὶ τὸν μὲν Ααναων τες οτ έΒρακε ηνιωθέντα ἐσσυμένως ἀπάμερσε καρήατος άορε τνψας
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Was by her hands uptorn mid agonies Of travail-throes wherein she brought to light Mid bitter pangs those babes of birth divine.
Nirus upon him laid he dead; the spear Crashed through his jaw, and clear through mouth and tongue
Passed: on the lance’s irresistible point Shrieking was he impaled: flooded with gore His mouth was as he cried. The cruel shaft,
Sped on by that strong hand, dashed him to earth In throes of death. Evenor next he smote Above the flank, and onward drave the spear Into bis liver: swiftly anguished death Came upon him. Iphition next he slew:
He quelled Hippomedon, Hippasus’ bold son,
Whom Ocyone the Nymph had borne beside Sangarius’ river-flow. Ne’er welcomed she Her son s returning face, but ruthless Fate With anguish thrilled her of her child bereaved.
Bremon Aeneas slew, and Andromachus,
Of Cnossus this, of hallowed Lyctus that:
On one spot both from their swift chariots fell;
This gasped for breath, bis throat by the long spear Transfixed ; that other, by a massy stone,
Sped from a strong band, on the temple struck, Breathed out bis life, and black doom shrouded him.
The startled steeds, bereft of charioteers,
Fleeing, mid all those corpses were confused,
And princely Aeneas’ henchmen seized on them With hearts exulting in the goodly spoil.
There Philoctetes with his deadly shaft Smote Peirasus in act to flee the war;
The tendons twain behind the knee it snapped,
And palsied all his speed. A Danaan marked,
And leapt on that maimed man with sweep of sword
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aXyivoevra τένοντα· κόλον δ’ νπβδέξατο γαῖα σώμα' κάρη δ’ ἀπάτερθε κυλινδομἐνη πεφὁρητο φωνῆς ἱεμἐνοιο· ταχύς δ’ άμ άπέπτατο θυμός.
ΓΓουλυδάμας δὲ Κλίωνα καὶ Εὐρύμαχον βάλε δουρί,	11	60
οἱ 2εύμηθεν ϊ καν ον ὑπὸ Νιρἣι άνακτι αμφω έπιστάμβνοι δόλον Ιχθύσι μητίσασθαι αίνον υπ’ άχκίστροιο, βαΧέσθαι τ εἰς ἄλα δῖον Βίκτνα καί παΧάμησι πβριφραδέως από νηὸς ἰθὺ καὶ αίψα τρίαιναν ἐπ’ Ιχθύσ ι νωμήσασθαι*	65
ἀλλ’ οὑ σφιν τότε πῆμα θαλασσία ήρκεσεν ἔργα.
Εὐρύπυλος δὲ μενεπτὁΧεμος κτάνε1 φαίδιμον
Ἕλλον,
τόν ὑμ παρὰ λίμνη Γυγαίῃ ηείνατο μήτηρ Κλειτὼ καΧΧιπάρηος- ὁ δ’ ἐν κονίησι ταννσθη πρηνής' τον δ’ ἀπάτερθεν ὁμῶς δόρυ κάππεσε μακρον	70
ὦμου ἀπὸ βριαροιο κεκομμἐνη ἄορι Xvypq> χβϊρ ἔτι μαιμώωσα ποτὶ κΧόνον εγχος aelpai μαψιδίως' ον yap μιν ανήρ εἰ? ἔργον ἐνώμα, ἀλλ’ αΰτως ήσπαιρβν ἅτε βΧοσνροΐο δράκοντος ούρή ἀποτμηθεῖσ’	άναπάΧΧβται,	οὐδέ οι	ἀλκὴ	75
ἔσπεται ἐ? πόνον αϊπνν, ίνα χρανσαντα δίωξη-ως αρα δεξιτερή κρατβρόφρονος άνδρος ές αιχμήν ωρμαινσν πονέβσθαι- άταρ μένος ουκέτ όπήδβι.
Αύτάρ Ὀδυσσεὺς Αίνον ένήρατο καί ΐΙοΧύιδον αμφω Κητείους, τον	δονρατι,	τον	δ’	akeytivw	80
ἄορι δηώσας. %θέν€Χος δ* ἕλε δῖον *Αβαντα alyaverjv προϊείς- ἡ δ’ άσφαράγοιο Βιαπρο έσσυμένη aXeyeivbv ἐς ἰνίου ἦλθε τένοντα-λῦσε δ’ ἄρ’ ανέρος ἦτορ, νπέκΧασ€ δ’ αψβα πάντα.
Τυδείδης ὃ’ ἕλε Ααόδοκον, Μέλιον δ’ ’Αγαμέμνων,	85
1 Zimmermanιι, for /3άλε of ν.
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Shearing his neck through. On the breast of earth The headless body fell: the head far flung Went rolling with lips parted as to shriek ;
And swiftly fleeted thence the homeless soul.
Polydamas struck down Eurymaehus And Cleon with his spear. From Syme came With Nireus’ following these : cunning were both In craft of fisher-folk—to cast the hook Baited with guile, to drop into the sea The net, from the boat’s prow with deftest hands Swiftly and straight to plunge the three-forked spear.
But not from bane their sea-craft saved them now.
Eurypylus battle-staunch laid Hellus low,
Whom Cleito bare beside Gygaea’s mere,
Cleito the fair-cheeked. Face-down in the dust Outstretched he lay: shorn by the cruel sword From his strong shoulder fell the arm that held His long spear. Still its muscles twitched, as though Fain to uplift the lance for fight—in vain;
For the man’s will no longer stirred therein,
But aimlessly it quivered, even as leaps The severed tail of a snake malignant-eyed,
Which cannot chase the man who dealt the wound; So the right hand of that strong-hearted man With impotent grip still clutched the spear for fight.
Aenus and Polydonis Odysseus slew,
Ceteians both ; this perished by his spear,
That by his sword death-dealing. Sthenelus Smote godlike Abas with a javelin-cast:
On through his throat and shuddering nape it rushed:
Stopped were his heart-beats, all his limbs collapsed. Tydeides slew Laodocus ; Melius fell
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Αηίφοβος δε Αρναντα και Ἀλκιμον* avrap Άηηνωρ
Ιττττασον ἐξενάριξεν ἀγακλειτὁν περ εάντα, ος ρ από Πηνειού ποταμού κίβν* οὐδ’ ερατεινά θ ρόπτρα τοκενσιν ἔδω κεν, ἐπεί ῄά μιν εκΧασε δαίμων,
Ἕνθα Θὁας ἐδάμασσε Λάλον καὶ άηηνορα Ανηκον,	#	90
Μηριόνης δὲ Ανκωνα, καὶ Αρχίλοχον Μενέλαος, ος ρά τε Κωρυκίην ὺπό δειράδα ναιετάασκε πετρην θ’ Ἠφαίστοιο περίφρονος, ἦ τε βροτοισι θαύμα πόλει* δὴ γάρ οἱ ἐναίθεται άκάματον πῦρ ἄσβεστον νυκτός τε καὶ ηματος* ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ 95 φοίνικες θαΧέθουσι, φερονσι δ’ άπείρονα καρπόν, ρίζης καιομενης άμα Χάεσιν ἀλλὰ τὺ μεν που αθάνατοι τενξαντο καί εσσομενοισιν ϊδέσθαι.
Τεῦκρος δ’ 'Ιππομεδοντος άμνμονος νΐα Μενοίτην εσσνμένως ωρμαινε βαΧεΐν επιόντα βεΧεμνψ' 100 καί ρα νόω καί χερσι και ομμασιν Ιθννεσκεν Ιον ἀπὸ ηναμτΓτοϊο κεράατος* ος δ’ άΧεηεινόν άΧτο θοης ἀπὸ χει ρο? ἐς άνέρα* τῷ δ’ ὑπο νευρὴ εἰσέτι που κανάχιζεν ὁ δ’ ἀντίον άσπαίρεσκε βΧημενος, οὕνεκα Κἣρες ὁμῶς φορεοντο βεΧεμνφ 105· καίριον ἐς κραδίην, ὅθι περ νόος εζεται άνδρών και μένος, ότραΧέαι δὲ ποτὶ μάρον εἰσὶ κεΧενθοι.
Εὐρύαλος δ’ ἄρα πολλὸν ἀπὸ στιβαρής βάΧε χειρὸς
λᾶα μεηαν, Τρώων δὲ θοὰς εΧέΧιξε φάΧαηηας* ώς δ’ ὅτε τις ηεράνοισι ταννφθόηηοισι χοΧωθεϊς 110 οὖρος ἀνὴρ ττεδίοιο μὸς’ άσχαΧοων επορούστ), δινήσας περὶ κρατί θ of) χερ! νεύρα βόεια Χαα βάΧρ κατέναντα, διασκέδαση δ’ ὐπό ροίξω ηερι ττ err τ α μεν ας ΒοΧιχάς στίχας, αἱ δὲ φέβονται, άΧΧη δ’ εἰς ετέρην εΙΧενμεναι αίσσονσι	11Γ>
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By Agamemnon’s hand ; Deiphobus Smote Alciinus and Dryas: Hippasus,
How war-renowned soe’er, Agenor slew Far from Peneius’ river. Crushed by fate,
Love’s nursing-debt to parents ne’er he paid.
Lamus and stalwart Lyncus Thoas smote,
And Meriones slew Lycon; Menelaus Laid low Archelochus. Upon his home Looked down Cory da’s ridge, and that great rock Of the wise Fire-god, marvellous in men’s eyes ;
For thereon, nightlong, daylong, unto him Fire blazes, tireless and unquenchable.
Laden with fruit around it palm-trees grow,
While mid the stones fire plays about their roots. Gods’ work is tliis, a wonder to all time.
By Teucer princely Hippomedon’s son was slain, Menoetes: as the archer drew on him,
Rushed he to smite hiin ; but already band And eye, and bow-craft keen were aiming straight On the arching horn the shaft. Swiftly released It leapt on the hapless man, while sang the string. Stricken full front he heaved one choking gasp, Because the fates on the arrow riding flew Right to his heart, the throne of thought and strength
For men, whence short the path is unto death.
Far from his brawny hand Euryalus hurled A massy stone, and shook the ranks of Troy.
As when in anger against long-screaming cranes A watcher of the field leaps from the ground,
In swift hand whirling round his head the sling,,
And speeds the stone against them, scattering Before its hum their ranks far down the wind Outspread, and they in huddled panic dart
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κλayyηBόv μάλα πά γχυ, πάρος κατὰ κόσμον Ι ουσα ι* ὼς ἄρα δυσμενέες φοβερόν βέλος άμφεφόβηθεν όβρίμου Ενρνάλοιο· τὺ δ’ ούχ αλών φέρε δαίμων, ἀλλ’ ἄρα σὺν πήληκι κάρη κρατεροιο Μέλητος θλάσσε ττερϊ ηλήνησι*1 μέρος δ’ εκίχανεν ὰρητὁς. 120 ’Άλλος δ’ άλλον επεφνε, ττ ερι στεναγμέ ζετο δ’ αἶα· ώς δ’ ὅτ’ έπιβρίσαντος άπειρεσίου άνεμοιο λάβρον ὑπὸ ριπής βαρνηχέος ἄλλυδις άλλα ΒένΒρεα μακρύ* πέσησιν νπ\κ ριζέων εριπόντα άλσεος εύρυπέδοιο, βρέμει Βέ τε πάσα περί χθων 125 ὼς οἴ γ’ εν κονίησι πέσον, κανάχησε δὲ τεύχη άσπετον, άμφί δὲ 7<τία μἐγ εβραχεν* οι δὲ κυ-Βοιμού
ὰργαΧὲου μνώοντο, μετὰ σφίσι πῆμα τιθέντες*
Και τὁτ’ ἄρ’ Α ίνείαο μόλε σχεΒόν ήνς Απόλλων ἡδ’ ἈντηνορίΒαο Βαίφρονος Ενρνμάχριο·	130
οι yap δὴ μάρναντο πολνσθενέεσσιν ’Αχαιοΐς άηχι μάΧ εσταότες καταφνλοπιν, εὐθ’ υπ’ ἀπήνῃ δοιοὶ όμηλικίη κρατεροϊ βόες, οὐδ’ άπεληηον ὕσμίνης* τοὺς δ’ αΐψα θεός ποτϊ μύθον έειπεν ρΑντει εΙΒόμενος Πολυμήστορι, τὸν ποτε μήτηρ 135 ηείνατ ἐπὶ Βάνθοιο ἡοαῖς θεράπονθ* Ἑκάτοιο*
“ Eυρνμαχ Αινεία τε Θεών ηένος, ούτι εοικεν υμέας Ἀργείοισιν ύπεικέμεν οὐδὲ γὰρ αντος ὕμμιν υπαντιάσας κεχαρήσεται οβριμος 'Άρης, ἢν εθέλητε μαχεσθαι αν α κλόνον, οὕνεκα Μοῖραι 140 μακρὸν ἐπ’ άμφοτέροισι βίου τέλος έκλώσαντοΓ *Ω*ς είπων άνεμοισι μίyη καί αίστος ετύχθη* οἱ δὲ νὁῳ φράσσαντο θεόν μένος· αἶψα γὰρ αὐτοῖς θύρσος απειρέσιον κατεχενατο· μαίνετο δέ σφι θυμός ἐνὶ στήθεσσι, καί ενθορον Ά^ογείοισιν, 145 ὰργαλἐοις σφήκεσσιν εοικότες, οι τ άλεyειvόv εκ θύμον κοτέοντες επιβρίσωσι μελίσσαις,
1 Zimmermann, for ττληγρσΊ of ν.
462
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK XI
With wild cries this way and that, who theretofore Swept on in ordered lines; so shrank the foe To right and left from that dread bolt of doom Hurled of Euryalus. Not in vain it flew Fate-winged; it shattered Meles’ helm and head Down to the eyes : so met him ghastly death.
Still man slew man, while earth groaned all around,
As when a mighty wind scourges the land,
And this way, that way, under its shrieking blasts Through the wide woodland bow from the roots and fall
Great trees, while all the earth is thundering round; So fell they in the dust, so clanged their arms,
So crashed the earth around. Still hot were they For fell fight, still dealt bane unto their foes.
Nigh to Aeneas then Apollo came,
And to Eurymaclms, brave Antenors son;
For these against the mighty Achaeans fought Shoulder to shoulder, as two strong oxen, matched In age, yoked to a wain; nor ever ceased From battling. Suddenly spake the God to these In Polymestor’s shape, the seer his mother By Xanthus bare to the Far-darter’s priest:
“ Eurymachus, Aeneas, seed of Gods,
’Twere shame if ye should flinch from Argives! Nay, Not Ares’ self should joy to encounter you,
An ye would face him in the fray; for Fate Hath spun long destiny-threads for thee and thee.” He spake, and vanished, mingling with the winds. But their hearts felt the God’s power: suddenly Flooded with boundless courage were their frames, Maddened their spirits: on the foe they leapjt Like furious wasps that in a storm of rage Swoop upon bees, beholding them draw nigh
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ας τε περὶ σταφυλής αύαινομένης ἐν όπώρη έρχομένας εσίΒωσιν ἢ ἐκ σίμβΧοιο θορούσας* ὦς άρα Ύρώιοι υἷες εϋπτόΧέμοισιν ’ Κχαιοϊς ενθορον ἐσσυμένως * κεχάροντο δὲ Κῆρες ερεμναϊ μαρναμένων ἐγὲλασσε δ’ Ἀρης* ἰάχησε δ’ Ἐνυὼ σμερδαΧέον μίγα δὲ σφιν έπέβραχεν αΙόΧα τεύχη, οι δ’ ἄρα δυσμενέων άπερείσια φϋΧα Σαιζόν χερσϊν άμαιμακέτησι· κατηρείττοντο δὲ Λαοὶ αὕτως, ἡύτ’ ἄμαλλα θέρευς εύθαΧπέος ώρη, ἦν ρά τ’ επιστέρχωσι θοοί χέρας άμητήρες δασσάμενοι κατ άρουραν άπειρον α μακρά πεΧεθρα· ως άρα των ὑπο χερσι κατηρείττοντο φάXayyες μυρίαι* ἀμφὶ δὲ γαῖα νεκρών περιπεπΧηθυια αϊματι πΧημμύρεσκεν Ἕρις δ’ ἄρ’ Ιαίνετο θυμω όΧΧυμένων οι δ’ οὔτι κακού πανοντο μόθοιο, ἀλλ’ ἅτε μῆλα Χεοντες επηιον οι δ’ άρα φύζης ΧενηαΧεης μνώοντο και ἐξ όΧοον ττοΧέμοιο φεύηον, οσοις άδάικτον ἔτι σθένος εν ποσι κεϊτο. υἱός 8’ Ἀγχίσαο δαίφρονος αἰὲν ὸπήδει δυσμενέων μετόπισθεν υπ’ ἔγχει νώτα δαίζων, Ενρύμαχος δ’ ἑτέρωθεν* Ιαίνετο δ’ άμβροτον ητορ ύφτόθεν είσορόωντος έκηβόΧον ’Απόλλωνός.
Ὠς δ’ ὅτε τις σιάΧοισιν ἀνὴρ ἐ? λήϊον αὐον έρχομένοις, πρὶν άμαΧΧαν ὕπ’ ἀμητἣρσ ι δα μην αι, άντι έπισσεύη κρατερούς κννας, οἱ δ’ όρόωντες εσσυμένονς τρομέουσι, καί ονκέτι μέμβΧεται αὐτοῖς είδατος, ἀλλὰ τρέπονται άνιηρην ἐπὶ φύζαν πανσυδίῃ, τοὺς δ’ αιήτα κύνες κατὰ ποσσι κιχόντες εξόπιθεν Βάπτονσιν άμείΧιχα, τοὶ δὲ φέβονται μ&κρον άνινζοντες, άναξ δ’ επιτέρπετ άρούρης* α>9 ἄρ’ ιαίνετο Φοῖβος, ὅτ’ έδρακεν εκ ποΧέμοιο φενηοντ Ἀργείων πονΧύν στρατόν ου yap ετ αυτοις 464
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In latter-summer to the mellowing grapes,
Or from their hives forth-streaming thitherward ;
So fiercely leapt these sons of Troy to meet War-hardened Greeks. The black Fates joyed to see
Their conflict, Ares laughed, Enyo yelled Horribly. Loud their glancing armour clanged : They stabbed, they hewed down hosts of foes untold
With irresistible hands. The reeling ranks Fell, as the swath falls in the harvest heat,
When the swift-handed reapers, ranged adown The field’s long furrows, ply the sickle fast;
So fell before their bands ranks numberless:
With corpses earth was heaped, with torrent blood Was streaming: Strife incarnate o’er the slain Gloated. They paused not from the awful toil,
But aye pressed on, like lions chasing sheep.
Then turned the Greeks to craven flight; all feet Unmaiined as yet fled from the inurdex-ous war.
Aye followed on Anchises’ warrior son,
Smiting foes’ backs with his avenging spear :
On pressed Eurymachus, while glowed the heart Of Healer Apollo watching from on high.
As when a man descries a herd of swine Draw nigh his ripening com, before the sheaves Fall neath the reapers’ hands, and harketh on Against them his strong dogs; as down they rush,
The spoilers see and quake ; no more think they Of feasting, but they tum in panic flight Huddling: fast follow at their heels the hounds Biting remorselessly, while long and loud Squealing they flee, and joys the harvest’s lord ;
So rejoiced Phoebus, seeing from the war Fleeing the mighty Argive host. No more
H H
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epy ανΒρών1 μεμέλητο* πόδας 8* ουχοντο θοοισιν 180 ωκα φόρβιν μούνοις γὰρ ἔτ’ ἐν πόσιν ἔπλετο νόστου έΧττωρψ πάντας γὰρ ἐπήιεν βγχεϊ θύω ν βὐρύμαχὁς τε καὶ Αἰνείας, σὺν δὲ σφιν οταΐροι.
Ένθα τις Ἀργείων, ἣ κάρτοϊ τταηγυ πεποιθώς, ἣ Μοίρης Ιότητι, ΧιΧαιομένης μιν όΧοσσαι,	185
φεύγοντ’ ἐκ πολέμοιο Βυσηχόος ίππον epv/ce γνάμψαι ἐπειγὁμενος ποτὶ φύΧοττιν, ὄφρα μάχηται ἀντία Βυσμενέων τον δ’ όβριμόθυμος Α<γηνωρ τταρφθάμενος μυώνα κατ άΧτγινόεντα δάῖξεν άμφιτόμω βουπΧήγι· βίῃ δ’ ὑπὁειξε σιδήρου 190 οστοον ούταμένοιο βραχίονος* ἀμφὶ δὲ vevpa ρηιΒίως ήμησε* φΧοβες δ’ ύποροβΧνσαν αίμα* άμφοχνθη δ’ ϊττΊΓοιο κατ αὐχἐνος* αιἡνα δ’ ἄρ αὐτὸς
κάππεσεν ἀμφὶ νοκυσσι· Χίττον δ’ αρα χοΐρα κρα-'ταιην
στορρον ἔτ’ ἐμπεφυυῖαν ονηνάμιττοιο χαΧινον, 105 οὶῆ ἔπι ζώοντος ἔην μέγα δ’ ἔπλετο θαύμα, οὕνεκα δὴ ρυτήρος ἀπεκρὑμαθ’ αίματόοσσα Ἀρεος ίννοσίησι φόβον Βηίοισι φορούσα* φαίης κεν χατέουσαν ἔθ’ ἱππασίης ττονοοσθαι. σῆμα δὲ μιν φέρον ΐττττος αιτοκταμένοιο αρακτος.	200
Αἰνείας δ’ ἐδάμασσε βαΧών ὑπὲρ ἰξύα δουρὶ ΚΙΘαΧίΒην' αἰχμὴ δὲ παρ’ όμφαΧον οξοπορησον ἔγκατ’ οφοΧκομένψ ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐν κονίρσι τανύσθη σνμμάρψας χοίροσσιν ὁμῶς χοΧάΒοσσιν άκωκην δεινὰ μάλα στοναχών, γαίη δ’ ἐνέρεισεν οΒόντας 205 βοβρυχώς* ψυχή δὲ καὶ ἄλγεα καΧΧιττον ανΒρα.
Ἀργεῖοι δὲ βόοσσιν οοικότες ἐπτοίηντο, οὕς τ’ άμοτον μομαώτας ὑπὸ ζεύγλη καὶ αρότρψ τνψΐ) ύττο Χαττάρην ταναοΐς ὑπο χοίΧοσιν οίστρος αΐματος ίέμονος, τοὶ δ’ ἄσπετον ἀετχαλὁωντες 210 1 Zimmermann, for μόθων, of Koechly.
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Cared they for deeds of men, but cried to the Gods For swift feet, in whose feet alone was hope To escape Eurymachus’ and Aeneas’ spears Which lightened ever all along tlieir rear.
But one Greek, over-trusting in his strength,
Or by Fate’s malice to destruction drawn,
Curbed in mid flight from war’s turmoil his steed, And strove to wheel him round into the fight To face the foe. But fierce Agenor thrust Ere he was ware ; his two-edged partizan Shore though his shoulder; yea, the very bone Of that gashed arm was cloven by tlie steel;
The tendons parted, the veins spirted blood:
Down by his horse’s neck he slid, and straight Fell mid the dead. But still the strong arm hung With rigid fingers locked about the reins . Like a live man’s. Weird inarvel was that sight, The bloody hand down hanging from the rein, Scaring the foes yet more, by Ares’ will.
Thou liadst said, ei It craveth still for horsemanship ! ” So bare tlie steed that sign of his slain lord.
Aeneas hurled his spear ; it found the waist Of Anthalus’ son, it pierced the navel through, Dragging the inwards with it. Stretched in dust, Clutching with agonized hands at steel and bowels, Horribly shrieked he, tore with his teeth the earth Groaning, till life and pain forsook the man.
Scared were the Argives, like a startled team Of oxen ’neath the yoke-band straining hard,
What time the sharp-fanged gadfly stings their flanks
Athirst for blood, and they in frenzy of pain
h h 2
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€pyov ἑκὰς φεύγουσιν, ἐπὶ σφίσι δ’ αχνυται άνηρ άμφότερον1 ττονέων τε πόνον, τρομέων τ’ ἐπὶ βου σ it
μὴ δή στον κατἀπισθεν ἐπαίσσοντος άροτρου κίρση νεύρα σίδηρος άμείΧιχος ἐν ποσὶ κύρσας* ὼς Δαναοὶ φοβέοντο· περὶ σφίσι δ’ αχνυτο θύμον 215 υἱὸς Ἀχιλλῆος* μέγα δ’ ἴσ%ε λαὸν ἐέργω ν “ α δείΧοί, τί φέβεσθε, εοι,κότες οὐτιδανοῖσι ψηρεσιν, οὕς τ’ εφόβησεν ίων κατεναντία κίρκος; ἀλλ’ ἄγε θἐσθ’ ἔνι θυμόν, ἐπεὶ πολὺ Χώών ὲστι τεθνάμεν ἐν ττοΧέμω ἣ άναΧκιδα φνζαν ὲλέσθαι.” 220 Λί!ς φάτο* τοὶ δ’ εττίθοντο θρασύν νόον εν φρεσΐ θεντες
έσσυμένως· ό δὲ Τρωσὶ μέγα φρονεων ενόρουσε ττάΧΧων εν χείρεσσι θοον δόρυ· τῳ δ’ ἄρα λαοί Μυρμιδὸνων εφεττοντο βίην άτάλαντον άέΧΧη ἐν στἐρνοισιν ἔχοντες· άνεττνευσαν δὲ κυδοιμοῦ 225 Ἀργεῖοι· ὁ δ’ ἄρ’ αϊψα φίΧω ττατρϊ θύμον ἐοικὼς αΧΧον ἐπ’ άΧΧω ἔπεφνε κατὰ μόθον οι δ’ άτηόντες γάζοντ’, ἡύτε κύμαθ, ἄ τ’ ἐκ βορέαο θυέΧΧης πό\Χ’ ετητταφΧάζοντα 'κυΧίνδεται aiycaXo2atv όρνυμεν εκ πόντοιο, τὰ δ’ ἔκποθεν ἄλλος ἀήτης 230 ἀντίον άίξας μεyάXη περὶ ΧαίΧαττί θύω ν ωσῃ ἀπ’ ήιὁνων Βορὲω ἔτι βαιον άεντος· ὼς Τρῶας Δαναοϊσιν εποιχο μένους το πάροιθεν υιός ’ΑχιΧΧήος θεοειδέος ὦσεν ὀπίσσω τντθόν, ἐπεὶ μένος ἡὺ θρασύφρονος ΑΙνείαο	235
φευγεμεν ούκ εϊασκε, μενειν ο άνά φυΧοπιν αίνην θαρσαλέως· εκάτερθε δ’ ἴσην ετάννσσεν Ένυώ ύσμίνην. ἀλλ’ οὔτι καταντίον ΑΙνείαο νιος ἈχιΧΧήος πῆλεν δόρυ πατρὸς ὲοῖο, ἀλλ’ ἄλλῃ τρεττε θύμον, ἐπεὶ Θἔτις άyXaό^τε,πXoς 240 άξομενη Κυθερειαν άττετραττεν υίωνοϊο
1 Zimmermann, ex Ρ, for άμφ* ἄροτρον of ν.
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Start from the furrow, and sore disquieted The hind is for marred work, and for their sake, Lest haply the recoiling ploughshare light On their leg-sinews, and hamstring his team;
So were the Danaans scared, so feared for them Achilles’ son, and shouted thunder-voiced :
“ Cravens, why flee, like starlings nothing-worth Scared by a hawk that swoopeth down on them ? Come, play the men ! Better it is by far To die in war than choose unmanly flight! ”
Then to his cry they hearkened, and straightway Were of good heart. Mighty of inood he leapt Upon the Trojans, swinging in his hand The lightening spear : swept after him his host Of Myrmidons with hearts swelled with the strength Resistless of a tempest; so the Greeks Won breathing-space. With fury like his sire’s One after other slew he of the foe.
Recoiling back they fell, as waves on-rolled By Boreas foaming from the deep to the strand,
Are caught by another blast that whirlwind-like Leaps, in a short lull of the north-wind, forth, Smites them full-face, and hurls them back from the shore ;
So them that erewhile on the Danaans pressed Godlike Achilles’ son now backward hurled A short space only—brave Aeneas’ spirit Let him not flee, but made him bide the fight Fearlessly; and Enyo level held The battle’s scales. Yet not against Aeneas Achilles’ son upraised his father’s spear,
But elsewhither turned his fury : in reverence For Aphrodite, Thetis splendour-veiled Turned from that man her mighty son’s son’s rage
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θύμον teal μέγα κάρτος ἐπ’ ἄλλων εθνεα Χαών. ἐνθ’ ὁ μὲν ὰρ Τρώων πολἐὰς κτάνεν, ος δ’ αρ’
’Α χαιών1
δάμνατο μύρια φϋΧα· Βαϊκταμένων δ’ ἐνὶ χάρμη οιωνοί κεχάροντο μεμαότες έγκατα φωτών ΒαρΒάψαικαι σάρκας* επεστενάχοντο δὲ Νύμφαι 245 καΧΧιρόον %ιμοεντος ἰδε Έίάνθοιο θνγατρες.
Καί ρ’ οἱ μὲν πονέοντο* κάνιν δ’ άκάμαντες άήται ώρσαν άπειρεσίην* ή^Χνσε δὲ πάσαν ΰπερθεν ηέρα θεσπεσίην, ὦς τ’ ἀπροτίοπτος ομίχΧη, οὐδ’ ἄρα φαίνετο γαῖα, β ροτών δ’ άμάθυνεν οπωπάς’ 250 ἀλλὰ καὶ ὼς μάρναντο· καὶ ἐς χέρας οντιν εΧοντο κτεϊνον άνηΧεγέως, καί εἰ μάΧα φίΧτατος ἦεν οὐ γὰρ ἔην φράσσασθαι άνά κΧόνον οντ επ ιόντα Βψον οντ αρ εταΐρον άμηχανίη δ’ εχε Χάους. ταί νύ κε μίγδ’ iyevovTO καί άρ<γαΧεως άποΧοντο 255 Πάντες ὁμῶς οΧοοΙσι περὶ ξιφέεσσι πεσοντες ‘ΐΧΧηΧων, εί μή σφιν ἀπ’ ΟνΧνμποιο Κρονίων )ρκεσε τεφομένοισι, κονιν δ’ ἀπάτερθεν ἔλασσεν οσμίνης, ὸλοὰς δὲ κατεττρήννεν άεΧΧας. οἱ δ’ ἔτι Βηριόωντο* πόνος δ’ ἄρα τοῖσιν ετνχθη 200 πολλὸν εΧαφρότερος* Βέρκοντο γὰρ εἴτε Βαίξαι χρειώ Βηϊον ανΒρα κατά κλὸνον, εἴτ’ αΧέασθαι. καί ρ’ ὁτὲ μὲν Δαναοὶ Τρώω ν aveepyov ομιΧον ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖ Τρώες Δαναών στίχας· ἔπλετο δ* αίνη
ὑσμίνη· νιφάΒεσσι δ’ εοικότα πίπτε βέΧεμνα 2(55 αμφοτέρωθεν Ιόντα· δέος δ’ ἔχε μηΧοβοτήρας ἔκποθεν Ί δαίω ν ορέων οροωντας αυτήν. καί τις ες αιθέρα χεϊρας επονρανίοισιν άείρων ενχετο, Βυσμενέας μεν υπ * Αρει πάντας οΧέσθαι, Τρῶας δὲ στονοεντος άναπνενσαι ττοΧέμοιο,	270
ὴμαρ δ’ είσιΒέειν ποτ ελεύθερον* ἀλλά οἱ οὔτι 1 Supplied by Zimmermann, ex Ρ.
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And giant strength on other hosts of foes.
There slew he many a Trojan, while the ranks Of Greeks were ravaged by Aeneas’ hand.
Over the battle-slain the vultures joyed,
Hungry to rend the hearts and flesh of men.
But all the Nymphs were wailing, daughters bom Of Xanthus and fair-flowing Simois.
So toiled they in the fight: the wind’s breath rolled
Huge dust-clouds up ; the illimitable air Was one thick haze, as with a sudden mist:
Earth disappeared, faces were blotted out;
Yet still they fought on; each man, whomso he met, Ruthlessly slew him, though his very friend It might be—in that turmoil none could tell Who met him, friend or foe: blind wilderment Enmeshed the hosts. And now had all been blent Confusedly, had perished miserably,
All falling by their fellows’ murderous swords,
Had not Cronion from Olympus helped Their sore strait, and he swept aside the dust Of conflict, and he calmed those deadly winds.
Yet still the hosts fought on ; but lighter far Their battle-travail was, who now discerned Whom in the fray to smite, and whom to spare.
The Danaans now forced back the Trojan host,
The Trojans now the Danaan ranks, as swayed The dread fight to and fro. From either side Darts leapt and fell like snowflakes. Far away Shepherds from Ida trembling watched the strife, And to the Heaven-abiders lifted hands Of supplication, praying that all their foes Might perish, and that from the woeful war Troy might win breathing-space, and see at last The day of freedom: the Gods hearkened not.
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ἕκλυον Α Ισα yap αΧλα πολύστονος ὁρμαίνεσκεν ὅξετο δ’ Οὕτε Ζῆ να πελώριον, Οὕτε τιν’ άΧΧων αθανάτων· οὐ γάρ τι μετατρἐπεται νόος αἰνὸς κείνης, οντινα ττότμον ἐπ’ ἀνδράσι 7εινομένοισιν, 273 ἀνδράσιν ἣ πολίεσσιν ἐπικλώσηται άφύκτω νηματι· τη δ’ ὑπο πάντα τὰ μὲν φθιννθβι, τὰ δ’ ἀεξει·
τῆς καὶ ὕπ’ ἐννεσίγσι πόνος καὶ δῆρις ὸρώρει ἱππομὐχοις Τρώεσσι καὶ άηγβμάγοισιν Ἀχαιοῖς. τεὐχον δ’ άΧΧηΧοισι φόνον καί άνηΧέα ττότμον 280 νωΧβμέως* οὐ γάρ τιν’ ἔχεν δἐος, ἀλλ’ βμάγοντο ττροφρονίως* θάρσος γὰρ ἐφἐλκεται ἄνδρας ἐς αιχμήν.
Ἀλλ ὅτε δὴ πολλοὶ μὲν ἀπἐφθιθεν ἐν κονίησι, δὴ τότ’ ἄρ’ ’Apyeioiaiv ὐπὲρτερον ωρνντο κάρτος ΙΙαλλάδος βννβσίησι Βαϊφρονος, ἦ ρα μοΧονσα 285 ὑσμίνη? ἄγχιστα μέγ ' Apyeioiaiv αμννβν έκττέρσαι μεμαυῖα κλυτὴνΠριάμοιο πὁληα. καὶ τὁτ’ ἄρ’ Αiveiav έρικνΒόα δῖ’ 'Αφροδίτη, ή ρα μέγα στενάχιζεν 'ΑΧβξάνΒροιο Βαμίντος, αυτή ἀπὸ τττοΧεμοιο καί ονΧομβνης ὑσμίνη?	290
ἦρπασεν ἐσσυμένως* περὶ δ’ ἡἐρα χευατο πουλύν οὐ γὰρ ἔτ’ αϊσιμον ἦεν ἀνὰ μόθον άνέρι κβίνω μΛρνασθ’ Ἀργείοισι πρὸ τείχεος αιττεινοιο. τῷ καὶ ἄδην ἀλέεινε ττβρίφρονα ΤpiToyeveiav ἐκ θύμον Ααναοΐσιν άpηyeμevaι μ€μανίαν,	295
μὴ καὶ ὑπὲρ κήράς μιν eXrj θεὸς· οὐδὲ γὰρ αὐτοῦ φβίσατο πρόσθεν Ἀρηος, ὅ περ πολὺ φέρτερος ἦεν.
Τρώες δ’ οὐκέτ’ ἔμιμνον ἀνὰ στόμα Βηιοτήτος, ἀλλ’ ὀπίσω χάζοντο τεθηπὁτα θυμὸν ἔχοντες· ἐν γάρ σφιν θηρ€σσιν €οικότ€ς ωμοβόροισιν	300
ίνθορον Ἀργεῖοι μέγα μαιμώωντες Ἀρηι. τῶν δ’ ἄρα Βαμναμένων ττοταμοϊ ττΧήθοντο νόκνσσι καί ττβΒίον* πολλοὶ γὰρ ἄδην πάσον ἐν κονίησιν 472
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Far other issues Fate devised, nor recked Of Zeus the Almighty, nor of none beside Of the Immortals. Her unpitying soul Cares naught what doom she spinnetli with her thread
Inevitable, be it for men new-born
Or cities: all things wax and wane through her.
So by her hest the battle-travail swelled ’Twixt Trojan chariot-lords and Greeks that closed In grapple of fight—they dealt each other death Ruthlessly: no man quailed, but stout of heart Fought on; for courage thrusts men into war.
But now when many had perished in the dust, Then did the Argive might prevail at last By stern decree of Pallas ; for she came Into the heart of battle, hot to help The Greeks to lay waste Priam’s glorious town.
Then Aphrodite, who lamented sore For Paris slain, snatched suddenly away Renowned Aeneas from the deadly strife,
And poured thick mist about him. Fate forbade
That hero any longer to contend
With Argive foes without the high-built wall.
Yea, and his mother sorely feared the wrath Of Pallas passing-wise, whose heart was keen To help the Danaans now—yea, feared lest she Might slay him even beyond his doom, who spared Not Ares’ self, a mightier far than he.
No more the Trojans now abode the edge Of fight, but all disheartened backward drew.
For like fierce ravening beasts the Argive men Leapt on them, mad with murderous rage of war. Choked with their slain the river-channels were, Heaped was the field ; in red dust thousands fell,
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ἀνἑρες ἡδ’ ίπποι* μάλα δ’ ἄρματα πολλὰ κἐχυντο βαλλόμενων πάντη δ’ ἀπερείσιον ἔρρεεν αἷμα 305 ὕετος ὦς* ὸλοὴ γὰρ ἐπήιεν Αἶσα κνΒοιμόν,
Καί ρ οἱ μὲν ξιφέεσσι πεπαρμένοι ἣ μεΧίῃσι κεΐντο παρ’ αΧΧηΧοισιν αΧιγκιον έκχυμένοισι Βούρασιν, εὐτ’ ἐπὶ θινὶ βαρνγΒούττοιο θαλάσσης άνερες ἄσπετα δεσμὰ ττοΧνκμητων ἀπὸ γόμφων 310 Χνσάμενοι σκεδάσωσι διὰ ξύλα μάκρα καί ὔλην ἡλιβάτου σ%εδίης, πάντη δ’ ἀναπλήθεται εὐρὺς αἰγιαλὸς, τοῖσιν δὲ μίλαν ΊτοτικΧύζεται οιΒμα· ως οι γ’ ἐν κονίησι καὶ αι ματ ι δῃωθέντες κεῖντο ττοΧνκΧαύτοιο ΧεΧασμένοι ίωχμοΐο.	315
Παῦροι δὲ ττροφυγόντες άνηΧέα δηιοτῆτα δῦσαν ἀπὸ πτολίεθρον αΧενάμενοι βαρὺ πῆμα· τῶν δ’ ἄλοχοι καὶ παῖδες ἀπὸ χροος αίματόεντος τεὐχεα πάντα δἐχοντο κακῷ πεφορνγμένα Χνθρψ. πᾶσι δὲ θερμὰ Χοετρα τετεὐχατο* πᾶν δ’ ἀνὰ ἄστυ	320
ἔσσυντ’ ἰητῆρες ἐς ούταμένων αίζηών οικία ποιπνύοντες, ίν’ ούταμένονς ὰκέσωνται* τοὺς S’ ἄλοχοι καὶ τέκνα ττεριστενάχοντο μοΧον-*τας
ἐκ Πολέμου* πολλοὺς δὲ κὰς οὐ παρεὸντας ἀύ-τευν
καί ρ οι μὲν στυγερῇ βεβοΧημενοι ἦτορ ἀνίῃ 325 κεῖντο βαρνστενώχοντες ἐπ’ ἄλγεσιν* οι δ’ ἐπὶ δόρπον
ἐκ καμάτοιο τρέττοντο· θοοὶ δ’ ἐπαύτεον ίίπποι φορβῇ εττιχρεμέθοντες ἄδην ετέρωθι δ’ ’Αχαιοί πὰρ κΧισίης νήεσσί θ’ όμοίια Τρωσὶ πὲνοντο.
Ἠμος δ ωκεανοϊο ροας ὑπερήλασεν Ἠὼς 330 ίππους μαρμαίροντας, ανέγρετο 8’ ἔθνεα φωτῶν, δὴ το τ’ άρήιοι νΐες ενσθενέων Άργείων, οι μεν εβαν Πριάμοιο ποτὶ πτὁλιν αἰπήεσσαν,
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Horses and men ; and chariots overturned Were strewn there: blood was streaming all around Like rain, for deadly Doom raged through the fray. Men stabbed with swords, and men impaled on
spears
Lay all confusedly, like scattered beams,
When on the strand of the low-thundering sea Men from great girders of a tall ship’s hull Strike out the bolts and clamps, and scatter wide Long planks and timbers, till the whole broad beach Is paved with beams o’erplashed by darkling surge; So lay in dust and blood those slaughtered men, Rapture and pain of fight forgotten now.
A remnant from the pitiless strife escaped Entered their stronghold, scarce eluding doom. Children and wives from their limbs blood-besprent Received their arms bedabbled with foul gore;
And baths for all were heated. Leeches ran Through all the town in hot haste to the homes Of wounded men to minister to their hurts.
Here wives and daughters moaned round men come back
From war, there cried on many who caine not.
Here, men stung to the soul by bitter pangs Groaned upon beds of pain; there, toil-spent men Turned them to suppei·. Whinnied the swift steeds And neighed o’er mangers heaped. By tent and ship
Far off the Greeks did even as they of Troy.
When o’er the streams of Ocean Dawn drove up Her splendour-flashing steeds, and earth’s tribes waked,
Then the strong Argives’ battle-eager sons Marched against Priam’s city lofty-towered,
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οι 8’ ἄρ’ ἐνὶ κΧισίρσιν άμ ἀνδράσιν οὐταμένοισι μίμνον, μή ποτε λαὸς έττιβρίσας ἀλεγεινὸς	335
νἣιις ἕλη Τρώεσσι φέρων χάριν' οι δ’ ἀπὸ πύργων μάρναντ Ἀργείοισι· μόθος δ’ ἀλεγεινὸς όρώρει,
2καιἧς μὲν προπάροιθε πύλη? Καπανήιος υἱος μάρναθ* άμ άντιθέω Αιομήδεϊ* τοὺς δ’ ἄρ’ ὕπερθε Αηίφοβός τε μενεπτόΧεμος κρατερός τε Πολίτης 340 συν τ’ αΧΧοις έτάροισιν ερητύεσκον ὸιστοῖς ἡδ’ ἄρα χερμαδίοισι* περικτυπέοντο δὲ φωτών βαΧΧόμεναι κόρυθές τε καὶ ἀσπίδες, αἵ τ’ άΧεγεινόν αίζηών ρνοντο μάρον καὶ άμείΧιχον αισαν.
Ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ Ίδαίῃσιν ἐριδμαίνεσκε πύΧρσιν 345 υῶς Ἀχιλλῆος* πονέοντο 8έ οι περί παντες Μυρμιδὁνες κρατεροΐο δαήμονες ίω^μοῖο· τοὺς δ’ ἀπὸ τείχεος εἶργον άπειρεσίοις βεΧέεσσι θαρσαλέως Ἕλενός τε καὶ όβριμό θυμός Ἀγήνωρ, Τρώας ἐποτρύνοντες ἀνὰ μόθον οι δὲ καὶ αυτοί 350 προφρονέως μάρναντ ο φίΧης περὶ τείχεσι πάτρης.
Ές πεδίον δὲ πύλῃσι καὶ ώκυπ όρους ἐπὶ νἣας νισσομένρς Ὀδυσεὺς τε καὶ ΕὐρὑπυΧος ττονέοντο νωΧεμέως- τούς δ’ ἡὺς ἀφ’ ἔρκεος ύψηΧοϊο Αίνβίας Χάεσσι μίγα φρονέων ἀπέρυκε.
Πρὸς δὲ ρὁον ^ιμόεντος εχεν ττόνον αΧγινόεντα Τεῦκρος ἐυμμελίη?· ἄλλῃ δ’ ἔχεν ἄλλος όιζυν. 355 Καὶ πὸτ’ ἄρ’ ἀμφ’ Ὀδυσῆα δαίφρονα κὑδιμοι ἄνδρες
κείνον τεχνηεντι νὁῳ ποτὶ μωΧον Άρηος ασπίδας εντύναντο, βάΧον δ’ ἐφύπερθε καρηνων 360 θέντβς ἐπ’ ἀλλήλῃσι· μιῇ δ’ ἅπαν ἣρμοσεν ὰρμῇ* φαίης κεν μεγάροιο κατηρεφὲς ἔμμεναι ἕρκος πυκνόν, ο τ ουτ άνέμοιο διέρχεται υγρόν άέντος ριπή άπειρεσίη ουτ εκ Διὸς ἄσπετος ομβρος* τοῖαι ἄρ’ Ἀργείων πεπυκασμέναι άμφϊ βοείαις 305 καρτύναντο φάΧαγγες* εχον δ’ ἕνα θυμόν ες άΧκηι 47 6
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Save some that mid the tents by wounded men Tarried, lest haply raiders on the ships Might fall, to help the Trojans, while these fought The foe from towers, while rose the flame of war.
Before the Scaean gate fought Capaneus’ son And godlike Diomedes. High above Deiphobus battle-staunch and strong Polites With many comrades, stoutly held them back With arrows and huge stones. Clanged evermore The smitten helms and shields that fenced strong men
From bitter doom and unrelenting fate,
Before the Gate Idaean Achilles’ son Set in array the fight: around him toiled His host of battle-cunning Myrmidons.
Helenus and Agenor gallant-souled,
Down-hailing darts, against them held the wall,
Aye cheering on tlietr men. No spurring these Needed to fight hard for their country’s walls.
Odysseus and Eurypylus made assault Unresting on the gates that faced the plain And looked to the swift ships. From wall and towex*
With huge stones brave Aeneas made defence.
In battle-stress by Simois Teucer toiled.
Each endured hardness at his several post.
Then round war-wise Odysseus men renowned,
By that great captain’s battle cunning ruled,
Locked shields together, raised them o’er their heads
Ranged side by side, that many were made one.
Thou hadst said it was a great hall’s solid roof, Which no tempestuous wind-blast misty wet Can pierce, nor rain from heaven in torrents poured. So fenced about with shields firm stood the ranks Of Argives, one in heart for fight, and one
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εἰς ev ἀρηράμενοι* καθύπερθε δὲ Τρώιοι υἷες βάΧΧον χερμαΒίοισι* τα δ’ ώς στυφελἣς ἀπὸ πότρης
ηαΐαν επί τραφερην εκυΧίνΒετο· πολλὰ δὲ Βονρα καί βέΧεα στ ονὁεντα καί ἀλγινὁεντες ἄκον τες πήγνυντ’ ἐν σακεεσσι, τὰ δ’ ἐν γθονί, ττοΧΧα Β' άπωθεν
μαψιΒίως φορίοντο τταραγναμφθέντα βεΧεμνοις1 πάντοθε βαλλόμενων* οἱ δὲ κτύπον οὔτι φεβοντο άσπετον, οὐδ’ ὺπόεικον, ὅτε ψεκάΒων άίοντες Βονπον* άνω δ’ ὑπὸ τεῖχος ὁμῶς ἴσαν οὐδὲ τις αὐτῶν
νόσφιν ἀφειστήκει* συυαρηράμβνοι δ’ εφεποντο, ώς νέφος ἡερίεν, τό ῇά που περὶ χείματι μέσσψ αίθέρος εξ νπάτοιο μακρον Βιέτεινε Κρονίων. πουλὺς δ’ ἀμφὶ φάλαγγι βρόμος, καναχὴ θ’ ὑπο ποσσϊ
νισσομένων ετέτυκτο' κόνιν δ’ άπάτερθεν άήται ορννμένην μάΧα τντθον ὑπὲρ δαπίδοιο φερεσκον αίζηών μΑτοπισθε' περίαχε δ’ άκριτος αυΒή, οἷον ὑπο σμήνεσσι περφρομεουσι μέΧισσαι* άσθμα δ’ ὰνήιε πονΧν χνΒην, περίχενε δ’ ἀϋτμὴν λαοῦ ὰποπνείοντος* άπειρέσιον δ’ ἄρα θυμῴ ΆτρεΐΒαι κεχάροντο περὶ σφίσι κνόιόωντ&ς Βερκομενοι ποΧέμοιο Βνσηχεος άτρομον ερκος· ωρμηναν δὲ πύλῃσι θεηηενέος Τίριάμοιο άθροοι έ^χριμφθέντες υπ άμχ^ιτομοις πεΧέκεσσι ρηξαι τείχεα μακρά, πύΧας Β εἰς οὖδας ερεϊσαι θαιρων έξερύσαντες- εχεν δ’ ἄρα μῆτις ἀγαυὴ εΧπωρην ἀλλ’ οὑ σφιν επήρκεσαν οντε βοειαι ο ντε θοοϊ βονπΧτγγες, ἐπεὶ μένος Α Ινείαο οβριμον άμφοτέρτ^ς επαρηροτα χείρεσι Χάαν ἐμμεμαὼς εφεηκε, Βάμασσε Βε τΧήμονι πότμψ 1 Zimmermann, for π€ριγναμφθ*ντα βἐλεμνα of ν,
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In that array close-welded. From above The Trojans hailed great stones; as from a rock Rolled these to earth. Full many a spear and dart And galling javelin in the pierced shields stood; Some in the earth stood ; many glanced away With bent points falling baffled from the shields Battered on all sides. But that clangorous din None feared; none flinched; as pattering drops of rain
They heard it. Up to the rampart’s foot they marched:
None hung back ; shoulder to shoulder on they came
Like a long lurid cloud that o’er the sky Cronion trails in wild midwinter-tide.
On that battalion moved, with thunderous tread Of tramping feet: a little above the earth Rose up the dust; the breeze swept it aside Drifting away behind the men. There went A sound confused of voices with them, like The hum of bees that murmur round the hives,
And multitudinous panting, and the gasp Of men hard-breathing. Exceeding glad the sons Of Atreus, glorying in them, saw that wall Unwavering of doom-denouncing war.
In one dense mass against the city-gate They hurled themselves, with twibills strove to breach The long walls, from their hinges to upheave The gates, and dash to earth. The pulse of hope Beat strong in those proud hearts. But naught availed
Targes nor levers, when Aeneas’ might Swung in his hands a stone like a thunderbolt, Hurled it with uttermost strength, and dashed to death
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ἀνέρας, οὺς κατεμαρ'φ'εν ἐν ἀσπίσιν, εὖτ’ ἐν ορεσσι φερβομενας νττο ττρώνα βίη κρημνοϊο ρ ay οντος αἶγας, υττοτρο μεουσι δ’ ὅσαι σχεδόν άμφινεμονται* ὼς Δαναοὶ θάμβησαν ο Β* εἰσέτι λᾶας ὕπερθεν βάΧΧεν εττασσυτερους, κΧονεοντο δὲ πάγχυ φά-Xayyες^	400
ώς δ’ ὅτ ἐν οὕρεσι πρώνας ΌΧύμτπος ούρανόθι Ζεὺς
ἀμφὶ μιῇ κορυφή συναρηρότας ἄλλυδις ἄλλον ρήξῃ ὑπο βροντήσι καὶ αίθαΧόεντι κεραυνψ, άμφϊ δὲ μήλα τρεμονσι και ἄλλυδις αΧΧα φέ-βονταί'1
ὼς ἄρ’ ’Αχαιών υἷες ὐπότρεσαν, οΰνεκ αρ αυτών 405 Αἰνείας συνἐχευε θοῶς ἔρυμα πτολὑμοιο ἀσπίσιν ἀκαμάτῃσι τετυγμένον, οὕνεκ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ κάρτος άττειρέσιον θεὺς ώσασεν* οὐδὲ τις αυτών εσθενε οἱ κατὰ δῆριν ἐναντίον ὄσσε βαΧεσθαι, οΰνεκά οι μαρμαίρω περὶ βριαροις μεΧόεσσι	410
τεὐχεα θεσπεσίῃσιν ἐειδὁμενα στεροπήσιν* el σ τήκει δέ οἱ ἄγ%ι Be μας κεκαΧυμμενος ορφντ} δεινός *Αρης, καί ττάντα κατιθύνεσκε βέΧεμνα ἢ μάρον ἣ δἐος αἰνὺν ἐπ’ Ἀργείοισι φεροντα* μάρνατο δ’ ώς όττότ αυτός Ὀλύμπιος ούρανοθι
Ζευς	415
άσχαΧοων εΒάίζεν ύττερβια φυΧα Τιραντών σμερΒαΧίων, καί yaiav ἀπειρεσίην ἐτίναξε Τηθύν τ’ Ωκεανόν τε και ουρανόν, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη 7υῖ’ ἐλελίξετ’ Ἀτλαντος υπ’ ακαμάτου Διὸς ορμής* ὼς ἄρ’ ὑπ’ ΑΙνείαο κατηρείττοντο φάXayyeς	420
Ἀργείων ἀνὰ δῆριν ὁ γὰρ ττβρί τείχος άττάνττ) ἔσσυτο Βυσμενεεσσι χοΧούμενος, ἐκ δ’ ἄρα χειρῶν πᾶν, ο τί οι τταρεκυρσεν εττειγομενω ττοτϊ μώΧον,
1 Zimmermann, for μ-ηλονόμοι τε καϊ ἀλλ' ὅσα πάντα φ. of ν, 4δο
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βάλλεν, ἐπεὶ μάλα πολλὰ κακῆς άΧκτηρια χὰρμης κεῖτο μενεπτοΧέμων ἐπὶ τεἐχεσι ΔαρΒανιώνων, 425 τοῖσι περ Αἰνείας μεηάΧφ περὶ κάρτεί θύων Ζυσμενεων άττέρυκε ττοΧνν στρατόν άμφι δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ
Τρῶες καρτύναντο· κακὴ δ’ ἔχε πάντας ὀϊζὺς ἀμφὶ πόλιν πολλοὶ δὲ κατέκταθεν ή μεν Αχαιών ἡδ’ ἄρα καὶ Τρώων μἐγα δ’ ϊαγον αμφοτέρωθεν, 430 Αἰνείας μὲν Τρωσὶ φιΧοπτοΧέμοισι κεΧεύων μάρνασθ’ ἀμφὶ πόληος ὲῆς άΧογων1 τε καὶ αυτών προφρονέως· υίὸς δὲ μενεπτολέμου Ἀχιλῆᾶς Αργβίους εκέΧευε παρά κΧυτα τείγεα Τροίης μίμνειν, ἄχρι πόληα πυρὶ πρήσαντες εΧωσι.	435
τοὺς δ’ άμφω στονοεασα καί ἄσπετος άμπεγ ἀϋτὴ μαρναμένους πρόπαν ημαρ ἀνὰ κλὁνον* οὐδέ τις ηεν
ἄμπνευσις ποΧέμοιο ΧιΧαωμένων ἀνὰ θύμον των μεν έΧεΙν πτολίεθρον ὐπ’ Ἀρεϊ, των δὲ σαωααι.
Αὶας δ’ αὖτ’ ἀπάτερθε θρασύφρονος Αίνείαο	440
μαρνάμενος Τρώεσσι κακὸς ἐπὶ κἣρας ἴαλλε σφίσιν ἐκηβολίῃσιν, ἐπεί ρα οἱ ἄλλοτε μέν που ἰθὺ βέΧος πεπότητο δι’ ἡερος, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε ἀλγινόεντες ἄκοντες· ἐπ’ αΧΧφ δ’ ἄλλον ἔπεφνεν οΐ δὲ περιπτώσσοντες ἀμὑμονος άνέρος άΧκην 445 ἐς μοθον οὐκέτ’ ἔμιμνον εΧειπε δὲ τείγεα Χάος.
Και τότε οι θεράπων πολὺ φέρτατος εν δαὶ' Λοκρών
Ἀλκιμέδων ἐρίθυμος, Ιῷ πίσυνος βασιλἣι κάρτεί τε σφετέρψ κα\ θαρσαΧέη νεότητι ἐμμεμαὼς ποΧέμοιο θοοϊς έπεβησατο ποσσΐ	450
κΧίμακος> οφρα κέλευθον ἐπὶ πτὁλιν ἀνδράσι θείη λευγαλἐην αφετέρου δὲ καρήατος ἔμμεναι αΧκαρ 1 Zixnmermann, for Ιών τεκἐων of ν.
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Hurled he; for many a battle-staying bolt Lay on the walls of those staunch Dardan men.
With such Aeneas stormed in giant might,
With such drave back the thronging foes. All round The Trojans played the meii. Sore travail and pain Had all folk round the city : many fell,
Argives and Trojans. Rang the battle-cries :
Aeneas cheered the war-fam Trojans on To fight for home, for wives, and their own souls With a good heart: war-staunch Achilles’ son Shouted : “ Flinch not, ye Argives, from the walls, Till Troy be taken, and sink down in flames ! ”
And round these twain an awful measureless roar Rang, daylong as they fought: no breathing-space Came from the war to them whose spirits burned, These, to smite Ilium, those, to guard her safe.
But from Aeneas valiant-souled afar Fought Aias, speeding midst the men of Troy Winged death; for now his arrow straight through air
Flew, now his deadly dart, and smote them down One after one : yet others cowered away Before his peerless prowess, and abode The fight no more, but fenceless left the wall.
Then one, of all the Locrians mightiest, Fierce-souled Alcimedon, trusting in his prince And his own might and valour of his youth,
All battle-eager on a ladder set
Swift feet, to pave for friends a death-strewn path
Into the town. Above his head he raised I
I I 2
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ἀσπίδα θεὶς καθύττερθεν ἀνήιε λυγρὰ κεΧευθα άτρομου ἐνθέμενος κραδίῃ νὁον* ἐν δ’ ἄρα χειρὶ ἄλλοτε μὲν δόρυ ττάΧΧεν άμείΧιγον, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε 455 εἷρττεν ἄνω* τὸν δ’ αιψα διηερίη φόρεν οἶμος. καί νύ κε δὴ Τρώεσσιν ἄχος γἐνετ’, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ ήδη ὺπερκύπτοντι καὶ είσοροωντι ττόΧηα ὑστάτιον και πρῶτον ἀφ’ ἔρκεος ύψηΧοΐο ΑΙνείας ἐπὁρουσεν, ἐπεί ρά μιν ου λάθεν ὁρμὴ 460 οὐδ’ ἀπάτερθεν ιόντα· βάΧεν δὲ μιν evpel ττέτρψ κάκ κεφαΧής* μεγάλη δὲβίη κρατερὁφρονος ἀνδρὸς κΧιμακά οι συνέαξεν* ό δ’ υψοθεν ἡὑτ’ όϊστός ἔσσυτ’ ἀπὺ νευρἣς· ὸλοὺς δὲ οἱ εσττετο πότμος άμφεΧεΧιξαμένψ' στονόεις δὲ οἱ ἡἐρι θυμός	465
αΐψα μίγη, πρὶν γαῖαν ἐπὶ στυφεΧην άφικεσθαι· η pure δ’ ἐν θώρηκι κατὰ χθονος, ούνεκ ἄρ’ αὐτοῦ νόσφιν ἀπεπλάγχθη βριαρόν δόρυ καὶ σάκος εὐρὺ καὶ κρατερὴ τρυφάΧεια- περ ιστό νἀγησε δὲ Λοκρών λαὸς, ὅτ’ εΒρακον άνΒρα κακῇ SeSμη μόνον ἄτη*	470
δὴ γάρ οι Χασίοιο καρηατος ἄλλυδις ἄλλῃ εγκόφαΧος ττεττάΧακτο- συνηΧοίηντο δὲ πάντα όστόα καί θοά γυῖα Χνγρψ ττετταΧαγμενα Χύθρω.
Καὶ τότε δὴ Ποίαντος εὺς παῖς άντιθεοιυ, ως ἴδεν Αiveiav περὶ τεἐχεα μαιμώωντα	475
θηρϊ βίην άτάΧαντ ον, άφαρ ττ ρο όη κεν ό ιστόν Ιθύνων ἐς φώτα πτερικΧυτον οὐδ’ άφάριαρτεν άνόρος, ἀλλά οἷ οὔτι δ ὁ άσττίΒος άκαμάτοιο ἐς χρόα καΧόν ϊκανεν, άττότραττε γὰρ Κυθίρεια καὶ σάκος, ἀλλ’ ἄρα τυτθὺν εττεγραφε Βερμα βοείης. 480 οὐδ’ ἄρα μαψιΒίως γαμάΒις πέσεν, ἀλλὰ Μἐδοντα μεσσηγὺς σάκεός re και Ιττττοκόμου τρνφαΧβίης τνψεν ο δ ἐκ ττνρηοιο κατήριττεν, εὖτ’ ἀπὺ ττότρης άγριον αίγα βάΧησιν ἀνὴρ στονόεντι βεΧεμνω*
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The screening shield ; up that dread path he went Hardening his heart from trembling, in his hand Now shook the threatening spear, now upward climbed:
Fast high in air he trod the perilous way.
Now on the Trojans had disaster come,
But, even as above the parapet His head rose, and for the first time and the last From her high rampart he looked down on Troy, Aeneas, who had marked, albeit afar,
That bold assault, rushed on him, dashed on his head So huge a stone that the hero’s mighty strength Shattered the ladder. Down from on high he rushed As arrow from the string: death followed him As whirling round he fell; with air was blent His lost life, ere he crashed to the stony ground. Strong spear, broad shield, in mid fall flew from his hands,
And from his bead the helm : his corslet came Alone with him to earth. The Locrian men Groaned, seeing their champion quelled by evil doom; For all his hair and all the stones around Were brain-bespattered: all his bones were crushed, And his once active limbs besprent with gore.
Then godlike Poeas’ war-triuinphant son Marked where Aeneas stormed along the wall In lion-like strength, and straightway shot a shaft Aimed at that glorious hero, neither missed The man: yet not through his unyielding targe To the fair flesh it won, being turned aside By Cytherea and the shield, but grazed The buckler lightly: yet not all in vain Fell earthward but between the targe and helm Smote Medon: from the tower he fell, as falls A wild goat from a crag, the hunter s shaft Deep in its heart: so nerveless-filing he fell,
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ως 6 πεσὼν τετάνυστο* λίπεν δὲ μιν ἱερὸς αἰὼν. Αίνβίας δ’ ἑτάροιο χοΧωσάμβνος βάλε πέτρην, καί /5α ΦιΧοκτηταο κατέκτανεν εσθΧον ὲταῖρον Τ οξαἐχμην ΘΧάσσεν δὲ κάρη, σ uvea ξe δὲ πάντα ὀστία σὺν ττηΧηκι* λώθη δέ οἱ ayXaov ἦτορ. τῷ δ’ ἐπὶ μακρὸν ἄυσε πάις Ποίαντος ayavov*
“ Αἰνεία, νυν ἔολπας ἐνὶ φρεσϊ σῇσιν αριστος ἔμμεναι ἐκ ττ ν py ο to ττ ον ευ μεν ος, ένθα γυναῖκες Βνσμενέεσσι μάχονται άνάΧκώες* εἰ δὲ τὶ? ἐσσί, βρχβο τεἐχεος έκτος ἐν ἔντεσιν, οφρα δαείης Ποίαντος θρασὺ ν υἷα καὶ ἔγχεσι καὶ βεΧεεσσιν” ΛΩς ἄρ’ ἔφη* τὸν δ’ οὔτι θρασύς ττάις ’Αγχίσσο καίπερ εεΧΒόμενος ττροσεφώνεεν, οννεκ ὸρώρει δῆρις οιζνρη περὶ τείχεα μακρὰ καὶ ἄστυ νωΧεμεως* ον yap τι κακόν ιτανοντο μὁθοιο· οὐδὲ σφιν μάλα δηρὸν υπ’ Ἀρει τειρομενοισιν ἔσκε λύσις καμάτοιο· ττ όνος δ’ ἄπρηκτος όρώρει.
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And fled away from hiin the precious life.
Wroth for his friend, a stone Aeneas hurled,
And Philoctetes’ stalwart comrade slew,
Toxaechmes; for he shattered his head and crushed Helmet and skull-bones; and his noble heart Was stilled. Loud shouted princely Poeas’ son :
“ Aeneas, thou, forsooth, dost deem thyself A mighty champion, fighting from a tower Whence craven women war with foes ! Now if Thou be a man, come forth without the wall In battle-harness, and so learn to know In spear-craft and in bow-craft Poeas’ son ! ”
So cried he ; but Andrises’ valiant seed,
How fain soe’er, naught answered, for the stress Of desperate conflict round that wall and burg Ceaselessly raging : pause from fight was none :
Yea, for long time no respite had there been For the war-weary from that endless toil.
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Λ0Γ02 ΔΩΔΕΚΑΤΟΣ.
Ἀλλ’ ore δὴ μάλα rrroXXa κάμον περὶ τεἐχεα * Τροίης
αἐχμηταὶ Δαναοί, Πολέμου δ’ οὐ γίνετο τέκμωρ, δὴ τὁτ’ ἀριστήων ἄγυριν ιτοιήσατο Κάλ%ας εὖ εἰδὼ? ἀνὰ θύμον υπ’ ἐννεσίῃς Εκάτοιο πτήσιας οίωνων ἡδ’ ἀστἐρας ἄλλα τε πάντα σήμαθ\ ὅσ’ ανθρώττοισι θεῶν ἰὁτητι πέλονται, καί σφιν ἀγειρομἐνοισιν ἔπος ποτὶ τοῖον ἔειπε· “μηκέτι παρ τεἐχεσσιν ἐφεζὁμενοι πονέεσθε, ἀλκ’ ἄλλην τινὰ μἣτιν ἐνὶ φρεσὶ μητιάασθε και δὁλον, δ? λαοῖσι καὶ ἡμῖν ἔσσετ’ oveiap· ἦ γὰρ ἔχωγε γθίζον icreSpa/cov ἐνθάδε σῆμα* ἵρηξ σεῦε πόλειαν* ἐπειγομἐνη δ’ ἄρα κάνη χηραμον ἐς ττέτρης κατςΒύσατο' τῇ δ’ ὁ χολωθεὶς ὰργαλίως μάλα πολλὸν ἐπὶ χρόνον ἀγχόθι μίμνε χηραμοῦ* ἡ δ’ ἀλἐεινεν ο δ’ ἐνθὑμενος χόλον αίνον
θάμνφ ὐπεκβύφθη* ἡ δ’ ἔκθορεν άφραΒί^σιν ἔμμεναι ἐλπομἐνη μιν ἀπὑπροθεν ος δ’ ἐπαερθεὶς δειλαίῃ τρήρωνι φόνον στονὁεντ’ ἐφὲηκε* τῷ νῦν μήτι βίτ) πειρώμεθα Τρώϊον ἄστυ περσέμεν, ἀλλ’ εἴ που τι δόλος καὶ μῆτις ἀνύσσῃ.” *Ὀ9 ἄρ’ ἔφη· τῶν δ’ οὔτις ἔφη φρβσὶ τ€κμήρα-σθαι
ἄλκαρ όϊζνροιο μόθον' Βίζοντο δὲ μῆχος <|88
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How the Wooden Horse was fashioned, and brought into Troy by her people.
When round the walls of Troy the Danaan host Had borne much travail, and yet the end was not, By Calchas then assembled were the chiefs ;
For his heart was instructed by the hests Of Phoebus, by the flights of birds, the stars,
And all the signs that speak to men the will Of Heaven ; so lie to that assembly cried:
“ No longer toil in leaguer of yon walls ;
Some other counsel let your hearts devise,
Some stratagem to help the host and us.
For here but yesterday I saw a sign :
A falcon chased a dove, and she, hard pressed, Entered a cleft of the rock; and chafing he Tarried long time hard by that rift; but she Abode in covert. Nursing still his wrath,
He hid him in a bush. Forth darted she,
In folly deeming him afar : he swooped,
And to the hapless dove dealt wretched death. Therefore by force essay we not to smite Troy, but let cunning stratagem avail.”
He spake; but no man’s wit might find a way To escape their grievous travail, as they sought
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εὓρέμεναι· μοῦνος δὲ σαοφροσύνησι νὁησεν υἱὸς Ααερταο καί άντίον εκφατο μῦθον·
“ ὧ φίλ’, ἐπ ουράνιο ισι τετιμένε πἀγχν θεοῖσιν, 25 εἰ ἐτεὸν πάπρωται ένπτολέμοισιν Ἀχαιοῖς εκπέρσαι ΐίριάμοιο δολοφ ροσύνρσι πόληα, ίππον τεκτήναντες ἀριστέε? ἐς λὐχον ἄνδρες βησόμεθ> ἀσπασίως* Χαοὶ δ’ ἀπὸ νόσφι νέεσθαι ἐς Τἐνεδον σὺν νηυσίν, ἐνιπρἣσαι δ’ ἄρα Πάντες 30 ὰς κλισία?, ἵνα Τρῶες ἀπ’ ἄστεος άθρησαντες ἐς πεδίον προχέωνται άταρβέες· ἀλλά τις ἀνὴρ θαρσαλέος, τον γ’ οὔτις ἐπίσταται ἐν Τρώεσσἱ, μιμνετω ἔκτοθεν ίππον άρηιον ἐνθὑμενος κη ρ, ὅστις υποκρίναιτο βίην ύπεροπλον ’Αχαιών	35
/δέξαι ὑπὲρ νόστο ω λιλαιομένων μἐγ’1 ἀλύξαι, ϊππψ υποπτήξας εὐεργέι. * τον δ’ εκάμοντο ΤΙαλλάΒι χωομένη Τρώων υπέρ αιχμή τάων’ καὶ τὰ μὲν ὼς ἐπὶ δηρὸν άνειρομενοισι πιφαύσκειν, εΐσόκε οί πεπίθωνται άταρτηροί περ ἐόντες,	40
ἐς δὲ πόλιν μιν ἅγωσι θοῶς ελεεινόν εόντα, ὅφρ’ ἡμῖν aXeyeivov ἐς Ἀρεα σῆμα πεΚηται, τοῖς μὲν ἄρ’ αίθαλόεντα θοῶς ἀνὰ πυρσόν άείρας, τοὺς δ’ ἄρ’ εποτρύνας εκβήμεναι ενρέος ίππον} ὁππότε Τρώιοι υἷες άκηδέες υπνωω σνυΓ	45
ΛΩς φάτο· τον δ* ἄρα Πάντες ἐπῄνεον* έξοχα δ’ άλλων
' Κάλχας μιν θανμαζεν, ἔπω ς νπεθηκατ Ἀχαιοῖς μήτιν καί Βόλον εσθλόν, δς Ἀργείοισιν έμελλε νίκης εμμεναι ἄλκαρ, ἀτὰρ μίγα Τρώεσι πῆμα* τοὑνεκ’ ὰριστήεσσιν ἐῦπτολέμοισι μετηύδα*	50
ζ< μηκέτι νυν δόλον άλλον ἐνὶ φρεσϊ μητιάασθε, ὦ φίλοι, ἀλλὰ πιθέσθαι ενπτολέμω Ὀδυσῆι·
1 Zimmermann, for μἐν of Koechly,
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To find a remedy, till Laertes’ son Discerned it of his wisdom, and he spake :
" Friend, in high honour held of the Heavenly Ones,
If doomed it be indeed that Pnam’s burg By guile must fall before the war-worn Greeks,
A great Horse let us fashion, in the which Our mightiest shall take ambush. Let the host Burn all their tents, and sail from hence away To Tenedos ; so the Trojans, from their towers Gazing, shall stream forth, fearless to the plain.
Let some brave inan, unknown of any in Troy,
With a stout heart abide without the Horse, Crouching beneath its shadow, who shall say: c Achaea’s lords of might, exceeding fain Safe to win home, made this their offering For safe return, an image to appease The wrath of Pallas for lier image stolen1 From Troy/ And to this story shall be stand,
How long soe’er they question him, until,
Though never so ι-elentless, they believe,
And drag it, their own doom, within the town.
Then shall war’s signal unto us be given—
To them at sea, by sudden flash of torch,
To the ambush, by the cry, f Come forth the , Horse ! ’
When unsuspecting sleep the sons of Troy.”
He spake, and all men praised him : most of all Extolled him Calchas, that such marvellous guile He put into the Achaeans’ hearts, to be For them assurance of triumph, but for Troy Ruin ; and to those battle-lords he cried: e( Let your hearts seek none other stratagem,
Friends; to war-strong Odysseus’ rede give ear.
1 Some freedom, based on Vergil, has here been taken with the text, to make the plan read intelligibly.
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οὐδὲ οἱ ἔσσετ’ άιτρηκτον εν^ρονέοντι νόημα· ἦδη γὰρ Δαναοῖσι θεοὶ τεΧέονσίν εέΧδωρ} σήματα δ’ οὐκ ἀτἐκεστ’ αναφαίνεται ἄλλοθεν ἄλλα* 55 Ζηνὺς μὲν γὰρ ὕπερθε μέγα κτνττέονσι δι’ αἴθρη ς βροντάν ὁμῶς στεροττησι· τταραίσσουσι δὲ Χάους δεξιοί όρνιθες τavafj όττϊ κεκΧηγοντες. ἀλλ’ ἄγε μηκέτι πολλὸν ἐπὶ χρόνον ἀμφὶ πόληα μίμνωμεν Τρωσϊν γὰρ ενέττνευσεν μέγ* ανάγκη	60
θάρσος, ο περ πρὸς Ἀρηα και ουτιδανόν περ εγείρει*
κάρτιστοι δε τότ ανδρες ἐπὶ μόθον, ότπτότε θύμον τταρθεμενοι στονόεντος άφειδησωσιν όΧέθρον ως νυν Τρώϊον υΐες άταρβέες άμφιμάχονται ἄστυ περὶ σφέτερον μέγα δε σφισι- μαίνεται ἦτορ.”	65
ΛΩς φάμενον ττροσέειττεν ΆχιΧΧεος οβριμος υιός·
“ ὦ Κάλχμν, δήιοισι καταντίον άΧκιμοι ανδρες μάρνανται· τοι δ’ ἐντός άΧενάμενοι ἀπὸ ττύργων ουτιδανοί ιτονέονται, όσων φρένα δειμα χαΧέτττει· τῷ νῦν μήτε δόΧον φραζώμεθα, μήτε τι μῆχος 70 ἄλλο* πόνῳ γὰρ εοικεν άριστέας εμμεναι άνδρας καί δορί* θαρσαΧέοι γάρ άμείνονες εν δαϊ φώτες.”
ΛΩς φάμενον ττροσέειττε μένος Καερτιάδαο·
“ & τέκος όβριμόθνμον άταρβέος Αίακίδαο, ταντα μέν, ώς ειτέοικεν άμύμονι φωτϊ και ἐσθλῷ, 75 θαρσαΧέως μάλα πάντα διίκεο χερσϊ ττεττοιθώς· άΧΧ' οντ άκαμάτοιο τεοῦ ττατρος άτρομος άΧκη εσθενεν οΧβιον άστυ διαττραθέειν ΊΙριάμοιο ονθ’ ἡμεῖς μάλα πολλὰ ττ ον ευ μεν οι· ἀλλ’ ἄγε θᾶσσον
Κάλχαντος βουΧησι θοάς ἐπὶ νἣας ίόντες	80
ίππον τεκταίνωμεν viral τταΧάμησιν Έπειον, ὅς ρά τε ΊΓοΧΧόν άριστος εν Ἀργείοισι τέτυκται εϊνεκα τεκτοσύνης· δέδαεν δέ μιν εργον Ἀθήνη.”
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His wise thought shall not miss accomplishment. Yea, our desire even now the Gods fulfil.
Hark! for new tokens come from the Unseen!
Lo, there on high crash through the firmament Zeus’ thunder and lightning ! See, where birds to right
Dart past; and scream with long-resounding cry!
Go to, no more in endless leaguer of Troy Linger we. Hard necessity fills the foe With desperate courage that makes cowards brave ; For then are men most dangerous, when they stake Their lives in utter recklessness pf death,
As battle now the aweless sons of Troy All round their burg, mad with the lust of fight/’ But cried Achilles’ battle-eager son: cc Calclias, brave men meet face to face their foes! Who skulk behind their walls, and fight from towers, Are nidderings, hearts palsied with base fear.
Hence with all thought of wile and stratagem!
The great war-travail of the spear beseems True heroes. Best in battle are the brave.”
But answer made to him Laertes’ seed : Bold-hearted child of aweless Aeacus’ son,
This as beseems a hero princely and brave, Dauntlessly trusting in thy strength, thou say’st.
Yet thine invincible sire’s unquailing might Availed not to smite Priam’s wealthy burg,
Nor we, for all our travail. Nay, with speed,
As counselleth Calchas, go we to the ships,
And fashion we the Horse by Epeius’ hands,
Who in the woodwright’s craft is chiefest far Of Argives, for Athena taught his lore.”
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ΛΏς φάτο* τῷ δ’ ἄρα Πάντες ὰριστἣες πεπίθοντο νόσφι Νεοπτολὑμοιο δαίφρονος' οὐδὲ μὲν ἐσθλὸν 85 πεῖθε ΦιΧοκτηταο νόον κρατερά φρονέοντος* ὑσμίνη? γὰρ ἔτ’ ἔσκον όίζνρής άκόρητοί. ώρμαινον δὲ μάχεσθαί ἀνὰ κΧόνον' ἀμφὶ δὲ Χάους σφωιτέρους εκέΧευον άπεψέσίον περὶ τείχος πάντα φέρειν, οσα δῆριν ἐνὶ πτοΧέμοισιν όφέΧΧει, 90 εΧπόμενοο τττοΧίεθρον ευκτιτον έξαΧαπάξαν ἄμφω γὰρ βουΧησί Θεών ἐς δῆριν ἵκοντο. καί νν κεν al^jra τέΧεσσαν, οσα σφίσιν ηθεΧε θυμός,
εἰ μὴ Ζεὺς νεμέσησεν ἀπ’ αίθέρος, ἀμφὶ δὲ γαῖαν Ἀργείων εΧέΧιξεν ὑπαὶ ποσί, σὺν δ’ ετίναξεν 95 ἡ ἐγ α πάσαν ὕπερθε, βάΧεν δ’ άκάμαντα κεραυνόν ηρώων προπάροιθεν· υπεσμαράηησε δὲ πάσα Ααρδανίη· των δ’ αϊψα μετετράπετ ήύ νόημα ες φόβον εκ δ’ εΧάθοντο βίης καί κάρτεος εσθΧου, καί ρα κΧυτω Κάλχαντι καὶ οὐκ εθέΧοντε πί-* θοντο·	100
ἐς δ’ ἄρα τῆας ἵκοντο σὺν ’Αργείοισι καὶ άΧΧοις μάντίν άγασσάμενοί, τον άρ εκ Διὸς εμμεν εφαντο,
ἐκ Διὸς ἣ Φοίβοιο* πίθοντο* δὲ οἱ μάλα πάντα.
Ἠμος δ’ αι^Χηεντα περιστρέφει ουρανόν άστρα πάντοθε μαρμαίροντα, πόνου δ’ ἐπιλήθεται ἀνήρ, 105 δὴ τὁτ’ Ἀθηναίη μακάρων εδος αίπύ Χίποϋσα ηΧυθε παρθενίκη άπάΧό^ροϊ πάντ είκυΐα ες νηας καί Χαόν άρηιφίΧου δ’ ἄρ’ Έπειου ἔστη ὑπὲρ κεφαΧής εν όνείραϊ, καί μιν άνώηεν τευξαί Κούριον ίππον· ἔφη δὲ οἱ ἐγκονὲοντι	ΠΟ
αὐτὴ συγκαμέειν, αὐτὴ δ' ἄφαρ ἀγχόθι βηναί ἔργον ὲς ότρύνουσα. θεἣς δ’ ο <γε μύθον άκονσας κωγχαΧοων ἀνὰ θυμόν άκηδέος εκθορεν ύπνον ε<γνω $ αθάνατον θεόν άμβροτον ουδέ οι ἦτορ 494
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Then all their mightiest men gave ear to him Save twain, fierce-hearted Neoptolemus And Philoctetes mighty-souled ; for these Still were insatiate for the bitter fray,
Still longed for turmoil of the fight. They bade Their own folk bear against that giant wall What things soe’er for war s assaults avail,
In hope to lay that stately fortress low,
Seeing Heaven’s decrees had brought them both to war.
Yea, they had haply accomplished all their will,
But from the sky Zeus showed his wrath; he shook The earth beneath their feet, and all the air Shuddered, as down before those heroes twain He hurled his thunderbolt: wide echoes crashed Through all Dardania. Unto fear straightway Turned were their bold hearts: they forgat their might,
And Calchas* counsels grudgingly obeyed.
So with the Argives came they to the ships In reverence for the seer who spake from Zeus Or Phoebus, and they obeyed him utterly.
Wiiat time round splendour-kindled heavens the stars
From east to west far-flashing wheel, and when Man doth forget his toil, in that still hour Athena left the high mansions of the Blest,
Clothed her in shape of a maiden tender-fleshed,
And came to ships and host. Over the head Of brave Epeius stood she in his dream,
And bade him build a Horse of tree: herself Would labour in his labour, and herself Stand by his side, to the work enkindling him. Hearing the Goddess’ word, with a glad laugh Leapt he from careless sleep: tight well he knew The Immortal One celestial. Now his heart
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ἄλλο παρὲξ ώρμαινε, νόον δ’ ἔχεν αἰὲν ἐπ’ ἔργω θεσπεσίῳ* πινυτὴ δὲ περὶ φρἐνας ἦιε τ ίχνη.
Ἠὼς δ’ ἀππόθ’ i/cavev άττωσαμένη κνέφας ἡὺ εἰς ἔρεβος, χαροττη δὲ δὁ ἡἐρος ἦιεν αἴγλη, δὴ τότε θεῖον oveipov ἐν Άργβίοισιν Ἐπειός, ώς ἴδεν, ώς rj/covaev, ἐεΧδομἑνοισιν ἔειπεν* οἱ δέ οἱ εἰσαίοντες ἀπειρέσιον κεχάροντο· καὶ τὁτ’ ἄρ’ Ἀτρὲος υἷες ἐς aytcea τηΧβθάοντα ’Ίδης νψικόμοίο θοοὺς ττροέηκαν ικέσθαι άνέρας* οι δ’ ἐλάτῃσιν ἐπιβρίσαντες ἀν’ ὕλην, ’ τάμνον BevSpea μακρά· ττβρικτνττέοντο δὲ βησσαι θεινομἑνων δολιχαὶ δὲ κατ’ ον pea μακρὰ κόλώναι δεύοντ’ ἐκ ζϋΧοχοίΟ' νάπη δ’ άνβφαίνβτο ττασα θήρεσιν οὐκέτι τὁσσον ἐπήρατος, ώς τὺ ττάροιθν ττρέμνα δ’ άττ αν αίνοντο βίην ττοθέοντ άνέμοιο. καὶ τὰ μὲν ὰρ πελέκεσσι διατμήγοντες ’Αχαιοί έσσυμένως φορέεσκον ἐπ’ ῄὁνας Ελλήσποντου ἐξ ὅρεος λασίοιο* μὁγησε δὲ θυμὸς ἐπ’ ἔργω αἰζηῶν τε καὶ ήμώνων ττονίοντο δὲ λαοὶ ἄσπετον1 ἄλλοθεν ἄλλος ὐποδρήσσοντες ’Επειῷ* οἱ μὲν γὰρ τίμνεσκον υπ’ οκριάζντί, <η8ήρψ δούρατα καὶ σανίδας διεμἐτρεον* οἱ δ’ ἄρ’ ἀπ’ ὅζους
λείαι νο ν ττελἑκεσσιν ἔτ’ άττρίστων αττο φιτρων, ἄλλος δ’ ἄλλο τι ἡἐξε πονεὑμενο?· ανταρ Ἕπειὸς ϊητττον ΰονρατέοιο πόδας κάμεν, αύταρ ἔπειτα νηδὑα, τῇ δ’ ἐφύπερθε συνήρμοσε νώτα καὶ ἰξὺν ἐξόπιθεν, δειρην δὲ πάρος, καθὑπερθε δὲ χαίτην ανχένος νψηΧοΐο καθήρμοσεν, ὡς ἐτεὸν περ κινυμένην, Χάσιον δὲ κάρη καὶ ἐύτριχον ονρήν, οϋατά τ’ οφθαλμούς τε δ/βιδἑας αΧλα τε πάντα, οἶς έτηκίννται ίππος· ἀέξετο δ’ ἱερόν ἔργον ώς ἐτεὸν ζώο ντο ς, ἐπεὶ θεὺς ἀνἐρι τέχνην 1 Supplied by Zimmermann.
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Could hold no thought beside; his mind was fixed Upon the wondrous work, and through his soul Marched marshalled each device of craftsmanship. When rose the dawn, and thrust back kindly night
To Erebus, and through the firmament streamed Glad glory, then Epeius told his dream To eager Argives—all he saw and heard;
And hearkening joyed they with exceeding joy. Straightway to tall-tressed Ida’s leafy glades The sons of Atreus sent swift messengers.
These laid the axe unto the forest-pines,
And hewed the great trees : to their smiting rang The echoing glens. On those far-stretching hills All bare of undergrowth the high peaks rose :
Open their glades were, not, as in time past, Haunted of beasts: there dry the tree-trunks rose Wooing the winds. Even these the Achaeans hewed With axes, and in haste they bare them down From those shagged mountain heights to Hellespont’s shores.
Strained with a strenuous spirit at the work Young men and mules ; and all the people toiled Each at his task obeying Epeius’s hest For with the keen steel some were hewing beams, Some measuring planks, and some with axes lopped Branches away from trunks as yet unsawn :
Each wrought his several work. Epeius first Fashioned the feet of that great Horse of Wood :
The belly next he shaped, and over this Moulded the back and the great loins behind,
The throat in front, and ridged the towering neck With waving mane: the crested head he wrought, The streaming tail, the ears, the lucent eyes—
All that of lifelike horses have. So grew Like a live thing that more than human work,
κ κ
497
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
Βώκ ερατήν* τετέλεστο δ’ ἐνὶ τρισὶν ημασι πάντα Παλλάδος ἐννεσίῃσι* πολὺς δ’ ἐπεγήθεε λαὸς Αργείων θαύμαζε δ’ ὅπως ἐπὶ Βούρατι θυμός καί τάχος εκπεπόνητο ποδῶν, χρεμέθοντί τ’ ἐωκει.
καὶ τότε δῖος ’Εττειὺς ὑπὲρ μεγακήτεος ίππου εύχετ ἐπ’ άκαμάτφ Τριτωνίδι χεῖρας ορέξας·
“ κΧύθι, θεὰ μεγάθυμε, σάου δ’ ἐμὲ καὶ τεὺν
<*/	ϊ>
ίππον.
*\Ως φάτο* τοῦ δ’ εσάκουσε θεά ποΧύμητις Ἀθήνη,
καί ρα οι ερηον ετενξεν επιχθονίοισιν άηητον πᾶσιν, ὅσοι μιν ἴδοντο καὶ οἳ μετόπισθε πύθοντο.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ Δαναοὶ μὲν ἐγήθεον ἔργον Ἐπειοῦ Βερκόμενοι, Τρώες δὲ πεφυζότες ἔνδοθι πύργων μίμνον άΧευάμενοι θάνατον καί άνηΧέα κη ρα, δὴ τὁτ’ ἐπ’ Ὀκεανοῖο ροὰς καὶ Τηθὑος άντρα Ζηνος νπερθύμοιο Θεών ἀπάτερθε μοΧοντος εμπεσεν άθανάτοισιν ἔρις· δἐχα δέ σφισι θυμός επΧετ ορινομένων άνεμων δ’ επ φάντες άέΧΧαις ονρανόθεν φορεοντο ποτὶ χθόνα* τοῖσι δ’;ὔπ’ αἰθὴρ εβραχεν* οἱ δὲ μοΧόντες ἐπὶ Ηἀνθοιο ρεεθρα ἀλλήλων ϊσταντο κατάντιον, ο Ι μεν *Αχανών οί δ’ ἄρ’ ὑπὲρ Τρώων Πολέμου δ’ ἔρος εμπεσε θυμω·
τοῖσι δ’ ὑμῶς άγεροντο καί οΐ Χάχον εύρεα πόντον· καί ρ οί μεν ΒοΧόεντα κοτεσσάμενοι μενεαινον Ιππον άμαΧΒυναι συν νήεσιν, οἱ δ’ ερατεινήν Ίλιον Αἶσα δ’ ἔρυκε πολύτροπος, ἐς δὲ κνΒοιμόν τρέψε νόον μακάρεσσιν* ’Άρης δ’ ἐξῆρχε μοθοιο, ὰλτο δ’ Ἀθηναίης κατεναντίον* ως δὲ καὶ άΧΧοι σύμπεσον άΧΧηΧοισι· περί σφισι δ’ άμβροτα τεύχη
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For a God gave to a inan that wondrous craft.
And in three days, by Pallas’s decree,
Finished was all. Rejoiced thereat the host Of Argos, marvelling how the wood expressed Mettle, and speed of foot—yea, seemed to neigh. Godlike Epeius then uplifted hands To Pallas, and for that huge Horse the prayed :
“ Hear, great-souled Goddess : bless thine Horse and me! ”
He spake : Athena rich in counsel heard,
And made his work a marvel to all men Which saw, or heard its fame in days to be.
But while the Danaans o’er Epeius’ work Joyed, and their routed foes within the walls Tarried, and shrank from death and pitiless doom, Then, when imperious Zeus far from the Gods Had gone to Ocean’s streams and Tetliys’ caves, Strife rose between the Immortals: heart with heart
Was set at variance. Riding on the blasts Of winds, from heaven to earth they swooped: the air
Crashed round them. Lighting down by Xanthus’ streain
Arrayed they stood against each other, these For the Achaeans, for the Trojans those ;
And all tiieir souls were thrilled with lust of war : There gathered too the Lords of the wide Sea.
These in their wrath were eager to destroy The Horse of Guile and all the ships, and those Fair Ilium. But all-conti*iving Fate Held them therefrom, and turned their hearts to strife
Against each other. Ares to the fray Rose first, and on Athena rushed. Thereat Fell each on other: clashed around their limbs
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χρνσεα κινυμενοισι μεγ’ Ιαχεν* ἀμφὶ δ£ πόντος εὐρὺς ἐπεσμαράηησε· κελαινὴ δ’ ετρεμε γαῖα αθανάτων υπό ποσσί* μακρὸν δ’ άμα πάντες aver αν.
σμεράαΧεη δ’ ἐνοπὴ μἐχρις ουρανόν εὐρὺν ικανέ, μἐχρι9 ἐπ’ Ἀιδονῆος υπερθύμοιο βερεθρον Τιτῆνες δ’ ὐπἐνερθε μὸς’ ἔτρεσαν* ἀμφὶ δὲ μάκρη Τδη επεστενε πάσα καλ ηχηεντα ρέεθρα ἀενάων ποταμών, δολιχαὶ δ’ ἅμα τοῖσι χαραόραι νηες τ’ Ἀργείων Πριάμοώ τε κὐδιμσν ἄστυ. ἀλλ’ οὐκ άνθρωπο ι at πεΧεν δἐος* οὐδ’ ἐ νόησαν αυτών εννεσίησΰ Θεών ἔριν* οἱ δὲ κόΧώνας χερσϊν άπορρήξαντες ἀπ’ ονρεος Ίδαίοιο βάΧΧον ἐπ’ άΧΧηΧους· αἱ δὲ ῆταμάθοισιν όμοΐαι ρεΐα Βύεσκίδναντο Θεών ἀμφ’ άσχετα ηνία ρηηνύμεναι διὰ τυτθά. Διὸς δ’ ἐπὶ πείρασι γαίης οὐ Χάθον ηύ νόημα· λιπών δ’ άφαρ Ὠκεανοῖο χεύματ ἐς ουρανόν εύρυν ἀνήιε· τον δὲ φερεσκον Εὖρος και Βορέης, Ζέφυρος δ’ ἐπὶ τοῖσι Νότος τε, τοὺς ὑπὸ θεσπεσιον ζνηόν αΙόΧος ήηαηεν Τρις άρματος αίεν e ον τ ος, ο οι κάμεν άμβροτος ΑΙών χερσϊν υπ' άκαμάτησιν άτειρεος ἐξ ἀδάμαντος, ίκετο δ’ O υΧύμποιο ρ ιον μεηα* σὺν δ’ ετίναξεν ηερα πάσαν νπερθε χοΧούμενος' άΧΧοθε δ’ ἄλλαι βρονταϊ όμως στεροπῇσι μέγ’ ἔκτυπον* ἐκ δὲ κεραυνοί
ταρφέες εξεχέοντο ποτὶ χθόνα* καίετο δ’ ἀὴρ ἄσπετον* αθανάτοισι δ’ ὑπὸ φρενας εμπεσε δεῖμα· πάντων δ’ ετρεμε ηνία καλ, αθανάτων περ εόντων, των δὲ περιδδείσασα κΧντη Θἐμις εὖτε νόημα ὰλτο διὰ νεφεων' τάχα Μ σφεας είσαφίκανεν*
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The golden arms celestial as they charged.
Round them the wide sea thundered, the dark earth Quaked 'neath immortal feet. Rang from them all Far-pealing battle-shouts; that awful cry Rolled up to the broad-arching heaven, and down Even to Hades’ fathomless abyss :
Trembled the Titans there in depths of gloom.
Ida’s long ridges sighed, sobbed clamorous streams Of eveivflowing rivers, groaned ravines Far-furrowed, Arrive ships, and Priam’s towers.
Yet men feared not, for naught they knew of all That strife, by Heaven’s decree. Then her high peaks
The Gods’ hands wrenched from Ida’s crest, and hurled
Against each other: but like crumbling sands Shivered they fell round those invincible limbs, Shattered to small dust. But the mind of Zeus,
At the utmost verge of earth, was ware of all: Straight left he Ocean’s stream, and to wide heaven Ascended, charioted upon the winds,
The East, the North, the West-wind, and the South : For Iris rainbow-plumed led ’neath the yoke Of his eternal car that stormy team,
The car which Time the immortal framed for him Of adamant with never-wearying hands.
So came he to Olympus’ giant ridge.
His wrath shook all the firmament, as crashed From east to west his thunders; lightnings gleamed, As thick and fast his thunderbolts poured to earth, And flamed the limitless welkin. Terror fell Upon the hearts of those Immortals : quaked The limbs of all—ay, deathless though they were! Then Themis, trembling for them, swift as thought Leapt down through clouds, and came with speed to them—
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οϊη γὰρ στονὁβντος ἀπὑπροθι μίμνε μόθοιο' τοῖον δ’ ἔκφατο μῦθον ερυκανόωσα μάχεσθαι· 205 “ ἴσχεσθ’ ϊωχμοιο δυσηχεος· οὐ γὰρ ἔοικε Ζηνὺς χωομενοιο μινυνθαδίων ἕνεκ’ ἀνδρῶν μάρνασθ’ αἰὲν εόντας, ἐπεὶ τάχα Πάντες άιστοι βσσεσθ’* ἦ γὰρ ὕπερθεν ἐφ’ ὓμἐὰς ουρεα πάντα εἰ? ἐν άναρρηξας οὔθ’ υιών ου τε θυηατρών	210
φείσετ αι, ἀλλ’ ἄρα πάντας ὁμῶς ἐφὑπερθε καΧυψει
γαίη ἀπειρεσίῃ* οὐδ’ ἔσσεται ὕμμιν ἄλυξις ἐς φάος* ὰργαλἐος δὲ περὶ ζόφος αἰὲν ερύξειΓ ΛΩς φάτο* τοι δ’ ἐπίθοντο Διὸς τρομέοντες όμοκΧην,
ὕσμίνης Β’ ϊσχοντο, χοΧον δ’ ἀπὸ νόσφι βάΧοντο 215 άργαΧεον, φιΧότητα ο όμήθεα ποιήσαντο* καί ρ’ οἱ μὲν νίσσοντο πρὸς ουρανόν, οί δ’ ἁλὸς εἴσω,
οἱ δ’ ἀνὰ γαῖαν ἔμιμνον. ἐῦπτολὑμοἱσι δ’ Ἀ%αιοῖς υἱὺς Ααερταο πύκα φρονέων φάτο μύθον*
“ ὦ κΧυτοϊ Ἀργείων σημάντορες όβριμοθυμοι, 220 νῦν μοι εεΧδομενφ τεκμήρατε, οϊτινες ἐστε εκπάτ/Χως κρατεροι καί αμύ μονές* ἦ γὰρ [κάνει εμγον ἀνα·γκαίης* ἀλλὰ μνησώμεθ’ Ἀρηος, ἐς δ’ ίππον βαίνωμεν εύξοον, ὄφρα κε τεκμωρ ευ ρω μεν ποΧεμοιο δυσηχέος* ὦς γὰρ άμεινον 225 ἔσσεται, ἣν κε δὁλῳ καὶ μήδεσιν άρηαΧεοισιν ἄστυ μἐγ’ εκπέρσωμεν, ου εΐνεκα δεύρο μοΧόντες πάσγομεν aXyea πολλὰ φιΧης ἀπὸ τηλόθι γαίης. ἀλλ’ ἄγε δή, μένος ἡὺ καὶ ἄλκιμον ἐν φρεσϊ θέντες
■κ****·* καὶ γάρ τις κατὰ δῆριν ἀνιηρῇ υπ’ ἀνάγκη	230
θαρσήσας ἀνὰ θύμον άμείνονα φώτα κατέκτα χειρότερος γεγαώς· μάλα γὰρ μίγα θύμον άεξει θάρσος, ο περ τε μάΧιστα πέλει κλέος άνθρώποισιν. 502
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For in the strife she only had no part—
And stood between the fighters, and she cried : ee Forbear the conflict! O, when Zeus is wroth,
It ill beseems that everlasting Gods
Should fight for men’s sake, creatures of a day :
Else shall ye be all suddenly destroyed;
For Zeus will tear up all the hills, and hurl Upon you: sons nor daughtei*s will he spare,
But bury ’neath one ruin of shattered earth All. No escape shall ye find thence to light,
In horror of darkness prisoned evermore.”
Dreading Zeus’ menace gave they heed to her, From strife refrained, and cast away their wrath, And were made one in peace and amity.
Some heavenward soared, some plunged into the sea,
On earth stayed some. Amid the Achaean host Spake in his subtlety Laertes’ son:
“ O valorous-hearted lords of the Argive host,
Now prove in time of need what men ye be,
How passing-strong, how flawless-brave ! The hour Is this for desperate emprise : now, with hearts Heroic, enter ye yon carven horse,
So to attain the goal of this stem war.
For better it is by stratagem and craft Now to destroy this city, for whose sake Hither we caine, and still are suffering Many afflictions far from our own land.
Come then, and let your hearts be stout and strong For he who in stress of fight hath turned to bay And snatched a desperate courage from despair,
Oft, though the weaker, slays* a mightier foe.
For courage, which is all men’s glory, makes The heart great. Come then; set the ainbush, ye
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ἀλλ’ ay\ ἀριστῆες μὲν ἐὺν Χόγον ἐντύνεσθε· οι δ’ ἄλλοι Τενίδοιο προς ιερὺν ἅστυ μοΧόντες μιμνὑμεν, εΐσόκεν ἄμμε ποτὶ πτόΧιν είρνσσωσι δήῖοι εΧπόμενοι Τρίτη)νίδι Βώρον ἄγεσθαι. αἰζηῶν δέ τις ἐσθλὸς, ον οὐ σάφα Τρῶες ἴσασι, αψνέτω ay% ϊπποιο σώηρεον ενθεμενος κῆρ* καί οἱ πάντα μέλοιτο μάλ’ ἔμπεδον, ὁππόσ’ ἔγωγε
πρὁσθ’ ἐφάμην* και μή τι περὶ φρεσὶν ἄλλο νόηση,
ὄφρα μὴ ἀμφαδὰ Τρωσὶν ’Αχαιών ὑμγα πέληται.” ΛΩς >άτο* τον δὲ Χίνων άπαμείβετο κύδιμος ἀνὴρ
ἄλλων δειδιὑτων* μάλα γὰρ μίγα ἔργον εμεΧΧεν έκτεΧεειν* τῷ καί μιν ενφρονεοντ ἀνὰ θύμον ευρυς αηασσατο Χάος* ο ο εν μεσσοισιν εειπεν “ ώ Ὀδυσεῦ καὶ πάντες ’Αχαιών φέρτατοι υἷες, ἔργον μὲν τὁδ’ ἔγωγε λιλαιομἐνοισι τεΧέσσω, εἰ καὶ ἀεικίζω σι και εἰ πνρϊ μητιόωνται βάλλει ν ζωον β όντα' το yap νύ μοι εναΒε θυμω, ἢ θανεειν δηίοισιν ὕπ’ ἀνδράσιν, ἣ ντταΧνζαι Ἀργείοις μίγα κῦδος ἐελδομἐνοισι φεροντα”
ΛΩς φάτο θαρσαλέως· μέγα δ’ Ἀργεῖοι κεχάροντο·
καί τις ἔφη* “ ὡς τῷδε θεὺς μέγα θάρσος ἔδωκε σήμερον' ου γὰρ πρόσθεν τὴν θρασύς' ἀλλά ὲ δαίμων
ὸτρύνει πάντεσσι κακόν Τρώεσσι yεvεσθav ἢ νῶϊν* νῦν γάρ που όίομαι εσσυμενως περ apyaXeov πολὑμοιο τέκμωρ άίΒηΧον εσεσθαι”
*\Ως ἄρ’ ἔφη κατὰ λαὺν άρηιφίΧων τις Αχμιῶν· Νέστωρ δ’ αὖθ’ ire ρω θ εν εποτρννων μετέειπε*
“ νῦν χρειώ, φίλα τέκνα, βίης καὶ θάρσεος ἐσθλοῦ* νῦν γὰρ τέρμα πόνο ω θεοί καί άμνμονα νίκην S°4
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Which be our mightiest, and the rest shall go To Tenedos’ hallowed burg, and there abide Until our foes have haled within their walls Us with the Horse, as deeming that they bring A gift unto Tritonis. Some brave man,
One whom the Trojans know not, yet we lack,
To harden his heart as steel, and to abide Near by the Horse. Let that man bear in mind Heedfully whatsoe’er I said erewhile.
And let none other thought be in his heart,
Lest to the foe our counsel be revealed.”
Then, when all others feared, a man far-famed Made answer, Sinon, marked of destiny To bring the great work to accomplishment. Therefore with worship all men looked on him,
The loyal of heart, as in the midst he spake : u Odysseus, and all ye Achaean chiefs,
This work for which ye crave will I perform—
Yea, though they torture me, though into fire Living they thrust me ; for mine heart is fixed Not to escape, but die by hands of foes,
Except I crown with glory your desire.”
Stoutly he spake: right glad the Argives were ; And one said : “ How the Gods have given to-day High courage to this man! He hath not been Heretofore valiant. Heaven is kindling him To be the Trojans’ ruin, but to us Salvation. Now full soon, I trow, we reach The goal of grievous war, so long unseen/’
So a voice murmured mid the Achaean host.
Then, to stir up the heroes, Nestor cried:
“Now is the time, dear sons, for courage and strength :
Now do the Gods bring nigh the end of toil;
SOS
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ἧμιν ἐελδομἐνοισι φίΧας ἐς χεῖρας ἄγουσιν ἀλλ’ ἄγε θαρσαλέως ποΧνχανδέος ἐνὃοθεν 'Ιππον βαίν€τ\ ἐπεὶ μερὁπεσσι κλέος μίγα θάρσος ὑπάζει* 265 ώς ὄφελον μέγα κάρτος ἐμοῖς ἔτι γοννασι κβϊτο, οϊον οτ Αϊσονος νιος ἔσω νεὸς ώκνπόροιο Ἀργῴης καλἑεσκεν ὰριστἐὰς, ὁππὁτ’ ἔχω γε πρώτος άριστηων καταβήμεναι όρμαίνεσκον, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ ἀντίθεος Πελίης άέ κοντά μ βρνκβ*	270
νῦν δὲ με γήρας ἔπεισι ποΧνστονον* ἀλλ’ ἄρα
καὶ ὦν,
ώς νἐος ήβώων, καταβήσομαι ἔνδοθεν 'ίππον θαρσαΧέως· θάρσος δὲ κλέος καὶ κῦδος ὁπάσσει.” Ὀς φάμενον προσέειπε πάὶς ξανθόν ΆχίΧήος·
“ ὦ Νἑστορ, σὺ μὲν ἐσσὶ νὁῳ προφβρέστατος ἀνδρῶν
πάντων* ἀλλά σε γήρας άμείΧιχον άμφ ι μιμαρπεν, οὐδέ τοι ἔμπεδος ἐστι /3ίη χατέοντι πονοιο· τῷ σε 2£ρὴ Τενέδοιο προς ῄὁνας ἀπονέεσθαι* ἐς δὲ Χογον νέοι ἄνδρες ἔθ’ νσμίνης άκόρητοι βησόμεθ , ώς σύ, yepace, ΧιΧαιομένοις ἐπιτέλλεις.”
‘Ὀ? φάτο· τοῦ δ’ άγχιστα κιὼν ΝηΧήιος υίὺς άμφοτέρας οί ἔκυσσε χέρας κεφαΧήν τ ἐφύπερθεν, οννεχ νπέσχετο πρώτος ἐς εν ρέα δύμεναι ίππον, αὐτὸν δ’ αὖτε κέλευε γεραίτερον εκτοθι μίμνειν άΧΧοις α ν ν Ααναοΐσιν εέΧδετο γὰρ πονἑεσθαι* καί ρά μιν Ιωχμοϊο ΧίΧαιόμενον προσέειπεν “ ἐσσι πατρός κείνοιο βίτ) και ενφρονι μνθω άντιθέου ΆχίΧήος· ἔολπα δὲ σῇσι χέρεσσιν Ἀργείους Πριάμοιο διαπραθέειν κΧντον ἄστυ* όψὲ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐκ καμάτοιο μέγα κΧέος εσσεται ἡμῖν πολλὰ πονησαμένοισι κατά κΧόνον άΧγεα Χνγρά· aXyea μὲν παρὰ ποσσϊ θεοὶ θέσαν άνθρώποισιν, έσθΧά δὲ πολλὸν άπωθε· πόνον δ’ ἐς μέσσον εΚασσαν
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Now give they victory to our longing hands.
Come, bravely enter ye this cavernous Horse.
For high renown attendeth courage high.
Oh that my limbs were mighty as of old,
When Aesoii’s son for heroes called, to man Swift Argo, when of the heroes foremost I Would gladly have entered her, but Pelias The king withheld me in my own despite.
Ah me, but now the burden of years—O nay,
As I were young, into the Horse will I Fearlessly! Glory and strength shall courage give.’ Answered him golden-haired Achilles’ son :
<e Nestor, in wisdom art thou chief of men ;
But cruel age hath caught thee in his grip:
No more thy strength may match thy gallant will; Therefore thou needs must unto Tenedos’ strand. We will take ambush, we the youths, of strife Insatiate still, as thou, old sire, dost bid.”
Then strode the son of Neleus to his side,
And kissed bis hands, and kissed the head of him Who offered thus himself the first of all To enter that huge horse, being peril-fain,
And bade the elder of days abide without.
Then to the battle-eager spake the old:
“ Thy father’s son art thou! Achilles’ might And chivalrous speech be here ! O, sure am I That by thine hands the Argives shall destroy The stately city of Priam. At the last,
After long travail, glory shall be ours,
Ours, after toil and tribulation of war;
The Gods have laid tribulation at men’s feet But happiness far off, and toil between :
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τοὔνεκα ρηιΒίη μὲν ἐς ὰργαλέην κακότητα αίζηοισι κέλευθον, ἀνιηρὴ δ’ ἐπὶ κῦδος,	295
μεσφ’ οτε τις στονὁεντα ττόνον διὰ ποσσὶ περήσῃ.” Λίϊς φάτο· τὸν δ’ Ἀχιλῆος άμείβετο κύδιμος νιος·
“ ὦ ykpov, ως σύ γ’ εολττας ἐνὶ φρεσί, τούτο ττελοιτο ἡμῖν εὐχομἐνοισιν, ἐπεὶ πολὺ λώιον όντως· εἰ δ’ ετέρως εθελονσι θεοί, καὶ τοῦτο τετὐχθω* 300 βουλοίμην γὰρ ὕπ’ Ἀρει ἐὺκλειῶς αττολεσθαι3 ἡὲ <j>vya>v Ύροίηθεν όνείΒεα πολλὰ φέρεσθαι.”
*Ὀς εἰπὼν ωμοισι κατ αμβροτα θήκατο τεὐχη πατρὸς ὲοῦ* τοὶ δ’ αϊψα καί αυτοί θωρηχθησαν ηρώων οι ἄριστοι, ὅσοις θρασύς ἔπλετο θυμός.	305
τους μοι νυν καθ’ έκαστον άνειρομένψ σάφα Μοῦσαι
ἔππεθ’, ὅσοι κατέβησαν ἔσω ττολνγανΒέος ίππου* ὑμεῖς γὰρ ττασάν μοι ἐνὶ φρεσὶ θηκατ αοιΒην, ττρίν μοι 6τ άμφι τταρεια κατασκίΒνασθ αι ϊουλον, Χμυρνης ἐν δαπέΒοισι ττερικλυτα μήλα νεμοντι 310 τρὶς τόσον Ἑρμοῦ ἄπωθεν, ὅσον βοόωντος άκουσαι,
Ἀρτἐμιδο? περὶ νηὺν Ελευθερίῳ ἐνὶ κηττψ, ουρεί τ ούτε λίην χθαμαλῷ οὐθ’ ύψόθι ττολλω.
Πρώτος μεν κατεβαινεν ἐς ίππον κητώεντα νιος Ἀχιλλῆος, σὺν δὲ κρατερός Μενέλαος	315
ἡδ’ Ὀδυσεὺς %θένελός τε και αντίθεος Διομήδης· βῆ δὲ Φιλοκτήτης τε και νΑντικλος ἡδὲ Μενε-σθεύς,
συν δὲ Θὁας ἐρίθυμος ἰδε ξανθός Πολυποίτη?,
Αἴας τ’ Εὐρὑπυλὁς τε καὶ Ισόθεος ΘρασυμήΒης, Μηριόνης τε καὶ ’Ιδομενεὺς άριδεικετω αμφω,	320
σὺν δ’ ἄρ’ ευμμελίης ΠοδαΛείριος Εὐρὑμαχός τε Τεῦκρος τ’ αντίθεος καί Ιάλμενος όβριμόθνμος, Θάλπιος Ἀντίμαχος τε μενεπτόλεμὁς τε Λεοντεὺς·
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Therefore for men Tull easy is the path To ruin, and the path to fame is hard,
Where feet must press right on through painful toil.’ He spake: replied Achilles’ glorious son:
“ Old sire, as thine heart trusteth, be it vouchsafed In answer to our prayers; for best were this :
But if the Gods will otherwise, be it so.
Ay, gladlier would I fall with glory in fight Than flee from Troy, bowed ’neath a load of shame.” Then in his sire’s celestial arms he arrayed His shoulders ; and with speed in harness sheathed Stood the most mighty heroes, in whose hearts Was dauntless spirit. Tell, ye Queens of Song,
Now man by man the names of all that passed Into the cavernous Horse ; for ye inspired My soul with all my song, long ere my cheek Grew dark with manhood’s beard, what time I fed My goodly sheep on Smyrna’s pasture-lea,
From Hermus thrice so far as one may hear A man’s shout, by the fane of Artemis,
In the Deliverer’s Grove, upon a hill Neither exceeding low nor passing high.
Into that cavernous Horse Achilles’ son First entered, strong Menelaus followed then, Odysseus, Sthenelus, godlike Diomede,
Philoctetes and Menestheus, Arxticlus,
Thoas and Polypoetes golden-haired,
Aias, Eurypylus, godlike Thrasymede,
Idomeneus, Menones, far-famous twain,
Podaleirius of spears, Eurymachus,
Teucer the godlike, fierce Ialmenus,
Thalpius, Antimachas, Leonteus staunch,
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συν δ’ Εὔμηλος ββη θβοείκεΧος Εὐρύαλός τε Δημοφὁων τε καὶ ’Αμφίμαχος κρατβρός τ’ Ἀγαπήνωρ,
συν δ’ Ἀκάμας τε Μέγης τε κραταιου ΦυΧέος < ^
υιός*
ἄλλοι δ’ αὖ κατέβαινον, ὅσοι ἔσαν ἔξοχ;’ αριστοι, ὅσσους χάνΒανζν ίππος ἐὑξοος ἐνπὸς eepyeiv. ἐν δὲ σφιν πὑματος κατφησατο δῖος Έπειος, ος ρα καὶ ίππον ἔτευξεν ἐπίστατο δ’ ῴ ἐνὶ θυμω ἡμὲν αναπτνξαι κβίνου πτὐχας ἡδ’ ἐπερεῖσαι· τούνεκα δὴ πάντων βη δεύτατος* εἴρυσε δ’ εἴσω κλίμακας, ἦ? άνέβησαν 6 δ’ αὖ μάλα πάντ ἐπερείσας
αυτόν παρ κΧηιΒι καθέζετο' τοὶ δὲ σιωπή πάντες ἔσαν μεσσηγὺς ὁμῶς νίκης καὶ ὸλἐθρου.
Οἱ δ’ ἄλλοι νήεσσιν ἐπἐπλεον ευ ρέα πόντον ας κΧισίας πρησαντες, ἔπῃ πάρος αυτοί ϊαυον. τοῖσι δὲ κοιρανέοντε δύω κρατερόφρονε φω τε σημαίνον, Νέστωρ τε καὶ αἰχμητης Α/γαμέμνων* τούς δὲ καὶ έΧΒο μένους καταβήμεναι ἔνδοθεν ΐππου Ἀργεῖοι κατέρυξαν, ϊν ἐν νήεσσι μένοντες λαοΐς σημαίνωσιν, ἐπεὶ πολὺ λώιον ἄνδρες ἔργον έποίγονται, ὁπότ είσορόωσιν ανακτες* τοΰνεκ αρ ἔκτοθι μίμνον άριστήές περ ἐὰν τε?· οἱ δὲ θοῶς άφίκοντο προς ήιόνας Τενίδοιο* εὐνὰς δ’ ἔνθ’ εβαΧον κατά βένθεος* ἐκ δ’ ἔβαν αυτοί
νηων ἐσσυμένως· ἀπὸ δ’ ἔκτοθι ττείσματ’ εΒησαν ήιόνων αυτοί δὲ παραυτόθι μίμνον εκηΧοι, Βέγμενοι, ὁππότε πυρσός εεΧΒομένοισι φανείη.
Οἱ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐν ἔππῳ ἔσαν Βηίων σχεδὸν, ἄλλοτε μεν που
φθείσθαι ο ίο μεν ο ι, ὁτὲ δ’ ίερὺν ἄστυ Βαίξαι* καί τα μὲν ἐλπομένοισιν ἐπήλυθβν Ἠριγἐνεια.
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Eumelus, and Euryalus fair as a God,
Amphimachus, Demophoon, Agapenor,
Akamas, Meges stalwart Phyleus* son—
Yea, more, even all their chiefest, entered in,
So many as that carven Horse could hold.
Godlike Epeius last of all passed in,
The fashioner of the Horse ; in his breast lay The secret of the opening of its doors And of their closing: therefore last of all He entered, and he drew the ladders up Whereby they clomb : then made he all secure,
And set himself beside the bolt. So all In silence sat ’twixt victory and death.
But the rest fired the tents, wherein erewhile They slept, and sailed the wide sea in their ships. Two mighty-hearted captains ordered these,
Nestor and Agamemnon lord of spears.
Fain had they also entered that great Horse,
But all the host withheld them, bidding stay With them a-shipboard, ordering their array:
For men far better work the works of war When their kings oversee them; therefore these Abode without, albeit mighty men.
So came they swiftly unto Tenedos’ shore,
And dropped the» anchor-stones, then leapt in haste Forth of the ships, and silent waited there Keen-watching till the signal-torch should flash.
But nigh the foe were they in the Horse, and now Looked they for death, and now to smite the town; And on their hopes and fears uprose the dawn.
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Τρώες δ’ είσενόησαν ἐπ’ ῄὁσιν 'Ελλήσποντου καπνόν ἔτ’ άισσοντα δι’ ἡέρος* οὐδ’ ἄρα νῆας 8έρκονθ\ αΐ σφιν eveiKav άφ> *ΕΧΧά8ος αἰνὸν ὄλεθρον.	355
ηηθοσννοι δ’ ἄρα Πάντες ἐπέδραμον αίγιαΧοΐσι τεὐχε’ ἐφεσσάμενοι* ἔτι γὰρ δέος ἄμφεχε θύμον ίππον δ’ εἰσενὁησαν ἐύξοον. ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ θάμβεον ὲσταὁτες· μάλα γὰρ μίγα ἔργον έτύχθψ άηχόθι δ’ αὖτε %ίνωνα δυσάμμορον είσβνόησαν- 360 καί μιν άν€ΐρόμ€Ρθΐ Δαναών υπέρ ἄλλοθεν ἄλλος μέσσον έκνκΧώσαντο πβρισταΒόν άμφι δὲ μύθοις μειλίχιοι? elpovro πάρος· μετέπειτα δ’ ὁμοκλῇ σμερδαΧἐῃ* καὶ πολλὰ ΒοΧόφρονα φώτα Βάϊζον ποΧΧον ἐπὶ χρόνον aiiv ό δ’ ἔμπεδον ἡύτβ πάτρη 365 μίμνεν άτειρέα γ ν Γ ἐπιειμἐνος* ὸἡνὲ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτοῦ οὕαθ’ ομῶς καὶ ἡῖνας ἀπὸ μεΧέων ἐτάμοντο πάμπαν άεικιζοντες, όπως νημερτέα εϊπτ), ὅππη ἔ/3αν Δαναοί σὺν νήεσιν, ἣ τί καὶ ίππος ἔνδον ἐρητὑεσκεν. ὁ δ’ ένθέμενος φρεσϊ κάρτος 370 Χώβης ου κ άΧέηιζεν αει κόος, ἀλλ’ ἐνὶ θνμω βτΧη καί πληγῇσι καὶ ἐν πυρὶ τειρομενός περ άργαΧέως* Ἠρη ἐνἐπνευσεν μέγα κάρτος-τοΐα δ’ ἄρ’ ἐν μέσσοισι ΒοΧοφρονέων ἀγόρευεν*
“ Ἀργεῖοι μὲν νηυσὶν ὑπὲρ πόντοιο φέβονται 375 μακρῷ άκηΒήσαντες ἐπὶ πτοΧέμφ και avirj-Κάλχαντος δ’ Ιότητι 8 α ιφ ρο ν ι Τριτογενείγ ίππον ετεκτήναντο, θεἣς χόΧον οφρ άΧέωνται πάηχν κοτεσσαμένης Τρώων υπέρ· ἀμφὶ δὲ νόστου ἐννεσίῃς ΌΒυσήος ἐμοὶ μενέαινον οΧεθρον,	380
ὄφρα με Βτρώσωσι Βνσηχέος άηχι θαλάσσης
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Then marked the Trojans upon Hellespont’s strand
The smoke upleaping yet through air : no more Saw they the ships which brought to them from Greece
Destruction dire. With joy to the shore they ran, Bat armed them first, for fear still haunted them. Then marked they that fair-earven Horse, and stood Marvelling round, for a mighty work was there.
A hapless-seeming man thereby they spied,
Sinon; and this one, that one questioned him Touching the Danaans, as in a great ring They compassed him, and with unangry words First questioned, then with terrible threatenings. Then tortured they that man of guileful soul Long time unceasing. Firm as a rock abode The unquivering limbs, the unconquerable will.
His ears, his nose, at last they shore away In every wise tormenting him, until He should declare the truth, whither were gone The Danaans in their ships, what thing the Horse Concealed within it. He had armed his mind With resolution, and of outrage foul Recked not; his soul endured their cruel stripes, Yea, and the bitter torment of the fire;
For strong endurance into him Hera breathed ;
And still he told them the same guileful tale “The Argives in their ships flee oversea Weary of tribulation of endless war.
This horse by Calchas’ counsel fashioned they For wise Athena, to propitiate Her stern wrath for that guardian image stol’n1 From Troy. And by Odysseus’ prompting I Was marked for slaughter, to be sacrificed To the sea-powers, beside the moaning waves,
1 See note to 1. 37 of this book.
h L
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δαίμοσιν εἰναλίοις. ἐμὲ δ’ οὐ λάθον, ἀλλ’ ἀλεγε/νὰς σπονδάς τ’ ούΧοχύτας τε μάλ’ εσσνμενως νπαΧύ-ξας
αθανάτων βουλῇσι παραὶ ποσὶ κάππεσον ίππον οι δὲ καὶ οὐκ ἐθέλοντες ἀναγκαίη με Χίποντο 385 άζόμενοι μβγάΧοιο Διὸς κρατερόφρονα κονρην ΛΩς φάτο κερδοσννφσι καὶ οὐ κάμεν ἄλγεσι θυμόν
άνδρος yap κρατεροιο κακήν υποτΧηναι ἀνάγκην. τῷ δ’ οἳ μὲν πεπίθοντο κατὰ στρατόν, οἱ δ’ ἡμ εφαντο
εμμεναι ἡπεροττῆα πολύτροπον, οἷς ἄρα βονΧη ηνδανε Ααοκόωντος* ὁ γὰρ πεπνυμἐνα βάζων φή δόλον ἔμμεναι αἵνον υπ’ ἐννεσίῃσιν ’Αχαιών, •πάντας δ’ ὸτρύνεσκε θοῶς εμπρήσε μεν ίππον, ίππον δουράτεον καὶ γνώμεναι εἴ τι κεκεὑθει.
Καί νὑ κὲ οἱ πεπίθοντο καλ εξήΧνξαν οΧεθρον, el μὴ Τριτογἐνεια, κοτεσσαμένη περί θυμω αύτω καί Τρώεσσι καὶ αστει, yαίαν ἔνερθεν θεσπεσίην εΧέΧεξεν ύπαϊ ποσὶ Λαοκόωντος. τ ψ δ’ άφαρ ἔμπεσε δεῖμα* τρόμος δ’ άμφεκΧασε yvia
άνδρος νπερθνμοιο* μεΧαινα δε οι περί κρατι	400
νὺξ ἐχὑθη· aTvyepov δε κατά βΧεφάρων πέσεν ἄλγος,
συν δ’ eveev Χασίῃσιν υπ’ οφρνσιν ομματα φωτός* γλῆναι ο ὰργαλἐχσι πεπαρμέναι ἀμφ’ ὸδύνῃσι ριζόθεν εκΧονεοντο· περιστρωφώντο δ’ ὸπωπαὶ τειρόμεναι νπένερθεν άγος δ’ aXeyeivov ϊκανεν 405 ἄχρι καὶ ἐς μηνιηηας ιδ εyκeφάXoιo θεμεθΧα* τοῦ δ’ ὁτὲ μὲν φαίνοντο μεμεημενοι αι ματ ι πολλῷ όφθαΧμοί, ὁτὲ δ’ αὖτε δνσαΧθέα yXavκιόωvτες· πολλάκι δ’ ερρεον olov ὅτε στνφεΧής άπο πέτρης εϊβεται εξ ορίων νιφετω πεπαΧα^/μενον ύδωρ* 410 5Ζ4
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To win them safe return. But their intent I marked; and ere they spilt the drops of wine, And sprinkled hallowed meal upon mine head, Swiftly I fled, and, by the help of Heaven,
I flung me down, clasping the Horse’s feet;
And they, sore loth, perforce must leave me there Dreading great Zeus’s daughter mighty-souled.”
In subtlety so he spake, his soul untamed By pain ; for a brave man’s part is to endure To the uttermost. And of the Trojans some Believed him, others for a wily knave Held him, of whose mind was Laocoon.
Wisely he spake: “ A deadly fraud is this,”
He said, “ devised by the Achaean chiefs! ”
And cried to all straightway to bum the Horse, And know if aught within its timbers lurked.
Yea, and they had obeyed him, and had ’scaped Destruction; but Athena, fiercely wroth With him, the Trojans, and their city, shook Earth’s deep foundations ’neath Laocoon’s feet. Straight terror fell on him, and trembling bowed The knees of the presumptuous : rougld his head Horror of darkness poured ; a sharp pang thrilled His eyelids; swam his eyes beneath his brows ;
His eyeballs, stabbed with bitter anguish, throbbed Even from the roots, and rolled in frenzy of pain. Clear thiOugh his brain the bitter torment pierced Even to the filmy inner veil thereof;
Now bloodshot were his eyes, now ghastly green; Anon with rheum they ran, as pours a stream Down from a rugged crag, with thawing snow Made turbid. As a man distraught he seemed: l
l l 2
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μαινομένφ δ’ ήικτο, καὶ ἔδρακε διπλὁα πάντα αινά μάλα στενάχων. καί ἔτι Τρώεσσι κέΧευεν, ουδ* ἀλέγιξε μὁγοιο· φάος δέ οι εσθΧον ἄμερσε δῖα θεά· Χενκαϊ δ’ ἄρ’ ὑπὸ βΧέφαρ’ ἔσταν όπωπαϊ αἵματος ἐξ ὸλοοῖο· περιστενάχιζε δὲ λαὸς οίκτείρων φίλον ἄνδρα, καὶ άθανάτην Ἀγελείην ἐρρν/ὡς, μὴ δή τι παρήΧιτεν άφραδίησιν, καί σφιν ἐς αἰνὺν ὅλεθρον ἀνεγνάμφθη νόος ἔνδον, [δειδιὁτων, μὴ δή σφι καὶ αὐτοῖς ἄλγος ἔπηται] οὕνεκα Χωβήσαντο δέμας μογεροῖο Ί,ίνωνος εΧπόμενοι κατὰ θύμον ετήτυμα πάντ ἀγορεύσειν1 τοὔνεκα προφρονέως μιν ay ον ποτὶ Τρώϊον ἄστυ όψέ περ οίκτείραντες. ἀγειρὁμενοι δ’ άμα Πάντες σειρὴν άμφεβάΧοντο θοῶς περιμηκει ΐππψ δησάμενοι καθύπερθεν, ἐπεί ρά οι ἐσθλὸς Ἐπειὺς ποσσϊν υπό βριαροϊσιν έντρομα δονρατ εθηκεν, ΰφρα κεν αίζηοϊσιν επί πτοΧιεθρον ἔπηται έλκόμένος Τρώων υπό χείρεσιν. οἱ δ’ ἅμα Πάντες εΐΧκον επιβρίσαντες ἀολλέες, ἡύτε νῆα εΧκωσιν μoyέovτες ἔσω ἁλὸς ηχηέσσης αίζηοί, στιβαραϊ δὲ περιστενάχουσι φάXayyes τριβόμεναι, δεινόν δε τρὑπις περιτετριγυϊα άμφϊς όΧισθ αινούσα κατέρχεται εις ἁλὸς οϊδμα* ὼς οἶ γε σφίσι πη μα ποτὶ πτόΧιν ἔργον Εττειοῦ πανσυδίῃ μoyέovτες άνείρνον* άμφϊ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ πολλὸν ἄδην στεφέων εριθηΧέα κόσμον εθεντο· αὐτοὶ δ’ εστέψαντο κάρη* μίγα δ’ ἦπυον ανΧοϊ ἀλλήλοις έπικεκΧομενοι* ἐγέλασσε δ’ Ἐνυὼ δερκομένη ποΧέμοιο κακόν τέΧος· ύψόθι δ’Γ/Ηρη τἑρττετ’· Ἀθηναίη δ’ ἐπεγήθεεν οἱ δὲ μοΧόντες ἄστυ ποτὶ σφέτερον μεγάλης κρήδεμνα πόΧηος Χυσάμενοι Xvypov ίππον ἐσήγαγον αἱ δ^ δΧοΧνξαν 1 Zimmermann, for αγορεόειν of ν.
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All things he saw showed double, and he groaned
Fearfully ; yet he ceased not to exhort
The men of Troy, and recked not of his pain.
Then did the Goddess strike him utterly blind. Stared his fixed eyeballs white from pits of blood; And all folk groaned for pity of their friend,
And dread of the Prey-giver, lest he had sinned In folly against her, and his mind was thus Warped to destruction—yea., lest on themselves Like judgment should be visited, to avenge The outrage done to hapless Sinoii’s flesh,
Whereby they hoped to wring the truth from him. So led they him in friendly wise to Troy,
Pitying him at the last. Then gathered all,,
And o’er that huge Horse hastily cast a rope,
And made it fast above; for under its feet Smooth wooden rollers had Epeius laid,
That, dragged by Trojan hands, it might glide on Into their fortress. One and all they haled With multitudinous tug and strain, as when Down to the sea young men sore-labouring drag A ship ; hard-crushed the stubborn rollers groan,
As, sliding with weird shrieks, the keel descends Into the sea-surge ; so that host with toil Dragged up unto their city their own doom,
Epeius’ work. With great festoons of flowers They hung it, and their own heads did they wreathe, While answering each other pealed the flutes.
Grimly Enyo laughed, seeing the end Of that dire war ; Hera rejoiced on high ;
Glad was Athena. When the Trojans came Unto their city, brake they down the walls,
Their city’s coronal, that the Horse of Death Might be led in. Troy’s daughters greeted it
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Τρωιάδες, ττασαι δὲ πβρισταΒον ύσοροωσαι θάμβεον οβριμον ἔργον δ δὲ σφίσιν €κρυφ€ πῆμα.
Ααοκόων δ’ ἔτ’ ἔμιμνεν έποτρύνων Ιτάροισιν ίππον άμαΧΒυναι μαΧερψ πνρί· τοι δέ οἱ οὔτι πείθοντ’, αθανάτων yap υποτρομέεσκον ομοκΧψκ τῷ S’ ἔπι /cvvrepov άΧΧο θεὰ μεγάθυμος Ἀθήνη Βυστήνοις τεκέεσσιν ἐμήδετο Ααοκόωντος. δὴ γάρ που πόλεν ἄντρον ὺπό στυφελώδει πὲτρῃ ἣερὁεν, θνητοΐσιν άνέμβατον, ᾤ ἔνι θῆρες σμβρΒάΧέοι ν αι ea κ ον ἔτ’ οΰΧομένοιο γενἑθλης Τυφώνος νήσοιο κατά πτύχας, ἦν τε Καλὐδνην λαοί έπικΧείουσιν €σω ἁλὸς άντία Τροίης. ἔνθεν άναστήσασα βίην καΧἑεσκε Βρακόντων ἐς Τροίην οἷ δ' αἶψα θεῆς ὑπο κινηθἐντες νήσον οΧην ίτίναξαν ἐπεσμαράγησε δὲ πόντος νισσομένων, καί κνμχι Βιίστατο· τοι δ’ έφέροντο αίνον λιχμώωντες· ἔφριξε δὲ κήτβα πόντον· ἀμφὶ δ* ἄρα στενἀγοντο μίγα Ηάνθοιο θύγατρες Νύμφαι καὶ %ιμοεντος’ ἀπ’ OνΧύμποιο δὲ Κὑπρις άγνυτο' τοι δ’ άφαρ Ιζον ἔπῃ θεὺς οτρννεσκβ, OrjyovTeς βΧοσυρήσι γενειάσι Xoiyov οΒοντων Βυστήνοις ἐπὶ παισί* κακή Κ ἐπενίσσετο φυζα Τρώας, ὅτ’ εἰσενὁησαν ἀνὰ πτόΧιν αίνά πέΧωρα· ούΒέ τις αίζηων ονΒ’ εἰ μένος άτρομος ἦεν μεῖναι ἔτλη· πάντας γὰρ άμβίΧνχον ἄμφεχε δεῖμα Θήρας aXev ο μένους, οΒύνη δ’ ἔχεν* ἄν δὲ yvvaiκες οϊμωζον καί που τις εων ἐπελήσατο τέκνων αυτή άΧβυομένη στυγερόν μόρον ἀμφὶ δὲ Τροίη ἔστβί έπβσσνμένων* πολλοὶ δ’ άφαρ εἰς ἐν ἰὸντες γυῖα περώρὑφθησαν* ἐνεστεἰνοντο δ ἀγυιαῖς άμφιπ€ριπτώσσοντ€ς. ἔλειπτο δὲ μοῦνος ἄπωθεν 5*8
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Λαοκόων άμα παισί* πόδησε γὰρ ονΧομένη Κὴρ καὶ θεὸς. οι Βέ οί υϊας νττοτρομέοντας ΆΧβθρον άμφοτέρονς ὸΧοῇσιν ανηρβιψαντο ηένυσσι	473
πατρὶ φίλῳ ὸρἑγοντας ὲὰς χέρας· οὐδ’ ὅ γ’ άμννβιν ἔσθενεν ἀμφὶ δὲ Τρῶες ἀπόπροθεν εἰσορὁωντες κΧαΐον ντΓο κραΒίησυ τεθηπότες. οἱ δ’ ἄρ’ Ἀθήνης ττροφρονέως τβΧέσαντβς άπβχθέα Τρωσίν ίφετμην αμφω άϊστ ώθησαν νττο χθονα* τῶν δ’ ἔτι σήμα 480 φαίνεθ’, ὅπου κατέΒυσαν ἐς ἱερὺν ’Απόλλωνός Περγάμω ἐν ζαθέη. προπάροιθε δὲ Τρώιοι υἷες παίδων Ααοκόωντος άμείΧιχα Βηωθέντων Τ€νξαν αμ ἀγρόμενοι Keveov τάφον, ω ἔπι δάκρυ χεῦβ πατὴρ άΧαοισιν νττ ομμασιν άμφϊ Be μήτηρ 485 ττοΧΧά κονυρομένη κενεᾤ ἐπαύτεε τνμβω ἐλπομἐνη τι καὶ ἄλλο κακώτβρον, ἔστενβ δ’ ἄτην άνέρος άφραΒίης, μα κάρων δ’ ὑπεδείδιβ μῆνιν* ώς S’ ὅτ’ ἐρημαίην περιμὑρεται ἀμφὶ καΧιην πολλὰ μάλ’ άχννμένη κατὰ Βάσκων ἄγκος άηΒών, 490 ἦς ἔτι νήπια τέκνα, πάρος κελαδεινὺν ἀείδειν, δάμναθοὐπό 7ναθμοῖσι μένος βΧοσνροΐο Βράκοντος, μητέρι δ’ aX*yea θήκ€, καί άσττβτον άσχαΧοωσα μὑρεται ἀμφὶ Βομον Keveov μάλα κεκληγυῖα* ὦς ἦ γε στενὐχιζε λυγρῷ τεκίων ἐπ’ οΧέθρψ 495 μυρομίνη κενεῷ περὶ σήματά συν δέ οἱ ἄλλο πῆμα μάλ’ άργαΧέον πὁσιος ττίλεν ἀμφ’ άΧαοΐο.
Και ρ’ ἡ μὲν φίλα τέκνα καί άνέρα κωκνβσκε τούς μὲν ἀποφθιμἐνους τον δ’ άμμορον ἡελίοιο*
Τρώες δ’ άθανάτοισιν ἐπεντύνοντο θυηΧάς	500
Χείβοντε? μέθυ Χάρον, ἐπεί σφίσιν ἦτορ ἐώλ/πει λευγαλἑου ττοΧέμοιο βαρύ σθένος ἐξυπαλύξειν.
/ερὰ δ’ οὐ καίοντο, πυρὸς δ’ έσβέννυτ άϋτμη, ομβρου ὅπως καθύπερθε Βνσηχέος ἐσσυμένοιο*
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For death’s doom and the Goddess chained their feet. Then, even as from destruction shrank the lads, Those deadly fangs had seized and ravined up The twain", outstretching to their sightless sire Agonized hands : no power to help had he.
Trojans far off looked on froin every side Weeping, all dazed. And, having now fulfilled Upon the Trojans Pallas’ awful hest,
Those monsters vanished ’neath the earth; and still Stands their memorial, where into the fane They entered of Apollo in Pergamus The hallowed. Therebefore the sons of Troy Gathered, and reared a cenotaph for those Who miserably had perished. Over it Their father froin his blind eyes rained the tears : Over the empty tomb their mother shrieked,
Boding the while yet worse tilings, wailing o’er The ruin wrought by folly of her lord,
Dreading the anger of the Blessed Ones.
As when around her void nest in a brake In sorest anguish moans the nightingale Whose fledglings, ere they learned her plaintive song,
A hideous serpent’s fangs have done to death,
And left the mother anguish, endless woe,
And bootless crying round her desolate home ;
So groaned she for her children s wretched death,
So moaned she o’er the void toinb ; and her pangs Were sharpened by her lord’s plight stricken blind.
While she for children and for husband moaned— These slain, he of the sun’s light portionless—
The Trojans to the Immortals sacrificed,
Pouring the wine. Their hearts beat high with hope To escape the weary stress of woeful war.
Howbeit the victims burned not, and the flames Died out, as though ’neath heavy-hissing rain ;
53*
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καπνὸς δ’ αῖματὁεις ἀνεκή/αε* μηρὰ δὲ πάντα 505 7ΓΪ7ΓΤ6 'χαμαί τρομέοντα· κατηρείττοντο δὲ βωμοί* σπονδαὶ δ’ αἷμα γἐνοντο* θεών δ’ ἐξἐρρεε, δάκρυ, καὶ νηοΐ δεὑοντο Χύθρω· στοναχαΐ δ’ εφεροντο ἔκποθεν ἀπροφάτοιο· περισσβίοντο δὲ μακρὰ τείχεα και πύργοι μεηάλ? ἔκτυπον, ώς άχέοντες*1 510 αυτόματοί δ’ ἄρ’ ὸχἣε? ἀνωίγνυντο ττυΧάων αίνον κeκXήyovτeς^ εττεστενάχοντο δὲ Xvypov ενννχνοι ὄρνιθες ἐρημαῖον βοόωντες· άστρα δὲ ττάντ έφνττερθε θεοΒμήτονο πόληος ἀγλὺς άμφεκάΧνψε καὶ άννεφέΧον περ ἐὸντος 515 ούρανον αἐγλήεντος· άτταυαίνοντο δὲ Βάφναν παρ νηψ Φοίβοιο πάρος θαΧεραί περ ἐοῦσαι* ἐν δὲ Χνκοι καί θωες άναιΒεες ώρνσαντο ἔντοσθεν ττνΧεων* μάλα μύρια δ’ άΧΧα φαάνθη σήματα ΑαρΒανίΒησι καὶ ἄστει ττήμα φεροντα.	520
ἀλλ’ οὐ δεῖμ’ aXeyeivov ὺπὺ Τρώων φρἐνας ϊξε Βερκο μόνων aXeyevva τεράατα ττάντ α κατ ἄστυ· Κἣρε? 7ὰρ ιτ αν των νόον εκβαΧον, ὅφρ’ ἐπὶ δαιτὶ πότμον άναττΧήσωσιν υπ’ ’Αργείοισι δαμἐντες.
Οἴη δ’ ἔμπεδον ἦτορ ἔχεν ττινυτόν τε νόημα 523 Κασσάνδρη, τῆς ονττοτ ἔπος γἑνετ’ άκράαντον, ἀλλ* ἄρ’ ἐτ ητνμον εσκεν% ἀκούετο δ’ ἔκ τινος αι ση ς ώς άνεμώΧνον αίόν, ϊν aXyea ΎρωσΙ 7όνηται. ἡ ρ’ ὅτε σήματα Xvypa κατά τττοΧιν εἰσενὁησεν εἰς εν άμ άίσσοντα, μἐγ’ ϊαχεν, εὖτε λέαινα, 530 ἦν ἡά τ’ ἐνὶ ξνΧοχονσνν ἀνὴρ λελιημένος άypης
οντάση ἡὲ βαΧρ, της δ’ ἐν φ peal μαίνεται ἦτορ
*	*	*	*	*	ψ
πάντη ἀν’ οΰρεα μακράν πόλει δέ οἱ άσχετος άΧκψ ως άρα μαιμωωσα θεόττροττον ἔνδοθεν ἦτορ ήΧνθεν ἐκ μεγάροιο· κόμαν δὲ οἱ άμφεκόχνντο 535 ωμονς apyx^eoiaL μετάφρενον ἄχρις vovaar 1 Zimmermami, for ἐτεόν περ of ν,
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And writhed the smoke-wreaths blood-red, and the thighs
Quivering from crumbling altars fell to earth. Drink-offerings turned to blood, Gods’ statues wept, And temple-walls dripped gore : along them rolled Echoes of groaning out of depths unseen ;
And all the long walls shuddered: from the towers Came quick sharp sounds like cries of men in pain ; And, weirdly shrieking, of themselves slid back The gate-bolts. Screaming “ Desolation !” wailed The birds of night. Above that God-built burg A mist palled every star; and yet no cloud Was in the flashing heavens. By Phoebus’ fane Withered the bays that erst were lush and green. Wolves and foul-feeding jackals came and howled Within the gates. Ay, other signs untold Appeared, portending woe to Dardanus’ sons And Troy: yet no fear touched the Trojans’ hearts Who saw all through the town those portents dire: Fate crazed them all, that midst their revelling Slain by their foes they might fill up their doom.
One heart was steadfast, and one soul clear-eyed, Cassandra. Never her words were unfulfilled ;
Yet was their utter truth, by Fate’s decree,
Ever as idle wind in the hearers’ ears,
That no bar to Troy’s ruin might be set.
She saw those evil portents all through Troy Conspiring to one end ; loud rang her cry,
As roars a lioness that mid the brakes A hunter has stabbed or shot, whereat her heart Maddens, and down the long hills rolls her roar,
And her might waxes tenfold ; so with heart Aflame with prophecy came she forth her bower. Over her snowy shoulders tossed her hair
523
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ὄσσε δὲ οἱ μάρμαιρεν ἀναιδἐὰ· τῆ? S’ ὑπο δειρή, ἐξ άνίμων are πρέμνον, ἄδην εΧεΧίζετο πάντη. καί ρα μέγα στονάχησε καὶ ίωχε παρθένος εσθΧη*
“ ἆ ΒειΧοί, νῦν βῆμεν ὑπὸ ζόφον ἀμφὶ γὰρ ή μιν 540 ἔμπλειον πυρὸς ἄστυ καὶ αίματος ἡδὲ καὶ οἴτου λευγαλεου· πάντη δὲ τεράατα Βακρνόεντα αθάνατοι φαίνουσι, /cal ἐν ποσὶ τέρματ όΧέθρου. σχέτΧιοι, οὐδέ τι ἴστε κα/cbv μόρον, ἀλλ’ άμα Πάντες
γαίρετ άρ άφραΒέοντες, οι [ἡγάγετ’ ἐς ποΧιν αυτοί Ἀργείων Xvypov ίππον1] ο yap μέya πη μα κέκευθεν.	545
ἀλλά μοι οὐ πείθεσθ’, οὐδ’ εἰ μάλα πόλλί αγορεύω, ουνεκ Ἐριννύες ἄκρα yd μου κεχοΧωμέναι αίνον ἀμφ’ Ελἐνης, καὶ Κἣρες άμείΧιχοι άίσσονσι πάντη ἀνὰ πτολίεθρον ἐπ’ εἰλαπίνη ὃ’ aXeyeivfj Βαίνυσθ’ ύστατα Βόρπα κακω πεφopvyμέva Χνθρψ 550 ἡδη επιψανοντες ἀμὴν ὁδὸν εΙΒώλοισι”
Καί τις κερτομέω ν όΧοφώιον εκφατο μύθον*
“ ὦ κούρη ΤΙριάμοιο, τί ή νύ σε μάργος άvώyει γλῶσσα κακοφραΒίη τ’ άνεμώΧια πάντ ay ο ρεύε ιν; οὐδέ σε παρθενικη καί α κη ρ ατος άμφέχει αίΒώς,	555
ἀλλά σε Χνσσ όΧοη περιΒέΒρομε· τῷ νύ σε Πάντες αἰὲν άτιμάζονσι βροτοι πόΧνμνθον εοϋσαν, ερρε και Ἀργείοισι κακήν προτιόσσεο φημην ἡδ’ αὐτῇ· τάχα γὰρ σε καὶ άpyaXεώτεpov ἄλγος μίμνει Ααοκόωντος ἀναιδέος· οὐ γὰρ εοικεν	560
αθανάτων jn%a Βώρα Βαϊζέμεν άφραΒέοντα ΛΩς ἄρ’ εφη Τρώων τις ἀνὰ πτοΧιν* ὼς δὲ καὶ ἄλλοι
κούρη ν μωμησαντο καί ον φάσαν άρτια βάζειν, ουνεκ άρα σφίσι πη μα καί άpyaXέov μένος Αϊσης ay%i παρειστήκει* τοι δ’ ον νοέοντες οΧεθρον 5β5 1 Statltmueller’s suggested supplem^ntum of lacuna.
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Streaming far dowii^ and wildly blazed her eyes.
Her neck writhed, like a sapling in the wind Shaken, as moaned and shrieked that noble maid: ee O wretches ! into the Land of Darkness now We are passing; for all round us full of fire And blood and dismal moan the city is.
Everywhere portents of calamity Gods show : destruction yawns before your feet. Fools! ye know not your doom : still ye rejoice With one consent in madness, who to Troy Have brought the Argive Horse where ruin lurks! Oh, ye believe not me, though ne’er so loud I cry ! The Erinyes and the ruthless Fates,
For Helen’s spousals madly wroth, through Troy Dart on wild wings. And ye, ye are banqueting there
In your last feast, on meats befouled with gore, When now your feet are on the Path of Ghosts ! ” Then cried a scoffing voice an ominous word: ee Why doth a raving tongue of evil speech,
Daughter of Priam, make thy lips to cry Words empty as wind ? No maiden modesty With purity veils thee : thou art compassed round With ruinous madness ; therefore all men scorn Thee, babbler! Hence, thine evil bodings speak To the Argives and thyself 1 For thee doth wait Anguish and shame yet bitterer than befell Presumptuous Laocoon. Shame it were In folly to destroy the Immortals’ gift.”
So scoffed a Trojan : others in like sort Cried shame on her, and said she spake but lies, Saying that ruin and Fate’s heavy stroke Were hard at hand. They knew not their own doom,
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κείνην κερτομία ντες άπετρεπον ενρέος ίππου· ἣ γὰρ οἱ μενεαινε δἱὰ ξύλα πάντα κεδάσσαι, ήὲ καταπρήσαι μαλερψ πυρί· τούνεκα πεύκη ς αἰθομένης ἔτι δαλόν ἀπ’ ίσχαρεώνος έλουσα ἔσσυτο μαιμώωσ’* ετίρῃ δ’ ἐν χειρὶ φέρεσκεν 570 ἀμφίτυπον βουπλήγα* λυγροϋ δ’ ἐπεμαίετο ίππον, οφρα λόγον στονόεντα καὶ άμφαδον άθρησωσι Τρῶες* τοι δὲ οἱ αιψα χβρών άπονοσφι βαλοντες πῦρ όλοόν τε σίδηρον, άκηδεες εντύνοντο δαΐτα λυγρήν* μάλα γάρ σφας ἐπήιεν υστατίη νύξ. 575 Αργείον δ’ ἔντοσθεν εγήθεον είσαίοντες δανννμένων ομαδον κατά ’Ίλιον οὐδ’ άλεγόντων Κασσάνδρης, τήν ρ’ αυτοί έθάμβεον, ώς ετετυκτο ἀτρεκέως είδνϊα νόον καί μητνν ’Αχαιών·
Ἠ ὃ’ ἅτε πόρδαλις εσσυτ εν οΰρεσνν άσχα-λόωσα,	580
ἦν τ’ ἀπὸ μεσσαύλονο κύνες μογεροί τε νομῆες σενοντ εσσυμενως, ἡ δ’ άγριον ἦτορ ἔχουσα έντροπαλίζομένη άναχάζεται τειρομενη περ* ὦς ἦ γ’ ενρεος ίππον άπέσσυτο τειρομενη κήρ Τρώων άμφϊ φόνψ· μάλα γὰρ μέγα δεχνυτο
πῆμα.	585
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And mocked, and thrust her back from that huge Horse :
For fain she was to smite its beams apart,
Or bum with ravening fire. She snatched a brand Of blazing pine-wood from the hearth and ran In fury : in the other hand she bare A two-edged halberd : on that Horse of Doom She rushed, to cause the Trojans to behold With their own eyes the ambush hidden there.
But straightway from her hands they plucked and flung
Afar the fire and steel, and careless turned To the feast; for darkened o’er them their last night.
Within the horse the Argives joyed to hear The uproar of Troy’s feasters setting at naught Cassandra, but they marvelled that she knew So well the Achaeans’ purpose and device.
As mid the hills a furious pantheress,
Which from the steading hounds and shepherd-folk Drive with fierce rush, with savage heart turns back Even in departing, galled albeit by darts :
So from the great Horse fled she, anguish-racked For Troy, for all the ruin she foreknew.
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Λ0Γ02 ΤΡΙΣΚΑΙΔΒΚΑΤΟΧ
Οἱ δ’ αρ ἀνὰ πτολίεθρον ἐδὑμττεον* ἐν δ* άρα τοισιν ανλοϊ ὁμῶς σὑριγξι μέγ’ ήπυον ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη μολπὴ ἐπ’ ὸρχηθμοῖσι καὶ άκριτος ἔσκεν ἀὑτὴ Βαινυμίνων, οἴη τε πόλει ιτ α ρα ΒαιτΙ καί οϊνφ. ὧδε δέ τις ^είρεσσι λαβών εμπλειον αΚεισον	5
πῖνεν άκηΒεστως· βαρύθοντο Bi οι φρένες ενΒον ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ ὀφθαλμοὶ στρεφεΒίνεον ἄλλο δ’ ἐπ’
ἐκ στόματος προίεσκεν ἔπος κεκόλουμένα βάζων καί ρα οι εν μεγάρῳ κειμήλια καὶ δόμος αντος φαίνετο κιννμΑνοισιν εοικότα* πάντα ὃ’ ἐώλπει 10 άμφιπεριστρωφάσθαι ἀνὰ πτὁλιν ὄσσε δ’ ἄρ’ ἀχλὺς
ἄμφε^εν* άκρήτψ γὰρ άμχχΧΒύνονται όπωπαΐ και νοος αίζηών, ὁ π οτ’ ἐς φρένα χανΒον ϊκηται· καί ρα καρηβαρέων τοῖον ποτὶ μύθον εειπεν “ἦ ρ’ ἄλιον Δαναοὶ πουλὺν στρατόν ἐνθάδ’ ayetpav,	15
σχέτλιοι, οὐδ’ ἐτ εΚεσσαν ὅσα φρεσϊ μηχανόω ν τ ο, ἀλΧ* αὕτως απορούσαν απ' άστεος ήμετέροιο νηπιάχοις παίΒεσσιν εο ι κότες ἡὲ γυναιξίν.”
ΛΩς ἄρ’ ἔφη Τρώων τις ἐεργὁμενος φρένας οϊνφ, νήπιος· οὐδ’ ἄρ’ εφράσσατ ἐπὶ προθύροισιν ὅλεθρον.
20
BOOK XIII
How Troy in the night was taken and sacked with jire and slaughter.
So feasted they through Troy, and in their midst Loud pealed the flutes and pipes: on every hand Were song and dance, laughter and cries confused Of banqueters beside the meats and wine.
They, lifting in their hands the beakers brimmed, Recklessly drank, till heavy of brain they grew,
Till rolled their fluctuant eyes. Now and again Some mouth would babble the drunkard’s broken words.
The household gear, the very roof and walls Seemed as they rocked: all things they looked on seemed
Whirled in wild dance. About their eyes a veil Of mist dropped, for the drunkard’s sight is dimmed, And the wit dulled, when rise the fumes to the brain : And thus a heavy-headed feaster cried:
“ For naught the Danaans mustered that great host Hither! Fools, they have wrought not tlieir intent, But with hopes unaccomplished from our town Like silly boys or women have the}· fled.”
So cried a Trojan wit-befogged with wine,
Fool, nor discerned destruction at the doors.
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Εὖτε 7ὰρ ὕπνος ερνκεν ἀνὰ πτοΧιν ἄλλοθεν ἄλλον οἕνῳ αν απΧηθ όντας άπειρεσίω καὶ ἐδωδῇ, δὴ τὁτ’ ἄρ’ αΙθαΧόεντα Σίνων ἀνὰ πυρσόν ἄειρε δεικννς Ἀργβίοισι πυρὸς σέλας, ἀμφὶ δέ οι κη ρ άσπετα πορφνρεσκε κατ α φρένα, μή μιν ϊδωνται 25 Τρῶες ενσθενέες, τάχα δ’ ἀμφαδὰ πάντα ηενηται· ἀλλ’ οἱ μὲν Χεχέεσι πανύστατον ύπνον ϊανον πολλῷ υπ’ άκρήτψ βεβαρηότες* οι δ’ ἐσιδὁντες ἐκ Τενέδου νήεσσιν ἐπὶ πΧόον εντννοντο.
Αὐτὸς δ’ ἄγχ’ ΐπποιο %ίνων κίεν ἦκα δ’ άνσεν, 30 ἦκα μάλ’, ώς μήπου τις ἐνὶ Τρώεσσι πύθηται, ἀλλ’ οἶοι Ααναών ηγήτορες, ὦν ἀπὸ νόσφιν ύπνος ἄδην πεπότητο ΧιΧαιομενών πονἑεσθαι. οι ρα ο ὶ ἔνδον εοντες επέκΧυον, ἐς δ’ Ὀδυσῆα Πάντες ἐπ’ οὑατ’ ενευσαν ὁ δὲ σφεας δτρννεσκεν 35 ἦκα καὶ άτρεμέως έκβηρυεναι· οἱ δ’ ἐπίθοντο ἐς μοθον οτρννοντι, και ἐξ Ϊπποιο χαμᾶζε ωρμαινον προνέεσθαι* ὁ δ’ ίδρείτ/σιν ερνκε πάντας ἅμ’ εσσυμενους· αὺπὸς δ’ ἄρα χερσὶ θοῇσιν ίππον δουρατέοιο μάλ’ άτρέμας ένθα και ένθα 40 πλευρὰ διεξώιξεν ἐὑμμελίῃ, ὕπ’ Έπειψ. βαιὺν δ’ εξανέδν σανίδων υπέρ, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη Τρώας παπταίνεσκεν, ἐγρηγορὁτ’ εἴπου ϊδοιτο' ως δ’ ὅταν ά&γαΧέψ Χιμώ βεβοΧημένος ἦτορ ἐξ ορίων εΧθρσι Χνκος γατέων μάλ’ εδωδής	45
ποίμνης προς σταθμόν εὐρύν, άΧενόμένος δ’ ἄρα φωτας
καί κύνας) οι ρα τε μῆλα φυΧασσεμβναι μεμάασι, βαίνρ ποσσϊν εκηΧος υπέρ ποιμνήιον ερκος· ως Ὀδυσεὺς ἶπποιο κατήιεν* ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ οβριμοι ἄλλοι ἔποντο Πανβλλήνων βασιΧήες 50 νισσομενοι κΧίμαξι κατά στίγας, ὅσ περ Επειὺς τευζεν άριστήεσσιν ενσθενεεσσι κέΧευθα ίππον εσερχομένοισι καί ἐξ ϊπποιο κιοΰσιν.
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When sleep had locked his fetters everywhere Through Troy on folk fulfilled of wine and meat, Then Sinon lifted high a blazing torch To show the Argive men the splendour of fire.
But fearfully the while his heart beat, lest The men of Troy might see it, and the plot Be suddenly revealed. But on their beds Sleeping their last sleep lay they, heavy with wine. The host saw, and from Tenedos set sail.
Then nigh the Horse drew Sinon: softly he called,, Full softly, that no man of Troy might hear,
But only Achaea’s chiefs, far from whose eyes Sleep' hovered, so athirst were they for fight.
They heard, and to Odysseus all inclined Their ears : he bade them urgently go forth Softly and fearlessly ; and they obeyed That battle-summons, pressing in hot haste To leap to earth : but in his subtlety He stayed them from all thrusting eagerly forth.
But first himself with swift unfaltering hands, Helped of Epeius, here and there unbarred The ribs of the Horse of beams: above the planks A little he raised his head, and gazed around On all sides, if lie haply might descry One Trojan waking yet. As when a wolf,
With hunger stung to the heart, comes from the hills, And ravenous for flesh draws nigh the flock Penned in the wide fold, slinking past the men And dogs that watch, all keen to ward the sheep, Then o’er the fold-wall leaps with soundless feet;
So stole Odysseus down from the Horse: with him Followed the war-fain lords of Hellas’ League, Orderly stepping down the ladders, which Epeius framed for paths of mighty men,
For entering and for passing forth the Horse,
mm2
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οι ρα τότ ἀμφ’ αὐτῇσι κατήιον ἄλλοθεν ἄλλοι, θαρσαΧέοις σφήκβσσιν ἐοικὁτες, οὔσ τε κΧονηστ) 55 δρυτὁμος, οί δ’ άμα Πάντες ορινόμβνοι περὶ θυμῷ ὅζου νπβκπρογέονται, ὅτε κτύπον εἰσαίουσιν ὼς οι γ’ ἐξ ϊπποιο μεμαὑτες ὲξεχεοντο ἐς Τρώων πτοΧίβθρον ένκτιτον* ἐν δ’ ἄρα τοῖσι πάλλετ’ ἐνὶ στέρνοισι κέαρ *	*	*	60
*	*	* τάχα δ’ οι μὲν evaipov
δυσμενἐὰς *	*	*	*	*	*
* τοι ὃ’ ἔτ’ € pea (τον βάω ἁλό?* αι δ’ έφέροντο νῆες ὑπὲρ μίγα γβνμα· Θἔτις δ’ ίθυνε κέΧβυθα οὐρον ἐπιπροιεῖσα* νὁο<? δ’ ἄρ’ ίαίνβτ Αχαιών καρπαλίμως δ’ ἐλθὁντες ἐπ’ ῄὸνας "Ελλήσποντου, ἔνθ’ αὖθις στήσαντο νέας, συν δ’ άρμενα πάντα G5 εἷλον ἐπισταμὲνως, ὅσα νήεσιν αἰὲν ἔπονται. αὐτοὶ δ’ αἷψ’ ἐκβάντες ἐς ’Τλιον ἐσσεύοντο αβρομοι, ἡντε μῆλα ποτὶ σταθμόν άίσσοντα ἐκ νομού υλήεντος οπωρινην ύπο νύκτα* ὼ? οἶ γ* ανίαχοι Τρώων ποτὶ ἄστυ νέοντο	70
Πάντες ἀρἱστήεσσιν ὰρηγὑμεναι μεμαώτες. οἱ δ’, ὡς σμερΒνα ΧύκοΙ1 Χιμφ περιπαιφάσσοντ€<ζ σταθμψ έπιβρίσωσι κατ ovpea μακρὰ καὶ ὕλην εὓδοντος μογεροῦ σημάντορος, άΧΧα δ’ ἐπ’ ἄλλοι? δάμνανθ’ ἔρκεος ἐντός υπο κνέφας, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη2 75
*	t	#	*	*	*	τ
s}	*	*	*	*	*
*	*	U	4	H	*	Ι
1	Zimmermann, for άργαλειρ of ν.
2	All editors agree that there is a long lacuna here In the translation is given a summary of what the missing lines may be conjectured to have contained
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Who down them now on this side, that side,.streamed.
As fearless wasps startled by stroke of axe
In angry mood pour all together forth
From the tree-bole, at sound of woodman’s blow;
So battle-kindled forth the Horse they poured Into the midst of that strong city of Troy With hearts that leapt expectant. [With swift hands Snatched they the brands from dying hearths, and fired Temple and palace. Onward then to the gates Sped they,] and swiftly slew the slumbering guards, [Then held the gate-towers till their friends should come.]
Fast rowed the host the while, on swept the ships Over the great flood : Thetis made their paths Straight, and behind them sent a driving wind Speeding them, and the hearts Achaean glowed. Swiftly to Hellespont’s shore they came, and there Beached they the keels again, and deftly dealt With whatso tackling appertains to ships.
Then leapt they aland, and hasted on to Troy Silent as sheep that hurry to the fold From woodland pasture on an autumn eve ;
So without sound of voices marched they on Unto the Trojans’ fortress, eager all To help those mighty chiefs with foes begirt.
Now these—as famished wolves fierce-glaring round Fall on a fold mid the long forest-hills,
While sleeps the toil-worn watchman, and they rend The sheep on every hand within the wall In darkness, and all round [are heaped the slain ;
So these within the city smote and slew,
As swarmed the awakened foe around them; yet, Fast as they slew, aye faster closed on them Those thousands, mad to thrust them from the gates.]
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αἵματι καί νεκύεσσιν, ὸρώρει δ’ αἰνὸς ὄλεθρος, καίπερ ἔτι πλεὁνων Ααναών ἔκτοσθεν ἐόντων*
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ μάλα Πάντες ἔβαν ποτὶ τεἐχεα Τροίην,
δὴ τότε μαιμώωντες ἀνηΧεγἑκς ἐσἐχυντο ἐς Πριάμοιο ττοΧηα μένος πνείοντες Ἀρηος.	80
πᾶν δ’ εὖρον πτολίεθρον ἐνίπλειον πολέμοιο καὶ νεκὑων* πάντη δὲ πυρὶ στονὁεντα μέΧαθρα καιόμβν ἀργαλέω*?· μίγα δὲ φρεσὶν ίαίνοντο. ἐν δὲ καὶ αὐτοὶ Τρωσὶ κατὰ φρονέοντες ορουσαν· μαίνετο δ’ ἐν μέσσοισιν Ἀρη? στονὁεσσα τ’ Ένυώ· 85 πάντη δ’ αἷμα κβΧαινον ὐπέρρεε, δεύετο δὲ χθὼν Τρώων τ’ οΧΧυμένων ἡδ’ αλλοδαπών έττικονρων. των οι μὲν θανάτψ δεδμημἐνοι ὸκρυὁεντι κεῖντο κατὰ πτολίεθρον ἐν αἵματι· τοι δ’ ἐφύπερθε ττϊτττον ἀποπνείοντες Ιον μένος· οἱ δ’ ἄρα χερσὶ 90 δράγδην ἔγκατ’ ἔχοντες οϊζνρως ἀλάληντο ἀμφὶ δόμους· ἄλλοι δὲ ποδῶν ἑκάτερθε κοστέντων ἀμφὶ νεκρούς εἵρτπ/ζον ἀάσπετα κωκύυντες' πολλών δ’ ἐν κονίησι μαχέσσασθαι μβμαώτων χεῖρες άστηράχθησαν ὁμῶς κ€φαΧησι και αυτής* 95 φευγὁντων δ’ έτέρων μ^Χίαι Βία νώτα στέρησαν αντικρνς ἐς μαξονς, τῶν δ’ ἰξύας ἄχρις Ικέσθαι αΙΒοίων ἐφὑπερθε διαμπερές, ἦχι μάλιστα Ἀρεος άκαμάτοιο πέλει πολυώδυνος αἐχμή. πάντη δ’ ἀμφὶ ττοΧηα κυνών ἀλεγεινὺς ὸρώρει 100 ὼρυθμὁς* στοναχή δὲ Βαϊκταμένων αίζηών ἔπλετο λευγαλέη· περί δ’ ἴα%ε πάντα μέΧαθρα ἄσπετον οἰμωγὴ δὲ πέλε στονὁεσσα γυναικών €ΐΒομένων ηζράνοισιν, οτ alerov άθρήσωσιν
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Slipping in blood and stumbling o’er the dead [Their line reeled,] and destruction loomed o’er them, Though Danaan thousands near and nearer drew.
But when the whole host reached the walls of Troy, Into the city of Priam, breathing rage Of fight, with reckless battle-lust they poured;
And all that fortress found they full of war And slaughter, palaces, temples, horribly Blazing on all sides ; glowed their hearts with joy.
In deadly mood then charged they on the foe.
Ares and fell Enyo maddened there:
Blood ran in torrents, drenched was all the earth,
As Trojans and their alien helpers died.
Here were men lying quelled by bitter death All up and down the city in their blood;
Others on them were falling, gasping forth Their life’s strength; others, clutching in their bands Their bowels that looked through hideous gashes forth,
Wandered in wretched plight around their homes: Others, whose feet, while yet asleep they lay,
Had been hewn off, with groans unutterable Crawled mid the corpses. Some, who had rushed to fight,
Lay now in dust, with hands and heads hewn off. Some were there, through whose backs, even as they fled,
The spear had passed, clear through to the breast, and some
Whose waists the lance had pierced, impaling them Where sharpest stings the anguish-laden steel.
And all about the city dolorous howls Of dogs uprose, and miserable moans Of strong men stricken to death ; and every home With awful cries was echoing. Rang the shrieks Of women, like to screams of cranes, which see
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νψόθεν άΐσσοντα δι αίθέρος, οὐδ’ ἄρα τῇσι	105
θαρσαΧέον στέρνοισι πόλει μένος, ἀλλά ἐ μοννον μακρον άνατρνζουσι φοβενμεναι Ιερόν ορνιν* ως αρα Τρωιάδες μέγα κώκνον αΧΧοθεν άΧΧαι, αἱ μὲν ανεηρόμεναι Χέγεων ἄπο, ταὶ δ’ ἐπὶ γαῖαν θρψσκονσαί' τῆς δ’ οὔτι μίτρης ἔτι μέμβΧετο
λυγρῇς,	110
ἀλλ’ αντως άΧάΧηντο περὶ μβλέεσσι γλίτωνα μοννον εφεσσάμεναι* ταὶ S’ οὐ φθάσαν οὔτε καλὑπτρην
οὔτε βαθνν μεΧέεσσιν ὲλεῖν πέπλον, ἀλλ’ έπιόντας Ζνσμενέας τρομέονσαι αμηγανίη ττεπὲδηντο παλλὁμεναι κραδίην, μοννον δ’ ἄρα χερσί θοῇσιν 115 αἰδὼ άττεκρνψαντο δνσάμμορον αι δ’ άΧεγεινως ἐκ κεφαλῆς τίλλοντο κόμην καί στηθεα χερσϊ θεινὁμεναι γοάασκον ἄδην ἔτεραι δὲ κυδοιμόν δυσμενέων ετΧησαν εναντίον, εκ δ’ ἐλάθοντο λείματος, όΧΧνμένοισιν ὰρηγἐμεναι μεμανιαι 120 ἀνδράσιν ἢ τεκέεσσιν, ἐπεὶ μέγα θάρσος ανάγκη ωττασεν. οιμω<γη δ’ ἀταΧάφρονας εκβαΧεν ΰττνον νψηάχους, των ονητω ἐπίστατο κήδεα θυμὸς· αΧΧοι ό ἀμφ’ ἄλλοισιν αττεττνεον οι δ’ ἐπἐχυντο ττότμον όμως όρόωντες όνείρασιν· ἀμφὶ δὲ Xvypal 125 Κἣρβς όιζνρώς έττεηηθεον ὸλλυμἐνοισιν. οἱ ο’ ώς άφνειοΐο σνες κατα δώματ άνακτος εΐΧαττίνην Χαοϊσιν άττείριτον έντννοντος μνρίοι έκτείνοντο· λυγρῷ δ’ ανεμίσηετυ Χνθρψ οίνος ετ εν κρητηρσι ΧεΧειμμένος' οὐδὲ τις ἦεν, 130 ος κεν άνενθε φόνοιο φέρε στονόεντα σίδηρον, οὐδ’ ει τις μαλ’ άναΧκις ἔην όΧέκοντο δε Τρῶες, ὼς δ’ ὑπο θώεσι μῆλα δα,ίζεται ἡὲ Χνκοισι καύματος εσσυμενοιο δυσαέος ηματι μέσα ψ
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An eagle stooping on them from the sky,
Which have no courage to resist, but scream Long terror-shiieks in dread of Zeus’s bird;
So here, so there the Trojan woinen wailed,
Some starting from their sleep, some to the ground Leaping: they thought not in that agony Of robe and zone ; in naught but tunics clad Distraught they wandered: others found nor veil Nor cloak to cast about them, but, as came Onward their foes, they stood with beating hearts Trembling, as fettered by despair, essaying, All-hapless, with their hands alone to hide Their nakedness. And some in frenzy of woe:
Their tresses tore, and beat their breasts, and screamed.
Others against that stormy torrent of foes Recklessly rushed, insensible of fear,
Through mad desire to aid the perishing,
Husbands or children; for despair bad given High courage. Shrieks had startled from their sleep
Soft little babes whose hearts had never known Trouble—and there one with another lay Gasping their lives out! Some there were whose dreams
Changed to a sudden vision of doom. All round The fell Fates gloated horribly o’er the slain.
And even as swine be slaughtered in the court Of a rich king who makes bis folk a feast,
So without number were they slain. The wine Left in the mixing-bowls was blent with blood Gruesoinely. No man bare a sword unstained With murder of defenceless folk of Troy,
Though he were but a weakling in fair fight.
And as by wolves or jackals sheep are tom,
What time the furnace-breath of midnoon-heat
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ποιμενος ου παρεοντο?, οτε σκιερψ ενι χοορω 135 ἰλαδὸν άΧΧήΧοισιν ὁμῶς συναρηρότα πάντα μίμνωσιν» κείνοιο γλάγος ποτὶ δῶμα φεροντος, ****** νηΒύα πΧησάμενοι ποΧυχανΒέα πάντ ἐπιὁντες αΐμα μέλαν πίνουσιν, ἅπαν δ’ οΧέκουσι μἐνοντες πῶϋ, κακήν δ’ άρα Βαίτα λυγρῷ τβύχονσι νομήν 140 ὼς Δαναοί ΤΙριαμοιο κατά πτοΧιν άΧΧον ἐπ’ ἄλλῳ κτεῖνον Ιπεσσνμενοι πνμάτην ἀνὰ δηιοτῆτα* οὐδ’ ἄρ’ ἔην Τρώων τις ὰνούτατος, ἀλλ’ ἅμα παντων
ηναμπτά μεΧη πεπάΧακτο μεΧαινόμεν αἵματι πολλφ.
Οὐδὲ μὲν Ἀργείοισιν ἀνούτατος επΧετο Βήρις, 14ο ἀλλ’ ς/ μὲν δεπάεσσι τετυμμενοι, οἱ δὲ τραπέζαις, οΐ δ’ ἔτι καιομενοισιν ἐπ’ εσχαρεωνι τυπέντες δαλοῖς, οἱ δ’ οβεΧοισι πεπαρμένοι ἐκπνείεσκον, οἷς ἔτι που καὶ σπλάγχνα σνων περὶ θερμά ΧέΧειπτο
Ηφαίστου μαΧεροΐο περιζείοντος ἀὐτμῇ·	130
ἄ\λοι δ’ αὖ πεΧεκεσσι καὶ ἀξίνῃσι θοῇσιν ήσπαιρον Βμηθέντες ἐν αἵματι· τῶν δ’ ἄπο χειρῶν δάκτυλοι ἐτμήθησαν, ἐπὶ ξίφος εὖτε βάΧοντο χεϊρας εεΧΒόμενοι στυγερὸς ἀπὸ Κῆρας άμννειν' καί που τις βρεχμόν τε καί εγκέφαΧον συνεχενε 155 Χᾶα βαΧων ετάροιο κατά μόθον* οἱ δ’ ἅτε Θήρες οντάμενοι σταθμοις ενι ποιμενος άηραύΧοιο άργαΧεως μαίνοντο Βιεγρομένοιο χοΧοιο νύχθ* υπο λευγαλέην* μίγα δ’ Ισχανοωντες Ἀρηος ἀμφὶ Βόμονς Πριάμοιο κνΒοίμεον ἄλλοθεν ἄλλον 100 σενοντες. πολλοὶ δὲ καὶ εηχείρσι Βάμησαν ’Αργείων* Τρῶες γὰρ ὅσοι φθάσαν εν μεηάροισιν ή ξίφος ἣ δόρυ μακρον εής ἀνὰ χερσϊν άεΐραι, Βυσμενεας Βάμναντο καί ώς βεβαρηότες οϊνωκ
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Darts down, and all the flock beneath the shade Are crowded, and the shepherd is not there,
But to the homestead bears afar their milk;
And the fierce brutes leap on them, tear their throats, Gorge to the full their ravenous maws, and then Lap the dark blood, and linger still to slay All in mere lust of slaughter, and provide An evil banquet for that shepherd-lord;
So through the city of Priam Danaans slew One after other in that last fight of all.
No Trojan there was woundless, all men’s limbs With blood in torrents spilt were darkly dashed.
Nor scatheless were the Danaans in the fray:
With beakers some were smitten, with tables some, Thrust in the eyes of some were burning brands Snatched from the hearth; some died transfixed with spits
Yet left within the hot flesh of the swine Whereon the red breath of the Fire-god beat; Others struck down by bills and axes keen Gasped in their blood: from some men’s hands were shorn
The fingers, who, in wild hope to escape The imminent death, had clutched the blades of swords.
And here in that dark tumult one had hurled A stone, and crushed the crown of a friend's head. Like wild beasts trapped and stabbed within a fold On a lone steading, frenziedly they fought,
Mad with despair-enkindled rage, beneath That night of horror. Hot with battle-lust Here, there, the fighters rushed and hurtled through The palace of Priam. Many an Argive fell Spear-slain; for wliatso Trojan in his halls Might seize a sword, might lift a spear in hand,
Slew foes—ay, heavy though he were with wine.
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ΑϊγΧη δ’ ἄσπετος ωρτο δι’ ἄστεον, οὔνεκ’ Αχαιών	105
πολλοὶ ἔχον χείρεσσι πυρὸς σέλας, ὅφρ’ ἀνὰ δῆριν δυσμενὲας τε φίλους τε μάλ’ ἀτρεκέως όρόωσι.
Καὶ τότε Τυδἐος υἱὸς ἀνὰ μόθον αντιοωντα αίχμητήρα Κ,άροιβον αγανου Μὑγδονος υἷα ἐγχείη κοίΧοιο διὰ στομάχοιο πόρησεν,	170
ῄχι θοαὶ πὁσιὁς τε καὶ εἵδατὁς εἰσι κέλευθοι. καὶ τὸν μὲν περὶ δουρὶ μἐλας έκιχησατο πότμος* κάππεσε δ’ ἐς μέΧαν αι μα καί ἄλλων ἔθνεα νεκρών,
νήπιος, οὐδ’ άττονητο γάμων, ὦν οΰνβχ ϊκαν€ χθιζὸς ὕπὺ Πριάμοιο πόλιν *	*
*	*	*	* καὶ ὑπέσχετ’ Ἀχαιοὺς 175
Ιλίου ὰῆΓ ὦσαι· τῷ δ’ οὐ θεὺς ἐξετἐλεσσεν ἐλπωρήν Κῆρες γὰρ έττιττροέηκαν ὅλεθρον. σὺν δὲ οἱ Εὐρυδάμαντα κατέκτανεν αντιοωντα γαμβρόν ἐῦμμελίην Ἀντήνορος, ὅς ρα μάλιστα θύμον ἐνὶ Τρώεσσι σαοφροσύνησι κέκαστο.	180
ἔνθα καὶ Ιλιονἣι συνήντετο Βημογέροντι, καί οι ἔπι ξίφος αἵνὺν έρνσσατο· του δ’ ἄρα ττάγχν γηραΧέον κΧάσθησαν ἅδην ἐπὶ σώματι γυῖα* καί ρα ττζριτρομέων ἅμα ^χείρεσιν άμφοτέρρσι τῇ μὲν ἅορ συνἐδραξε θοον, τῇ δ’ ηψατο γουνών 185 άνΒροφόνον ί]ρωος· 6 δ’ ἐς μόθον ἐσσυμενος περ ἣ χόΧου άμβοΧίρ, ἣ καὶ Θεοῦ οτρὑνοντος, βαιον ἀπἐσχε γέροντος ἐὰν ξίφος, οφρα τι εἷπῃ λισσὁμενος θοὸν ἄνδρα και οβριμον* δς δ’ ἀλε-7 εινὺν
ἴσχὲν ἐσσυμἐνως* στυγερόν Se μιί> ἄμφεχε δεῖμα* 190 “ γουνονμαί σ\ ὅτις ἐσσὶ πολυσθενεων Ἀργείων, αἴδεσαι ὰμφιπεσὁντος ἐμὰς χέρας, ά^γαΧέον τε λῆγε χόλου* και γὰρ ἡμ πὲκέι μακρον άνέρι κῦδος ἄνδρα νέον κτάναντι καί οβριμον* ἣν δὲ γέροντα 54°
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Upflashed a glare unearthly through the town, For many an Argive bare in hand a torch To know in that dim* battle friends from foes.
Then Tydeus’ son amid the war-storm met Spearman Coroebus, lordly Mygdon’s son,
And 'neath the left ribs pierced him with the lance Where run the life-ways of man’s meat and drink ; So met him black death borne upon the spear: Down in dark blood he fell mid hosts of slain.
Ah fool! the bride lie won not, Priam’s child Cassandra, yea, his loveliest, for whose sake To Priam’s burg but yesterday he came,
And vaunted he would thrust the Argives back From Ilium. Never did the Gods fulfil His hope : the Fates hurled doom upon his head. With him the slayer laid Eurydamas low,
Antenor’s gallant son-in-law, who most For prudence was pre-eminent in Troy.
Then met lie Ilioneus the elder of days,
And flashed his terrible sword forth. All the limbs Of that grey sire were palsied with his fear:
He put forth trembling hands, with one he caught The swift avenging sword, with one he clasped The hero’s knees. Despite his fury of war,
A moment paused his wrath, or haply a God Held back the sword a space, that that old man Might speak to his fierce foe one word of prayer. Piteously cried he, terror-overwhelmed:
“ I kneel before thee, whosoe’er thou be Of mighty Argives. Oh compassionate My suppliant hands ! Abate thy wrath ! To slay The young and valiant is a glorious thing;
But if thou smite an old man, small renown
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κτείνῃς, ον νύ τοι αἶνος έφέψεται eive/cev άΧκής* τοΰνβκ ἐμεῦ ἄπο νόσφιν ἐς αἰζηοὺς τρἑπε χεῖρας ἐλπὁμενός ποτε γῆρας όμοίιον ·είσαφικέσθαιΓ *Ὀς φάμενον προσέειπε κραταιον Τυδέος υἱος*
“ ὦ γέρον, ἔλπομ’ βγωγ’ εσθΧον ποτὶ γῆρας ἱκέ-σθαι*
ἀλλά μοι εως ἔτι κάρτος ἀεξεται, οὖτιν’ ἐάσω έγθρον ἐμἣς κεφαλῆς, ἀλλ’ Ἀιδι πάντας Ιάψω, ovvetc άρ ἐσθλὸς ἀνὴρ ὺς δήῖον ἄνδρ’ ἀπαμύνει.
'Ὠς βίττών Χαιμοϊο διήλασε Χοίρων άορ δεινὸς ἀνήρ* ἴθυνε δ’ ὅπη θνητοῖς ἐπὶ ητότμον ῆτυχῆς ε/σι τάχιστα καί αίματος αίνά κέΧβνθα* καί τον μὲν μόρος αἰνὸς υπέκΧασε Βηωθέντα Τυδείδαο χὲρεσσιν. ό δ’ εισἔτι Τρώας έναίρων ἔσσυτ’ ἀνὰ πτολίεθρον ἐφ μίγα κάρτβι θνων δάμνατο ὀ’ ἡὺν y> Αβαντ α* βάλε ν δ’ ὑπὸ Βούρατι μα κ ρω
νΐα Περιμνήστοιο περικλυτὺν Εὐρνκὁωντα.
Α ία? ο ΆμφιμέΒοντα, ΑαμαστορίΒην δ’ ’Αγαμέμνων,
Ίδομενεὺς δὲ Μίμαντα, Μέγης δ’ ἕλε Δηιοπίτην.
Τἱὸς δ’ αὑπ ΆχιΧήος άμαιμακέτψ ὑπὸ δουρὶ Τίάμμονα δῖον ο'λεσσε, βάΧεν δ’ hr ιόντα Πολίτην, Άντίφονόν τ ἐπὶ τοῖσι κατέκτανβ, τοὺς άμα πάντας
νίήας Πριἁμοιο* καὶ άντιόωντ άνά hr}μιν δάμνατ’ Ἀγήνορα δῖον ἐπὶ ἄλλω δ’ ἄλλον ἔπεφνεν ηρώων* πάντη δὲ μέΧας άνβφαίνετ ὄλεθρος όΧΧυμένων ὁ δὲ πατρὸς ὲοῦ καταειμένος άΧκην μαιμώων έΒάίζβν οσους κίχεν. ἐν δὲ καὶ αὐτῷ δυσμενὲων βασιΧήι κακά φ ρονέων ἐνἑκυρσεν Ἑρκείου ποτὶ βωμόν ο δ* ως ἴδεν υΓ ’ΑγιΧηος, ίγνω άφαρ τον ιόντα καί ου τρέσαν, οϋνβκ &ρ αντος
195
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Waits on tliy prowess. Therefore tum from me Thine hands against young men, if thou dost hope Ever to come to grey hairs such as mine.”
So spake he ; but replied strong Tydeus’ son : c< Old man, I look to attain to honoured age ;
But while my strength yet waxeth, will not I Spare any foe, but hurl to Hades all.
The brave man makes an end of every foe.”
Then through his throat that terrible warrior drave
The deadly blade, and thrust it straight to where The paths of man’s life lead by swiftest way Blood-paved to doom: death palsied his poor strength
By Diomedes’ hands. Thence rushed he on Slaying the Trojans, storming in his might All through their fortress : pierced by his long spear Eurycoon fell, Perimnestor’s son renowned. Amphimedon Aias slew : Agamemnon smote Damastor s son : Idomeneus struck down Mimas : by Meges Deiopites died.
Achilles’ son with his resistless lance Smote godlike Pammon ; then his javelin pierced Polites in mid-rush : Antiphonus Dead upon these he laid, all Priam’s sons.
Agenor faced him in the fight, and fell:
Hero on hero slew he; everywhere Stalked at his side Death’s black doom manifest: Clad in his sire’s might, whomso he met he slew. Last, on Troy’s king in murderous mood he came.
By Zeus the Hearth-lord’s altar. Seeing him,
Old Priam knew him and quaked not; for he longed
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θύμον έέΧΒετο παισὶν ἐπὶ σφειέροισιν όΧέσσαν τοὓνεκά μιν προσέειπε λιλαιὁμενος θανέεσθαι·	225
4ί ὦ τέκος όβριμόθύμον ενπτοΧέμου Ἀχιλῆος, fcrelvov, μηδ’ εΧεαιρε Βυσάμμορον* οὐ γὰρ ἔγωγε τοῖο παθών καί τόσσα λιλαίομαι είσοράασθαι ἡελίοιο φάος πανΒερκέος, άΧΧά που ἤδη φθεῖσθαι ὁμῶς τεκέεσσι καὶ εκΧεΧαθέσθαι ἀνίης 230 λευγαλὲης, ὁμάδου τε δυσηχἐος. ώς ὅφελὁν με σεῖο πατὴρ κατἑπεφνε, πρὶν αιθομένην ἐσιδἑσθαι Ίλιον, όππότ άποινα περί κταμένοιο φέρεσκον Ἕκτορος, ον μοι ἔπεφνε πατήρ τεὁς* ἀλλὰ τὺ μιν που
Κῆρες ἐπεκλώσαντο* σὺ δ’ ?)μετεροιο φόνοιο 235 άασον 'όβριμον ἦτορ, ὅπως ΧεΧάθωμ οΒυνάων,”
'Ὠς φάμενον προσεειπεν Ἀχιλλέος ὄβριμος υἱός·
“ ὦ ye ρο ν, έμμεμαώτα καί ἐσσὑμενὁν περ ἀνώγεις* ου yap σ εχθρόν ιόντα μετ α ζωοΐσιν έάσω * ου yap τι ψυχής πέλει ἀνδράσι φιΧτερον ἄλλο.” 240 Λί2ς εἰπὼν άπεκοψε κάρην πολιοῖο γἐροντος ρψΒίως, ώς εἴ τις ἀπὺ στάχυν αμήσηται Χηίου άζαΧεοιο θέρευς εὐθαλπέος ὥρη. ἡ δὲ μίγα μνζονσα κυΧίνΒετο ποΧΧόν ἐπ’ αίαν νόσφ’ ἄλλων μεΧέων, όπόσοις ἐγκίνυται ἀνήρ· 245 κεῖτο δ’ ἄρ’ ἐς μέλαν αἷμα καὶ εἰς ετέρων φόνον άνΒρών
*	ψ	*	*	*	*
οΧβω και yeverj καί άπειρεσίοις τεκέεσσιν οὐ 7ὰρ δην ἐπὶ κῦδος άέξεται άνθρώποισιν, ἀλλ’ ἄρα που καὶ ὄνειδος έπέσσυται απροτίοπτον* καὶ τον μὲν πότμος εἷλε* κακών 8* ὅ γε Χησατο πάντων.	250
Οἱ δὲ καὶ Ἀστυάνακτα βάΧον* Ααναοϊ ταχύ-πώλοι
πύpyov ἀφ’ νψηΧοΐο, φίΧον Be οι ητορ οΧεσσαν 544
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Himself to lay his life down midst his sons ;
And craving death to Achilles’ seed he spake :
“ Fierce-hearted son of Achilles strong in war, Slay me, and pity not my misery.
I have no will to see the sun’s light more,
Who have suffered woes so many and so dread. With my sons would I die, and so forget Anguish and horror of war. Oh that thy sire Had slain me, ere mine eyes beheld aflame Ilium, had slain me when I brought to him Ransom for Hector, whom thy father slew.
He spared me—so the Fates had spun my thread Of destiny. But thou, glut with my blood Thy fierce heart, and let me forget my pain.” Answered Achilles’ battle-eager son: ce Fain am I, yea, in haste to grant thy prayer.
A foe like thee will I not leave alive ;
For naught is dearer unto inen than life.”
With one stroke swept he off that hoary head Lightly as when a reaper lops an ear In a parched cornfield at the harvest-tide.
With lips /et murmuring low it rolled afar From where with quivering limbs the body lay Amidst dark-purple blood and slaughtered men. So lay he, chiefest once of all the world In lineage, wealth, in many and goodly sons.
Ah me, not long abides the honour of man,
But shame from unseen ambush leaps on him So clutched him Loom, so he forgat his woes.
• Yea, also did those Danaan car-lords hurl From a high tower the babe Astyanax,
Ν Ν
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μητρος άφαρπάξαντες ἐν αηκοίνησιν έόντα Ἕκτορι χωόμενοι, ἐπεὶ ἦ σφισι πῆμα κὁρυσσε ζωὸς ἐών* τῷ καί οι άπηχθήραντο γενέθλην, 255 καί οι παῖδ’ εβάλοντο καθ’ ἔρκεος αἰπεινοῖο, νήπιον, οὑπω δῆριν ἐπιστάμενον πολἑμοιο. ἡύτε πόρτιν ὅρεσφι λύκοι χατεοντες εδωδής κρημνόν ἐς ήχήεντα κακοφραδίησι βάλωνται μητρος άπ οτμή ξάντες ἐύγλαγἑων ἀπὸ μαζών,	200
ἡ δὲ θέη γοόωσα φίλον τἐκος ἔνθα καὶ ἔνθα μάκρα κιννρομένη, τῇ δ’ ἐξόπιθεν κακόν ἄλλο ἔλθῃ, ἐπεί ἐ λέοντες αναριτάξωσι καί αυτήν ως την άσχαλόωσαν ἄδην περὶ παιδὺς ὲοῖο ἦγον δήῖοι ἄνδρες ἅμ’ άλλης ληΐΛδεσσι	265
κονρην Ἠετίωνος αμύμόνος αίνίί βοωσαν. ἡ δ’ ἄρα παιδὺς ὲοῖο καὶ άνέρος ἡδὲ τοκήος μνησαμένη φόνον αίνον ένσφνρος Ήετιώνη ωρμηνεν θανέεσθαι, ἐπεὶ βασιλεύ σ ιν άμεινον τεθνάμεν ἐν ττολέμψ ή χείροσιν άμφιττολεύειν 270 καί ρ’ όλοφνδνον αν σε μετ/ άχνυμένη κέαρ ἔνδον “ εἰ δ’ ἀγε νῦν και ἐμεῖο δέμας κατὰ τείχεος αίνου ἣ κατὰ Πετράων ἢ ἔσω 7τυρὸς αἶψα βαλεσθε, Ἀργεῖοι* μάλα καὶ γὰρ μευ πα Θήβη ἐνὶ ζαθεη, Τροίῃ δ’ ἔνι φαίδιμον ανδρα, ος μοι ἔην μάλα πάντα, τά τ’ ελδετο θυμός ἐμεῖο* καί μοι κάλλιττε τυτθον ἐνὶ μεγάροις ἔτι τταΐδα, φ ἔπι κυδιάασκον άττείριτον, ω ἔπι πολλὰ ελττομένην άττάφησε κακή καί ἀτάσθαλος Αἶσα. 280 τῷ νύ μ’ άκηχεμενην ττολντειρέος εκ βιότοιο νοσφίσατ ἐσσυμένως, μηδ* εἰς ὲὰ δώματ αηεσθε μίγδα δορυκτήτοισιν, ἐπεί νύ μοι οὐκέτι θνμω εναδεν ανθρωττοισι μετέμμεναι, οννεκα δαίμων
yap μοι άασττετα ττήματ εασι* έρ’ έσθλον ενήρατο Πηλέος υἱὸς
275
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Dashing him out of life. They tore the child Out of his mother’s arms, in wrathful hate Of Hector, who in life had dealt to them Such havoc ; therefore hated they his seed,
And down from that high rampart flung his child— A wordless babe that nothing knew of war !
As when amid the mountains hungry wolves Chase from the mother’s side a suckling calf,
And with malignant cunning drive it o’er An echoing cliff’s edge, while runs to and fro Its dam with long moans mourning her dear child, And a new evil followeth hard on her,
For suddenly lions seize her for a prey;
So, as she agonized for her son, the foe To bondage haled with other captive thralls That shrieking daughter of King Eetion.
Then, as on those three fearful deaths she thought Of husband, child, and father, Andromache Longed sore to die. Yea, for the royally-born Better it is to die in war, than do The service of the thrall to baser folk.
All piteously the broken-hearted cried : ee Oh hurl my body also from the wall,
Or down the cliff, or cast me midst the fire,
Ye Argives ! Woes are mine unutterable !
For Peleus’ son smote down my noble father In Thebe, and in Troy mine husband slew,
Who unto me was all mine heart’s desire,
Who left me In mine halls one little child,
My darling and my pride—of all mine hopes In him fell merciless Fate hath cheated me !
Oil therefore thrust this broken-hearted one Now out of life ! Hale me not overseas Mingled with spear-thralls ; for my soul henceforth. Hath no more pleasure in life, since God hath slain
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κηΒεμονηας ολεσσεν ἄχος δὲ με δἐχνυται αίνον 285 ἐκ Τρώων στνγεροΐσιν ἐπ’ ἄλγεσιν οίωθεῖσαν.”
*Η ρα λιλαωμένη γβονα Βύμευαΐ' οὐ γὰρ ἔοικε ζωεμεναι κείνοισιν, ὅσων μίγα κῦδος ὄνειδος ἀμφιχάνῃ* Βεινον γὰρ ὑπσψιον ἔμμεναι ἄλλων. οἱ δὲ βίῃ άίκουσαν ἄγαν ποτὶ δούλιον ἦμαρ. 290 Ἀλλοι δ’ αΰτ άλλοις ἐν δώμασι θύμον ἔλειπον ἀνέρες· ἐν δ* αρα τοῖσι βοὴ πολύδακρυς όρώρεν ἀΧΧ’ οὐκ ἐν μεγάροις Ἀντήνορος, οννεκ αρ αυτόν ’Αργεΐοι μνήσαντο φιλοξενίης ερατεινής, ώς ξείνισσε ττάροιθε κατο, πτόλιν ἡδ’ εσάωσεν 295 ἰσόθεον Μενέλαον ὁμῶς Ὀδυσῆι μολὁντα· τῷ δ’ ἐπίηρα φεροντες ’Αχαιών φίρτατοι υἷες αὐτὸν μὲν ζώοντα λίττον καὶ κτῆσιν εασαν1 καὶ Θέμιν ἁξὁμενοι ττανΒερκέα καί φίλον ἄνδρα.
Καὶ τότε δὴ παῖς ἐσθλὸς ἀμύμονος Ἀγχίσαο 300 πολλὰ καμων περὶ ἄστυ θεηγενέος Ιϊριάμοιο Βονρϊ καί ήνορέρ, πολλών δ’ ἀπὸ θυμὸν ὸλέσσας, ώς ἴδε Βνσμενεων ὑπο γείρεσι λευγαλἐχσιν αϊθόμενον πτοΧίεθρον, αττόλλνμενονς θ' α μα λαούς πανσυδίῃ, καὶ κτῆσιν ἀπείριτον, ἐκ τε μελάθρων 305 ελκο μίνας άλογους ὅμα τταίΒεσιν, οὐκέτ’ ἄρ’ αυτού ελττωρήν ἔχε θυμός ἰδεῖν εντειχέα πάτρη ν, ἀλλά οἱ όρμαΐνεσκε νοος μέγα πῆμ’ υπαλύξαι. ως δ’ ὅθ’ ἁλὸς κατὰ βένθος ἀνὴρ οἰήῖα νωμών νηὸς ἐπισταμἐνως άνεμον καλ κύμ αλεείνων 2	310
πάντοθεν εσσύμενον στνγερί} ὑπὸ χείματος ωρρ χεϊρα κάμῃ καὶ θύμον, ίπτοβρυχίης ὅ’ ἄρα νηὸς ολλνμεν^ς ἀπάνευθε Χιπὼν οἰήἷα μούνα τντθον ἐπὶ σκάφος εἰσι, μέλει δέ οἱ οὐκέτι νηὸς φορτίΒος* ως παῖς ἐσθλὸς εύφρονος Άγχίσαο, 315
1	Zimmermann, for ἄπασαν of ν.
2	Zimmermann, for αλεγεινὅν of MS.
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My nearest and my dearest! For me waits Trouble and anguish and lone homelessness! ”
So cried she, longing for the grave ; for vile Is life to them whose glory is swallowed up Of shame : a horror is the scorn of men.
But, spite her prayers, to thraldom dragged they her.
In all the homes of Troy lay dying men,
And rose from all a lamentable cry,
Save only Anterior’s halls ; for unto him The Argives rendered hospitality’s debt,
For that in time past had his roof received And sheltered godlike Menelaus, when He with Odysseus came to claim his own.
Therefore the mighty sons of Achaea showed Grace to him, as to a friend, and spared his life And substance, fearing Themis who seeth all.
Then also princely Anchises’ noble son—
Hard had he fought through Priam’s burg that night With spear and valour, and many had he slain— When now he saw the city set aflame By hands of foes, saw her folk perishing In multitudes, her treasures spoiled, her wives And children dragged to thraldom from their homes, No more he hoped to see the stately walls Of his birth-city, but bethought him now How from that mighty ruin to escape.
And as the helmsman of a ship, who toils On the deep sea, and matches all his craft Against the winds and waves from every side Rushing against him in the stormy time,
Forspent at last, both hand and heart, when now The ship is foundering in the surge, forsakes The helm, to launch forth in a little boat,
And heeds no longer ship and lading ; so
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ἄστυ λιπών δηίοισι καταιθόμενον πυρὶ πολ,λφ, νίεα καλ πατέρα σ φ ον ἀναρπάξας φορέεσκε, τον μὲν ἐπὶ πΧατνν ωμόν εφεσσάμενος κρατερησι χερσϊ ποΧυτΧήτψ νπό γήραι μοχθίζοντα, τον δ’ άπαΧής ἅμα χειρὸς ἐπιψανοντα πόΰεσσι	320
γαίης* ούΧομένον τε φοβενμενον ἔργα μόθοιο άξἡγεν ποΧεμοιο δυσηχἐο?* ος δ’ υπ’ ανάγκης εκρεματ εμπεφνως ἀταΧος παῖς· ἀμφὶ δὲ δάκρυ χεύατό οί άπαΧησι παρηίσιν αντάρ 6 νεκρών σώμαθ’ νπέρθορε πολλὰ θοοῖς ποσί, πολλὰ δ’ ἐν
ὄρφνη	325
οὐκ εθέΧων στείβεσκε* Κύπρις δ’ ὁδὸν ἡγεμὁνευεν υίωνον καί παΐδα καί άνέρα πη ματ ος αίνον πρόφρων ρνομένη- τον δ’ ἐσσυμένου ὑπο ποσσϊ πάντη πῦρ νπόεικε* περισχίζοντο δ’ άντμαι *Ηφαίστου μαΧεροιο* καὶ ἔγχεα καὶ βέΧε άνΖρών 330 πϊπτον ἐτώσια πάντα κατά χθονος, όππόσ ’Αχαιοί κείνψ επεοριφταν ποΧέμφ ἐνὶ Βακρνόεντι. καί τότε δὴ ΚάΧχας μεγάλ’ ἴσχε λαὺν εέργων “ ἴσχεσθ’ Αϊνείαο κατ Ιφθίμοιο καρηνον βάΧΧοντες στονόεντα βεΧη καί Χοίγια Sovpa·	335
τὸν γὰρ θέσφατόν ἐστι Θεών ερικνΒέϊ βονΧτ)
Ηνμβριν ἐπ’ εὐρυρέεθρον ἀπὸ Ηάνθοιο μοΧόντα τευξἑμεν ἱερὺν ἄστυ καὶ ἐσσομένοισιν αμητόν άνθρωπος, αὐτὸν δὲ ποΧνσπερέεσσι βροτοίσι κοιρανέειν ἐκ τοῦ δὲ γἐνος μετόπισθεν άνάξειν 340 ἄγρις ἐπ’ ἀντολίη ν τε καὶ άκαματον δύσιν ἡοῦς* και δ* αὐτῷ θἐμις ἐστὶ μετέμμεναι άθανάτοισιν, οὕνεκα δὴ παῖς ἐστὶν έϋπΧοκάμον Αφροδίτης. καὶ δ’ άλλως τοῦδ* ἀνδρὸς ὲὰς άπεχωριεθα χεΐρας, οὕνεκα καὶ χρυσοϊο καί ἄλλ’ ὅσα οι κτεατ’ ἐστίν, 345 avhp α σαοι1 φενγοντα καί αλλοδαπήν ἐπὶ γαῖαν,
1 Zimmcrmann, for ἄλλων [lacuna] ἄλλοἱς ἐν κτεάτεσσιν ἄνδρα σάοι of Koeclily.
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Andrises’ gallant son forsook the town And left her to her foes, a sea of fire.
His son and father alone he snatched from death ; The old man broken down with years he set On his broad shoulders with his own strong hands, And led the young child by his small soft hand, Whose little footsteps lightly touched the ground; And, as he quaked to see that work of death,
His father led him through the roar of fight,
And clinging hung on him the tender child,
Tears down his soft cheeks streaming. But the man
O’er many a body sprang with hurrying feet,
And in the darkness in his own despite Trampled on many. Cypris guided them,
Earnest to save from that wild ruin her son,
His father, and his child. As on he pressed,
The flames gave back before him everywhere :
The blast of the Fire-god’s breath to right and left Was cloven asundex*. Spears and javelins hurled Against him by the Achaeans harmless fell.
Also, to stay them, Calchas cried aloud :
“ Forbear against Aeneas’ noble head To hurl the bitter dart, the deadly spear!
Fated he is by the high Gods’ decree
To pass from Xanthus, and by Tiber’s flood
To found a city holy and glorious
Through all time, and to rule o’er tribes of men
Far-sundered. Of his seed shall lords of earth
Rule from the rising to the setting sun.
Yea, with the Immortals ever shall he dwell,
Who is son of Aphrodite lovely-tressed.
From him too is it meet we hold our hands Because he hath preferred his father and son To gold, to all things that might profit a man
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των παντων ττροβεβονλεν ιον ττ are ρ ἡδὲ καὶ υἷα· νὺξ δὲ μί’ η μιν ἔφηνε καὶ υίέα ττατρί γεροντι ήττων ἐκπάγλως καί άμεμφέα παιδὶ τοκῆα.”
Λβς φάτο· τοὶ δ’ εττίθοντο καὶ ὼς θεόν εἰσο-ράασκον	350
πάντες* ὀ δ’ εσσύμενως ἐξ ἄστεος οἷο βεβηκει, ἧχί ἐ τΓοιττννοντα πόδες φέρον οἱ δ* ἔτι Τροίης Ἀργεῖοι τττολίεθρον έύκτίμενον διἔπερθον.
Καὶ τότε δὴ Μενέλαος ὑπὸ ξίφεϊ στονόεντι Αηίφοβον κατεττεφνε καρηβαρέοντα κιγησας	355
ἀμφ* Ελἐνης λεχέεσσι δνσάμμορον* ἡ ὃ ὑπὸ φυξῄ κεύθετ’ ἐνὶ μεγάροισιν ὁ δ’ αίματος εκχυμενοιο 7ήθεεν ἀμφὶ φόνψ* τοῖον δ’ ἐπὶ μῦθον εειπεν*
“ ὦ κὑον, ὦς τοι ἔγωγε φόνον στονόεντ έφεηκα σήμάρον* οὐδέ σε δῖα κιχήσεται Ἠριγένεια	360
ζωόν ἔτ’ ἐν Τρώεσσι, καὶ εἰ Διὸς βὐχεαι εἶναι γαμβρός ερισμαράγοω* μέλας δέ σε δέξατ όλεθρός ή μετ ερης άλογο ω παρὰ μεγάροισι δα μέντα άργάλεως’ ώς εἴθε καὶ ονλομενοω ττάροιθε Θύμον Ἀλεξάνδροισ κατὰ μόθον ἀντιοωντος	3(55
νοσφισάμην· καί κεν μοι ελαφρότερον ττέλεν άλγος*
ἀλλ’ ὁ μὲν ἦδη ίκανεν υττο ζόφον όκρυόεντα τίσας αι σιμά πάντα* σὲ ὃ’ οὐκ ἄρα μέλλεν ονησειν ήμετέρη παράκοιτις, ἐπεὶ %εμιν ονττοτ άλιτροϊ άνερες εξαλέονται άκήρατον, οννεκ άρ αυτούς elaopcif ννκτός τε καί ήματος, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη ανθρώπων ἐπὶ φῦλα διηερίη ττεττότηται τινυμόνη συν ΖηνΙ κακών ετηίστορας έργων”
Λίίς είττών δηίοισιν άνηλέα τενγεν όλεθρόν* μαίνετο γάρ όΐ θυμός υττο κραδίη μεγ άέξων ξηλημων* καί πολλὰ περὶ φρεσὶ θαρσαλέησι Ύρωσϊ κακά, φρονέεσκε, τὰ δὴ θεὺς εξετέλεσσε ττρεσβα Δίκη· κείνοι γάρ ατάσθαλα ττρωτοι ερεξαν 552
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Who fleeth exiled to an alien land.
This one night hath revealed to us a inan Faithful to death to his father and his child.”
Then hearkened they, and as a God did all Look on him. Forth the city hasted he Whither his feet should bear him, while the foe Made havoc still of goodly-builded Troy.
Then also Menelaus in Helen’s bower Found, heavy with wine, ill-starred Deiphobus,
And slew him with the sword: but she had fled And hidden her in the palace. O’er the blood Of that slain man exulted he, and cried :
“ Dog! I, even I have dealt thee unwelcome death This day! No dawn divine shall meet thee again Alive in Troy—ay, though thou vaunt thyself Spouse of the child of Zeus the thunder-voiced! Black death hath trapped thee slain in my wife’s bower!
Would I had met Alexander too in fight Ere this, and plucked his heart out! So my grief Had been a lighter load. But he hath paid Already justice’ debt, hath passed beneath Death’s cold dark shadow. Ha, small joy to thee My wife was doomed to bring ! Ay, wicked men Never elude pure Themis : night and day Her eyes are on them, and the wide world through Above the tribes of men she floats in air,
Holpen of Zeus, for punishment of sin.”
On passed he, dealing merciless death to foes,
For maddened was his soul with jealousy.
Against the Trojans was his bold heart full Of thoughts of vengeance, which were now fulfilled By the dread Goddess Justice, for that theirs
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ἀμφ’ Ἑλἐνης, πρώτοι δὲ και ορκια πημήναντο, σχετλιοι, ὁππὁτε κεῖνο ὃιὲκ μελαν αἷμα καὶ ἱρὰ 380 αθανάτων πατεοντο παραιβασίησι νοοιο* τῷ καί σφιν μετόπισθεν Ἐριννὑες ἄλγεα τεῦχον τούνεκ άρ οί μὲν ολοντο πρὸ τεἐχεος, οἷ δ’ ἀνὰ ἄστυ
τερπομενοι παρά δαιτὶ καὶ ηϋκόμοις άλόχοισιν.
Όψε δὲ δὴ Μενὲλαος ἐνὶ μυχάτοισι Βόμοιο 38ο εὐρεν ὲὴν παράκοιτιν ύποτρομέουσαν ομοκλην άνΒρος κονριΒίοιο θρασύφρονος, ος μιν ἀθρήσας ωρμηνε κτανεειν ζηλημοσύνησι νοοιο, εἰ μή οἱ κατερνξε βίην ερόεσσ Ἀφροδίτη, ἦ ῄά οἱ ἐκ χοίρων ἔβαλε ξίφος, ἔσχε δ’ ἐρωήν 390 τοῦ γὰρ ζήλον ερεμνον ὰπώσατο, καί οἱ ενερθεν ἡδὺς ὑφ’ Γμερον ὦρσε κατὰ φρενὺς ἡδὲ και ὅσσων. τῷ δ’*ἄρα θαμβός ἄελπτον επηλυθεν οὐδ’ ἄρ’ ἔτ’. ἔτλη
κάλλος ἰδὼν ἀρίδηλον ἐπὶ ξίφος ανχενι κύρσαι, ἀλλ’ ώστε ξύλον αύον ἐν οὕρεῖ ύληεντι	395
εἱστήκει, τὺ μὲν οὔτε θοαὶ βορεαο θύελλαι ἐσσὑμεναι κλονίουσι δι’ ὴ ίρος Οὕτε νότοιο · ὦς ὁ ταφων μένε Βηρόν* ὐπεκλάσθη δέ οἱ ἀλκὴ he ρ κο μεν ον παράκοιτιν' άφαρ δ’ ὅ γε λήσατο παντων,
ὄσσα οἱ ἐν λεχέεσσι παρήλιτε κουριΒίοισι·	400
πάντα jap ἡμάλδυνε θεὴ Κύπρις, ἦ περ απάντων αθανάτων Βάμνησι νοον θνητών τ’ ανθρώπων. άλλα καί ως θ ο ον άορ ἀπὸ χθονος ανθις άείρας κονριΒίη ἐπὁρουσε· νόος δέ οι άλλ' ένϊ θνμω ώρματ ἐσσυμἐνοιο· δόλῳ δ’ ἄρα θἑλγεν ’Αχαιούς. 405 καὶ τότε μιν κατέρνξεν άΒελφεος Ι εμεν ον περ μειλιχίοις μάλα πολλὰ παρανΒησας επεεσσι·
ΒείΒιε yap μη δή σφιν ετώσια πάντα γένηται*
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Was that first outrage touching Helen, theirs That profanation of the oaths, and theirs That trampling on the blood of sacrifice When their presumptuous souls foi’gat the Gods. Therefore the Vengeance-friends brought woes on them
Thereafter, and some died in fighting field,
Some now in Troy by board and bridal bower.
Menelaus mid the inner chambers found At last his wife, there cowering from the wrath Of her bold-hearted lord. He glared on her, Hungering to slay her in Ms jealous rage.
But winsome Aphrodite curbed him, struck Out of his band the sword, his onrush reined, Jealousy’s dark cloud swept she away, and stirred Love’s deep sweet well-springs in his heart and eyes.
Swept o’er him strange amazement: powerless all Was he to lift the sword against her neck,
Seeing her splendour of beauty. Like a stock Of dead wood in a mountain forest, which No swiftly-rushing blasts of north-winds shake,
Nor fury of south-winds ever, so he stood,
So dazed abode long time. All his great strength Was broken, as he looked upon his wife.
And suddenly had he forgotten all—
Yea, all her sins against her spousal-troth;
For Aphrodite made all fade away,
She who subdueth all immortal hearts And mortal. Yet even so he lifted up From earth his sword, and made as he would rush Upon his wife—but other was his intent,
Even as he sprang: he did but feign, to cheat Achaean eyes. Then did his brother stay His fury, and spake with pacifying words,
Fearing lest all they had toiled for should be lost:
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“ ϊ(τχ€θ νυν, Μβνέλαε, χρλούμενος· ον yap ἔοικε κουριδίην ιταράκοιπν ἐναιρέμεν, ἦς πέρι πολλὰ 410 aXye ἀνέτλημεν ΤΙριάμω κακὰ μητιόωντες* οὐ γάρ τοι Ελἐνη πέλει αἰτίη, ὡς σύ γ’ ἔολτταε, ἀλλὰ Πάρις ξενίοιο Διὸς καὶ σεῖο τραπέζης λησάμενος* τῷ καί μιν ἐν ἄλγεσι τίσατο δαίμων.”
ΛΏς φάθ’· ὁ δ’ αἷἡν ἐπίθησε. θεοὶ δ’ ἐρικυδἐὰ Τροίην	,	415
κυανἑοις νεφἑεσσι καΧνψάμενοι γοάασκον, νοσφιν ἐὐπλοκάμου Τριτωνίδος ἡδὲ καιἨρης. οὐ μίγα κυδιάασκον ἀνὰ φρἐναν, evr ἐσίδοντο περθὁμενον κΧυτον ἄστυ θεηγενέος Πριάμοιο. ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰν οὐδ’ αὐτὴ εύφρων Τριτογένεια	420
πάμπαν ἄδακρυς ἔην, ἐπεὶ ἦ ἡά οἱ ἔνδοθι νηοῦ Κασσάνδρην ῄσχυνεν Ὀῖλἐος ὄβριμος υἱὸς θύμον τ’ ἡδὲ νόοιο βεβΧαμμένος· ἡ δέ οι αίνον εἰσοπίσω βάλε πῆμα καὶ άνέρα τίσατο λώβης* οὐδὲ μὲν ἔργον ἀεικὲς ἐσέδρακεν, ἀλλά οἱ αἰδὼς 42ό καὶ χόλος ἀμφεχὑθη* βλοσυρὸς δ’ ἔτρεἡνεν ὸπωπὰς νη ον ἐς νψόροφον περὶ δ’ εβραγε θεῖον ἄγαλμα, καί δάπεδον νηοΐο pAy erpepsv οὐδ’ ὅ 7ε λ,υγρης Xfjyev ἀτασθαλίης, ἐπεὶ ἧ φρἐνας ἅασε Κύπρις.
Πάντη δ’ ἄλλοθεν ἅλλα κατηρείττοντο μέλαθρα 430 νψοθεν* αζαΧΑη δὲ κόνις συνεμίσγετο καπνῷ* ώρτο δ’ ἄρα κτὑπος αἰνός, ὑπετρομέοντο δ’ ayvial· καίετο δ’ Α ἰνείαο δόμος,1 καίοντο δὲ πάντα Ἀντιμάχριο ρΑΧαθρα* καταίθετο δ’ ἄσπετος ἄκρη Πἐργαμον ἀμφ’ ipar η ν περί θ’ ἱερὸν Ἀπόλλωνος νη ὸν τε ζάθεον Τριτωνίδος άμφί τε βωμόν	435
Ἑρκείου* θάΧαμοι δὲ κατεπτρήθοντ ερατεινοί νίωνων Πριάμοιο· πόλις δ’ άμαθύνετο ττασα,
1 Two hemwfciehs supplied by Zimmermann, ex P,
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Τρῶες δ’ οι μὲν παισὶν υπ’ Ἀργείων οΧέκοντο, οἱ δ’ ὑπὸ ΧευγαΧέου τε πυρὸς σφ ετέρων τε μεΧάθρων,
ένθα σφιν καί μοίρα κακή καί τύμβος ετύχθη, 440 ἄλλοι δὲ ξιφέεσσιν εον διὰ λαιμόν εΧασσαν πυρ άμα ὃυσμενέεσσιν ἐπὶ προθύροισιν ΙΒόντες, οἱ δ’ ἄρ’ ὁμῶς τεκέεσσι κατακτείναντες ἄκοιτιν κάππεσον άσχετον epyov άναπΧησαντες ανάγκη, καί ρα τις οίομενος Βηί'ων εκάς εμμεν ἀῦτὴν 445 ἔκποθεν Ἠφαίστοιο θοῶς ἀνὰ κάΧτην άείρας ωρμηνεν πονέεσθαι ἐφ’ ὓδατι* τὸν δὲ τταραφθάς Ἀργείων τις έτυψεν υπ ἔγχει καί οι ὔλβσσε θύμον υπ άκρητψ βεβαρημένου* ήριπε δ; εἴσω δώματος· ἀμφὶ δέ οι κενεη περικάππεσε κάλπις. 450 ἄλλῳ δ’ αὖ φεύγοντι διὰ μεγάροιο μεσόδμη έμπεσε καιομένη, ἐπὶ δ’ ἡριπεν αἰπὺς οΧεθρος. Πολλαὶ δ’ αὖτε γυναίκες ανιηρην ἐπὶ φυζαν έσ συ μεν αι μνήσαντο φίΧων ὑπὸ Βώματι τταίδων, οὺς λίπον εν Χεχεεσσιν άφαρ δ’ ἀνὰ ποσσὶν iovcrai	455
παισὶν ὁμῶς άποΧοντο δόμων έφύπερθε πεσόντων. Ιππον δ’ αὖτε κύνες τε δι’ άστεος έπτοίηντο φεύγοντες στνγεροΐο πυρος μένος* ἀμφὶ δὲ ποσσὶ στεϊβον άποκταμένους, ξωοϊσι δὲ πῆμα φέροντες αἰὲν ενερρήγνυντο.1 βοη δ’ άμφίαχεν ἅστυ.	4(>0
καί τινος αίζηοιο διὰ φΧογος έσσυμένοιο
**#*### φθεγγομένου· τοὺς δ’ ἔνδον ἀμείλιχος Αἶσα δά-μασσεν
ἄλλον δ’ ἄλλα κέΧευθα φέρον στονόεντος οΧέθρου. φΧοξ δ’ ἄρ’ ἐ? ηέρα Βίαν άνέγρετο* πέπτατο δ’ αἴγλη
ἄσπετος* ἀμφὶ δὲ φϋΧα περικτιόνων όρόωντο	405
1 Zimmermann, ex !>, for iveppAovro of Koechly.
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Of Trojans some by Argos’ sons were slain,
Some by their own roofs crashing down in fire, Giving at once ill death and tomb to them :
Some in their own throats plunged the steel, when foes
And fire were in the porch together seen:
Some slew their wives and children, and flung themselves
Dead on them, when despair had done its work Of horror. One, who deemed the foe afar,
Caught up a vase, and, thin to quench the flame, Hasted for water. Leapt unmarked on him An Argive, and his spirit, heavy with wine,
Was thrust forth from the body by the speai·.
Clashed the void vase above him, as he fell Backward within the house. As through his hall Another fled, the burning roof-beam crashed Down on his head, and swift death came with it.
And many women, as in frenzied flight They rushed forth, suddenly remembered babes Left, in their beds beneath those burning roofs :
With wild feet sped they back—the house fell in Upon them, and they perished, mother and child. Horses and dogs in panic through the town Fled from the flames, trampling beneath their feet The dead, and dashing into living men To their sore hurt. Shrieks rang through all the town.
In through his blazing porchway rushed a man Th rescue wife and child. Through smoke and flame Blindly he groped, and perished while he cried Their names, and pitiless doom slew those within.
The fire-glow upward mounted to the sky,
The red glare o’er the firmament spread its wings, And all the tribes of folk that dwelt around
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μέχρις ἐπ’ Ίδαίω ν ορίων υψηΧα κάρηνα Θρηικίης τε 2άμοιο καὶ ἀγχιάλου Τενὲδοιο* καί τις ἁλὺς κατὰ βένθος ἔσω νεὸς ἔκφατο μῦθον “ ηνυσαν Ἀργεῖοι κρατερόφρονες ἄσπετον ἔργον πολλὰ μάλ’ ἀμφ’ Ἑλἐνης εΧικοβΧεφάροιο κα-μόντες,	470
πάσα δ’ ἄρ’ ἡ τὺ πάροιθε πανόΧβιος ἐν πυρὶ Τροίη tcaierctL' οὐδὲ θεών τις εεΧΒομενοισιν ἄμυνε· πάντα <γὰρ ἄσχετος Αἶσα βροτών έπώόρκεται ἔργα*
καὶ τὰ μὲν ἀκλέα πολλὰ καὶ οὐκ ἀρίδηλα γεγῶτα κνΒηεντα τίθησι, τὰ δ’ ύψόθι μείον εθηκε*	475
ποΧΧάκι δ’ ἐξ ὰγαθοῖα πέλει κακόν, ἐκ δὲ κακοΐσ ἐσθλὺν άμεφομενοιο πόΧντΧήτον βιὁτοιο.”
'Ὀ ς ὰρ’ ἔφη μερόπων τις ἀπόπροθεν ἄσπετον αίγλη ν
είσορόων. στονόεσσα δ’ ἔτ’ άμφεγε Τρώας ὸῖζύς*
Αργειοι ο ανα αστυ κνοοιμεον, ήυτ αηται	480
Χάβροι ἀπείρονα πόντον όρινόμενοι κΧονόονσιν, όππότ ἄρ’ ἀντιπέρηθε δυσαέος Άρκτονροιο βηΧον ἐς άστερόεντα λυτήριον ἀντέλλῃσιν ἐς νότον ἡερὁεντα τετραμμἑνον, ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ Πολλαὶ νπόβρνχα νῆες ἀμαλδύνοντ’ ἐνὶ πόντω 485 όρνυμόνων ανόμων τοῖς εϊκεΧοι υἷες Αχαιών πόρθεονΤΧιον αΐπν το δ’ ἐν πυρὶ καίετο πολλῷ, ἡύτ’ ορος Χασίτ/σιν ἄδην καταείμενον νΧτ)ς ἐσσυμένως καίηται ὑπαὶ πυρὸς όρνυμόνοιο εξ ανόμων, ΒοΧιχαΙ δὲ περφρομεονσι κολῶναι, 400 τῷ δ’ ἄρα XευyaXόως ἐνιτείρεται ἀγρια πάντα Ἠφαίστοιο βίῃφι περνστρεφθεντα καθ* νΧην ως Τρώες κτείνοντο κατά πτόΧιν οὐδέ τις αὐτοὺς ρύετ’ έπουρανίων περί yap Χίνα πάντοθε Μ,οΐραι μακρά περιστησαντο, τα περ βρότος ονποτ άΧνξε. 495
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Beheld it, far as Ida’s mountain-crests,
And sea-girt Tenedos, and Thracian Samos.
And men that voyaged on the deep sea cried:
“ The Argives have achieved their mighty task After long toil for star-eyed Helen’s sake.
All Troy, the once queen-city, bums in fire :
For all their prayers, no God defends them now ;
For strong Fate oversees all works of men,
And the renownless and obscure to fame She raises, and brings low the exalted ones.
Oft out of good is evil brought, and good From evil, inid the travail and change of life.”
So spake they, who from far beheld the glare Of Troy’s great burning. Compassed were her folk With wailing misery: through her streets the foe Exulted, as when madding, blasts turmoil The boundless sea, what time the Altar ascends To heaven’s star-pavement, turned to the misty south Overagainst Arcturus tempest-breathed,
And with its rising leap the wild winds forth,
And ships full many are whelmed ’neatli ravening seas ;
Wild as those stormy winds Achaeans sons Ravaged steep Ilium while she burned in flame.
As when a mountain clothed with shaggy woods Burns swiftly in a fire-blast winged with winds,
And from her tall peaks goeth up a roar,
And all the forest-children this way and that Rush through the wood, tormented by the flame;
So were the Trojans perishing: there was none To save, of all the Gods. Round these were staked The nets of Fate, which no man can escape.
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Καὶ τότε Δημοφόωντι μενετττολέμω τ’ Ἀκά-μαντι
Θησῆος μεγάλο ι ο δι. ἄστεος ἡντετο μήτηρ Αἴθρη έελΒομένη* μακάρων δὲ τις ήγεμόνενεν, ος μιν ay εν κείνο ισ ι καταντίον* ἡ δ’ άλάλνκτο φενγουσ* εκ πολέμοιο καὶ ἐκ πυρὸς· οἱ δ’ ἐσ-ιδὁντες	500
αίγλη ἐν Ἠφαίστοιο δέμας μέγεθος τε γυναικὸς αυτήν εμμεν εφαντο θεηγενέος ΐΐριάμοιο άντιθέην πταράκοιτιν αφαρ Βέ οι έμμεμαώτες χεῖρας εττερρίψαντο λιλαιόμενοί μιν αγεσθαι ἐς Δαναούς· ἡ δ’ αίνον άναστενάχονσα μετηνΒα· 505 “ μή νύ με, κύδιμα τέκνα φιλοτττόλέμων -Αργείων, δήῖον α>ς έρύοντες εας ἐπὶ νἣας άγεσθε· οὐ γὰρ Τραπάδων γένος εύχομαι, ἀλλά μοι έσθλον αίμα ττελει Δαναών μάλ’ ευκλεές, οΰνεκα Πιτθεὺς γείνατό μ εν Τροιζἣνι* γάμῳ δ’ έΒνώσατο Βίος 510 Αίγευς* εκ δ’ ὰρ’ ἐμεῖο κλυτὸς πάῖς ἔπλετο Θησεὺς.
ἀλλά με, πρὸς μεγάλοιο Διάς, τερπνών τε τοκηων, ει ἐτεὸν Θησῆος άμνμονος ἐνθάδ’ ΐκοντο υϊες αμ Ἀτρείδῃσι, φίλοις τταίΒεσσιν εκείνον Βείξατ εελΒομένοισι κατὰ στρατόν, οΰς περ όίω 515 ὕμμιν όμηλικας εμμεν· άναττνεύσει Βέ μεν ἦτορ, ἣν κείνους ζώοντας ϊΒω καί άριστέας άμφω”
‘Ὠς φάτο* τοι δ’ άίοντες έον μνήσαντο το κη ος, άμφ’ Ελένης ὅσ’ ἔρεξε, καὶ ώς Βιέπερσαν ΆφίΒνας κούροι έριγΒούττοιο Διὸς πάρος, ὁππὁτ’ ἄρ’ αὐτοὺς 520 νσμίνης ἀπάνευθεν άπεκρνψαντο τιθήναι νηπιάχους ἔτ’ εόντας* άνεμνησαντο δ’ άγανης Αϊθρης, οσσ ἐμὁγησε Βορυκτήτψ ύττ ανάγκη, άμφω όμως έκυρη τε καί ἀμφίπολος γεγανΐα άντιθέης Ελένης* σὺν δ’ ἀμφασίη κεχάροντο.	52S
Δημοφόων Βέ μιν ήὺς εελΒομένην προσέειπεν 562
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Then were Demoplioon and Acamas By mighty Theseus’ mother Aethra met.
Yearning to see them was she guided on To meet them by some Blessed One, the while ’Wildered from war and fire she fled. They saw In that red glare a woman royal-tall, Imperial-moulded, and they weened that this Was Priam’s queen, and with swift eagerness Laid hands on her, to lead her captive thence To the Danaans ; but piteously she moaned :
All, do not, noble sons of warrior Greeks,
To your ships hale me, as I were a foe !
I am not of Trojan birth : of Danaans came My princely blood renowned. In Troezen’s halls Pittheus begat me, Aegeus wedded me,
And of my womb sprang Theseus glory-crowned.
For great Zeus’ sake, for your dear parents’ sake,
I pray you, if the seed of Theseus came Hither with Atreus’ sons, O bring ye me Unto their yearning eyes. I trow they be Young men like you. My soul shall be refreshed If living I behold those chieftains twain.”
Hearkening to her they called their sire to mind, His deeds for Helen’s sake, and how the sons Of Zeus the Thunderer in the old time smote Aphidnae, when, because these were but babes,
Their nurses hid them far from peril of fight;
And Aethra they remembered—all she endured Through wars, as mother-in-law at first, and thrall Thereafter of Helen. Dumb for joy were they,
Till spake Demophoon to that wistful one :
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ec σοὶ μὲν δὴ τελἐουσι θεοὶ θυμηΒές εέΧΒωρ αὐτίκ’, ἐπεί ρα δέδορκα? ἀμὑμονος υίέος υἷας ἡμέας, ο Γ σε φίλη ς συναειράμενοι παλάμῃσιν οἴσομεν ἐς νῆας, καὶ ἐς Ἑλλάδος ἱερόν οὖδας 530 ἄξομεν ἀσπασίως, ὅθι περ πάρος ἐμβασίλευες.”
Λί1ς φάμενον μεγάλοιο πατρὸς προσπτύξατο μήτηρ
χείρεσιν άμφφαΧοΰσα, κύσεν δέ οἱ εὐρέας ώμους ικαὶ κεφαλὴν καὶ στέρνα γὲνειά τε Χαχνήεντα* ως δ’ αὕτως Ἀκάμαντα κὑσεν, περὶ δὲ σφίσι
δάκρυ	535
ἡδὺ κατὰ βΧεφάροιϊν ἐχεὑατο μυρομἐνοισιν* ώς δ’ ὁπὁτ’ αίζηοΐο μετ’ αΧΧοΒαττοΙσιν εόντος ΧαοΙ φημίξωσι μάρον, τον δ’ ἔκποθεν υἷες ύστερον άθρήσαντες ἐ? οἰκία νοστήσαντα κλαίουσιν μάλα τερπνόν* ὁ δ’ ἔμπαλι παισὶ καὶ αὐτὸς	540
μύρεται ἐν μεγάροισιν ἐπωμαδὸν, ἀμφὶ δὲ δώμα ἡδὺ κινυρομένων <γοερη περιπἐπτατ’ ίωη* ὼ? τῶν ττυρομένων Χάρος ηοος ὰμφιδεδήει.
Καὶ τότε που Πριάμοιο πολυκτήτοιο θνηατρα ΑαοΒίκην ἐνἐπουσιν ἐς αΙθέρα χεΐρας όρέξαι	545
ευχομένην μακάρεσσιν ατειρεσιν, οφρα έ γαῖα αμφιχάνρ, πρὶν χεῖρα βαλεῖν ἐπὶ δούλια ἔργα. τῆ? δὲ θεών τις ακούσε καλ αύτίκα yalav ενερθεν ρήξεν ἀπειρεσίην ἡ δ’ ἐννεσίῃσι θεοῖο κούρη ν Βέξατο Βίαν εσω κοίλοιο βερέθρου,	550
’Ιλίου οΧΧυμετπ]ς, ἦς εΐνεκά φασι, καί αυτήν Ἠλἐκτρην βαθύττεττΧον εο ν δέμας αμφικαΧυψαι άχΧυΐ καί νεφέεσσι,ν αττοιχομένην χορού αΧΧων Πληιάδων, αι δή οἱ ἀδελφειαὶ γεγάασιν ἀλλ* αἱ μὲν μοηεροισιν επόψιαι ανθρώττοισιν	555
ἰλαδὸν άντέΧΧονσιν ἐς ουρανόν· ἡ δ’ αρα μούνη κεύθεται αἰὲν ἄϊστος, ἐπεί ρα οι υίέος εσθΧον
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“ Even now the Gods fulfil thine heart’s desire :
We whom thou seest are the sons of him,
Thy noble son: thee shall our loving hands
Bear to the ships : with joy to Hellas’ soil
Thee will we bring, where once thou wast a queen.”
Then his great father s mother clasped him round With clinging arms : she kissed his shoulders broad, His head, his breast, his bearded lips she kissed,
And Acamas kissed withal, the while she shed Glad tears on these who could not choose but weep. As when one tarries long mid alien men,
And folk report him dead, but suddenly He cometh home : his children see his face,
And break into glad weeping ; yea, and he,
His arms around them, and their little heads Upon his shoulders, sobs : echoes the home With happy mourning’s inusic-beating wings ;
So wept they with sweet sighs and sorrowless moans.
Then, too, affliction-burdened Priam’s child, Laodice, say they, stretched her hands to heaven, Praying the mighty Gods that earth might gape To swallow her, ere she defiled her hand With thralls’ work ; and a God gave ear, and rent Deep earth beneath her: so by Heaven’s decree Did earth’s abysmal chasm receive the maid In Troy’s last horn·. Electra’s self withal,
The Star-queen lovely-robed, shrouded her form In mist and cloud, and left the Pleiad-band,
Her sisters, as the olden legend tells.
Still riseth up in sight of toil-worn men Their bright troop in the skies; but she alone Hides viewless ever, since the hallowed town
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AapSavov lepbv αστν κατηριιτζν οὐδὲ οι αὐτὺς Ζευς ύπατος χραίσμησεν ἀπ’ αἰθέρος, οὕνεκα Μοίραις
εἴκει καὶ μεγάλοιο Διὺς μένος· άΧλα το μὲν που 560 αθανάτων τάχ’ ἔρεξεν εὺς νόος, ἡὲ καὶ αὐταί·1 Ἀργεῖοι 3’ ἔτι θύμον iirl Τρώεσσιν opcvov πάντη ἀνὰ πτολίεθρον Ἕρις δ’ ἔχε πείρατα χάρμης.2
1	Zimmermann, for ού/α' of ν.
2	Verse supplied by Zimmermann, ex P.
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Of her son Dardanus in ruin fell,
When Zeus most high from heaven could help her not,
Because to Fate the might of Zeus must bow ;
And by the Immortal s’ purpose all these things Had come to pass, or by Fate’s ordinance.
Still on Troy’s folk the Argives wreaked their wrath,
And battle’s issues Strife Incarnate held.
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ΛΟΓΟΣ ΤΕΤΡΑΚΑΙΔΕΚΑΤΟΣ
Καὶ τότ ἀπ’ Ὠκεανοῖο θεὰ χρυσόθρονος Ἠὼς ονρανον etaavopovcre* χάος δ’ ὕπεδἐξατο νύκτα. οἱ δὲ βίη Τροίην eveptcea δηώσαντο Ἀρ7€ῖοι καὶ κτῆσιν ἀπείρονα ληίσσαντο, χειμάρροις ττοταμοϊσιν έοικότες, οι τε φέρονται ἐξ ορέων κανα^ηδον ορινομένον ὐετοῖο, πολλὰ δὲ δενδρεα μακρὰ καὶ ὁππὁσα φὑετ’ ὅρεσφι ν
αὐτοῖς σὺν πρώνεσσιν ἔσω φορέονσι θαλάσσης· ὼ? Δαναοὶ πὲρσαντες ὑπαὶ πυρὶ Τρώϊον ἄστυ κτήματα πάντα φέρβσκον ένσκάρθμους ἐπὶ νἣας. σὺν δ’ ἄρα Τρωιάδας καταγίνβον ἄλλοθεν ἄλλας, τὰς μὲν ἔτ’ ὰδμῆτας καὶ νηίδας οἷο γάμοιο, τὰς δ’ ἄρ’ υπ’ αίζηοΐσι νέον φιΚοτητι δαμείσαε, ἄλλας ο αὖ πολιοπλοκάμους, έτέρας δ’ ἄρ’ ἐκεί-νων
ὑπλοτέρας, ών παῖδας ἀπειρὑσσαντ’ ἀπὸ μαζών ὑστάτιον χείλεσσι γλάγος- ττ€ριμαιμώωντα<ζ.
Τοῖσιν δὴ Μενἐλαος ἐνὶ μέσσοισι καί αντος ἦγεν ὲὴν παράκοιτιν ἀπ’ ἅστεος αίθομένοιο ἐξανύσας μίγα ἔργον* ἔχεν δὲ ἐ χάρμα καί αΙδως. Κασσάνδρην δ’ ἄγε δῖον ἐὑμμελίης Αγαμέμνων Άνδρο μάχην δ’ Ἀχιλῆος ἐὐς παῖς· αυτά ρ Ὀδυσσεὺς
ειλκε /3ίῃ Ἑκάβην τῆς δ’ άθρόα δάκρυ ἀπ’ οσσων $6$
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How the conquerors sailed from Troy unto judgment of tempest and shipwreck.
Then rose from Ocean Dawn the golden-throned Up to the heavens ; night into Chaos sank.
And now the Argives spoiled fair-fenced Troy,
And took her boundless treasures for a prey.
Like river-torrents seemed they, that sweep down, By rain-floods swelled, in thunder from the hills, And seaward hurl tall trees and whatsoe’er Grows on the mountains, mingled with the wreck Of shattered cliff and crag; so the long lines Of Danaans who had wasted Troy with fire Seemed, streaming with her plunder to the ships. Troy’s daughters therewithal in scattered bands They haled down seaward—virgins yet unwed,
And new-made brides, and matrons silver-haired, And mothers from whose bosoms foes had torn Babes for the last time closing lips on breasts.
Amidst of these Menelaus led his wife Forth of the burning city, having wrought A mighty triumph—joy and shame were his. Cassandra heavenly-fair was haled the prize Of Agamemnon: to Achilles’ son Andromache had fallen : Hecuba Odysseus dragged unto his ship. The tears
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ττίΒακος ως ἐχέοντο* ττεριτρομέεσκε δὲ γυῖα, και κραδίη άΧάΧνκτο φοβω, δεδάίκτο δὲ χαίτας κράατος ἐκ ττοΧιοιο* τέφρη δ’ εττεττετττατο πολλή, τήν που ἀπ’ εσχαρεωνος ἄδην κατεχεύατο χερσϊν δΧΧν μενού ΤΙριάμοιο κα\ άστεος αίθομένοιο· καί ἦα μέγα στονάχιζεν, ὅτ’ άμφεχε δούλιον ἦμαρ μὰψ άεκαζομένην* ἕτερος δ’ ετέρην γοόωσαν ήγεν Τρωιάδων σφ κτέρας ἐπὶ νῆας ἀνάγκη * αἱ δ’ α δι νο ν γοοωσαι ανίατον άΧΧοθεν άΧΧαι νηττιάχοις άμα παισὶ κινυρομεναι μάλα λυγρῶς* ώς δ’ ὁπὁτ’ άργιόδονσιν όμως συσὶ νήπια τέκνα στάθμου ἀπὸ ττροτέροιο ποτὶ σταθμόν ἄλλον άγωσιν
ανέρες εγρομένψ ὑτπὸ χείματι, τοι δ’ άΧεγεινον μίγδα ττεριτρύζουσι διηνεκὲς άΧΚηΧοισιν* ὼς Τρωαὶ Δαναοῖσιν υπ’ εστενάχοντο δαμεΐσαι* ἴσην δ’ αὖ καὶ άνασσα φέρεν καν δμωϊς ανάγκην.
Ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰν Ἑλἐνην γόος άμφεχεν* ἀλλά οἱ αἰδὼς
ὅμμασι κυανέοισιν εφίζανε, καί οἱ ὕπερθεν καΧας άμφερνθηνε παρηίδας* ἐν δέ οἱ ἦτορ άσττετα ττορφνρεσκε κατά φρένα} μη έ κιονσαν κυανέας ἐπὶ νῆας άεικίσσωνται Αχαιοί* τοννεχ νττοτρομέονσα φίΧψ ττεριττάΧΧετο θνμω. καί ρα καΧυψαμένη κεφαΧην εφιπτερθε καΧύτττρη εσττετο νισσομένοιο κατ ϊχνιον άνδρος έοιο αἰδοῖ Ίτορφνρονσα παρήϊον, ἡὑτε Κὑπρις, εὑτἐ μιν Οὐρανίωνες ἐν άγκοίνρσιν Ἀρηος ἀμφαδὸν είσενόησαν έδν Χέχος αίσχύνουσαν δεσμοῖς ἐν θαμινοΐσι δαημόνος 'Ηφαίστοιο, τοῖς ἔνι κεῖτ’ άχεονσα περὶ φρεσὶν αΐδομένη τε ἰλαδὸν άγρομένων μακάρων γένος ἡδε καὶ αυτόν ff Ήφαιστον* Βεινον γάρ εν οφθαΧμοΐσιν άκοίτεω άμφαδον είσοράασθαι ἐπ’ αϊσχεί θηΧντέρηο ι.
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Poured from her eyes as water from a spring; Trembled her limbs, fear-frenzied was her heart; Rent were her hoary tresses and besprent With ashes of the hearth, cast by her hands When she saw Priam slain and Troy aflame.
And aye she deeply groaned for thraldom’s day That trapped her vainly loth. Each hero led A wailing Trojan woman to his ship.
Here, there, uprose from these the wild lament,
The woeful-mingling cries of mother and babe.
As when with white-tusked swine the herdmen drive
Their younglings from the hill-pens to the plain As winter closeth in, and evermore Each answereth each with mingled plaintive cries; So moaned Troy’s daughters by their foes enslaved, Handmaid and queen made one in thraldom’s lot.
But Helen raised no lamentation: shame Sat on her dark-blue eyes, and cast its flush Over her lovely cheeks. Her heart beat hard With sore misgiving, lest, as to the ships She passed, the Achaeans might mishandle her. Therefore with fluttering soul she trembled sore ; And, her head darkly mantled in her veil, Close-following tirod she in her husband’s steps,
With cheek shame-crimsoned, like the Queen of Love,
What time the Heaven-abiders saw her clasped In Ares’ arms, shaming in sight of all The marriage-bed, trapped in the myriad-meshed Toils of Hephaestus : tangled there she lay In agony of shame, while thronged around The Blessed, and there stood Hephaestus’ self;
For fearful it is for wives to be beheld By husbands’ eyes doing the deed of shame,
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τῇ Ελἐνη βἰκυῖα δέμας καὶ α κη par ον αἰδὼ	55
ἧιε σὺν Τρῳῇσι δορυκτήτοισι καὶ αὐτὴ νη ας επ’ Ἀργείων εὐήρεας· ἀμφὶ δὲ λαοὶ θάμβεον ἄθρήσαντες άμωμητοιο γνναικος άηΧαιην καί κάλλος άπηρατον οὐδέ τις ἔτλη κάνην ούτ€ κρνφηΒον ἐπεσβολίῃσι χαΧέψαι, 60 οὔτ’ οὖν ἀμφαδιην, ἀλλ’ ώς θεόν βίσορόωντο ἀσπασίως· πᾶσιν 7ὰρ ἐελδομἐνοισι φαάνθη. ώς δ’ ὅτ’ άΧωομένοιαι δὁ άκαμάταιο θαλάσσης πατρὶς ὲὴ μετὰ δηρὸν ἐελδομἐνοισι φανείη, οἱ δὲ καὶ ἐκ Ίτοντοιο και ἐκ θανάτοιο φνγόντβς 65 πάτρη %εῖρ’ οράηονσι γεγηθὁτες ἄσπετα θυμψ* ὼς Δαναοὶ rrepi Πάντες ἐγήθεον οὐ γὰρ ἔτ’ αὐτοῖς μνηστή ἔην καμάτοιο ΒυσαΧγέος οὐδὲ κνΒοιμον· τοῖον γὰρ Κυθέρεια νὁον ττοιησατο ττάντων ἦρα φάρουσ Ελὲνῃ ὲλἱκώπιδι καὶ Δὰ ιτατρί, 70
Καὶ τὁτ’ ἄρ’, ώς ἐνόησε φίλον ΒεΒαΐγμένον ἄστυ 3ἄνθος ἔθ’ αῖματόεντος ἀναττνείων ὸρυμαγδοῦ μύρετο σὺν Νὑμφῃσιν, ἐπεὶ κακόν ἔμπεσε Τροίῃ ἔκποθε καὶ ΤΙριάμοιο κατημάΧΒυνβ πὁληα· ώς δ’ ὅτε λήϊον αὐον άττιβρίσασα χάλαζα	75
τυτθά διατμήξῃ, στάχυας δ* ἀπὺ πάντας αμάρα η ριττη Ό7Γ apyaXey, καΧάμη δ’ ἄρα χεύατ’ ἔραζε μαψιΒίη καρττοιο κατ οὕδεος οΧΧνμάνοιο λευγαλἐως, Χνγρφ δὲ πόλει μίγα πένθος άνακτι· ὼς ἄρα καὶ Hάνθοιο περὶ φρένας ηΧνθβν ἄλγος 80 Ίλιον οίωθἐντος* ἔχεν δὲ μιν αἰὲν ὸίζὺς άθάνατέν περ ἐὸντα* μάκρη δ’ ἀμφέστενεν ’Ίδη καὶ 2ιμὁεις· μνροντο 3’ ἀπόπροθι Πάντες evavXoi Ίδαῖοι Πριάμοιο πόλιν π€ρικωκύοντ€ς.
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἐπὶ νῆας ἔβαν μίγα καγ%αλὁωντες 85 μέλποντες νίκη? άρικυΒάος οβριμον άΧκην, ἄλλοτε δὲ ζάθεον μακάρων γένος ἡδὲ καὶ αυτών θύμον τολμήεντα καὶ άφθιτον ἔργον Επειοῦ.
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Lovely as she in form and roseate blush Passed Helen mid the Trojan captives on To the Argive ships. But the folk all around Marvelled to see the glory of loveliness Of that all-flawless woman. No man dared Or secretly or openly to cast Reproach on her. As on a Goddess all Gazed on her with adoring wistful eyes.
As when to wanderers on a stonny sea,
After long time and passion of prayer, the sight Of fatherland is given ; from deadly deeps Escaped, they stretch hands to her joyful-souled;
So joyed the Danaans all, no man of them Remembered any more war’s travail and pain.
Such thoughts Cytherea stirred in them, for grace To Helen starry-eyed, and Zeus her sire.
Then, when he saw that burg beloved destroyed, Xanthus, scarce drawing breath from bloody war, Mourned with his Nymphs for ruin fallen on Troy, Mourned for the city of Priam blotted out.
As when bail lashes a field of ripened wheat,
And beats it small, and smites off all the ears With merciless scourge, and levelled with the ground Are stalks, and on the earth is all the grain Woefully wasted, and the harvest’s lord Is stricken with deadly grief; so Xanthus’ soul Was utterly whelmed in grief for Ilium made A desolation; grief undying was his,
Immortal though he was. Mourned Simois And long-ridged Ida: all who on Ida dwelt Wailed from afar the ruin of Priam’s town.
But with loud laughter of glee the Argives sought Their galleys, chanting the triumphant might Of victory, chanting now the Blessed Gods,
Now their own valour, and Epeius’ work
Ever renowned. Their song soared up to heaven,
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μολπὴ δ’ ουρανόν ικε δι’ αίθέρος, εὖτε κόΧοιων κλαγγὴ άπειρεσίη, ὁπὁτ’ ευΒιον ήμαρ ΐκηται χείματος ἐξ ὸλοοῖο, πέΧει δ’ ἄρα νη μένος αιθήρ* ὼς τῶν πὰρ νήεσσι μέγ’ ἔνδοθι γηθομἐνων κῆρ * * * * * & αθάνατοι τέρττοντο κατ ουρανόν, οσσοι αρωγοί ἐκ θνμοιο πεΧοντο φιΧοπτοΧέμων Αρχείων* αΧΧοι δ’ αὖ ycCKeirαίνον, οσοι Τρώβσσιν άμννον, Βερκόμενοι Ήριάμοιο καταιθόμενον πτοΧίεθρον* ἀλλ’ οὐ μὰν ὑπὲρ Αισαν ἐελδὁμενοί περ άμύνειν εσθενον* οὐδὲ γὰρ αντος ὑπὲρ μόρον οὐδὲ Κρονίων ρηιδίως δύνατ’ Αισαν άπωσέμεν, ος περὶ ττάντων αθανάτων σθένος εστί, Διὸς δ' ἐκ πάντα πέλονται.
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ ἄρα πολλὰ βοὼν ἐπὶ μηριά θέντες καϊον όμως σχίζησι, και εσσύμενοι περί βωμούς Χείβεσκον μέθυ Χάρον επ’ αίθομένησι θνηΧής ήρα θεοισι φέροντες, ἐπεὶ μέγα ήννσαν ἔργον. πολλὰ δ’ ἐν εϊΧαπίνη θνμηΒέι κνΒαίνεσκον πάντας, ὅσους ὑπὲδεκτο σὺν* ἔντεσι Βονριος ίππος* θαύμαζον δὲ %ίνωνα περικΧυτόν, οννεχ ύπέτΧη Χώβην Βυσμενέων ποΧυκηΒέα* καί ρά ἐ Πάντες μολπῇ καὶ γεράεσσιν άπειρεσίοισι τίεσκον ος Β’ άρ ἐνὶ φρεσὶν ἦ σι ν ἐγήθεε τΧήμονι θνμω νίκη επ’ Ἀργείων, σώετέρρ δ’ οὐκ άγνντο λώβη ἀν/ρι γὰρ πινυτψ και έπίφρονι πολλὸν άμεινον κνΒος καί χρυσοΐο και εϊΒεος ἡδὲ καὶ ἄλλων ἐσθλῶν, όππόσα τ’ ἐστὶ καὶ εσσεται άνθρώπονσιν. οἱ δ’ ἄρα πὰρ νήεσσιν άταρβεα θύμον ἔχοντες 11 Βόρπεον αΧΧήΧοισι Βιηνεκέως ενέποντες*
“ ήννσαμεν ποΧεμοιο μακροΰ τέλος· ήράμεθ’ εὐρὺ κνΒος όμως Βηίοισι μίγα πτολίεθρον Ιλόντες· ἀλλά, Ζεῦ, καὶ νόστον ἐελδομένοις κατάνευσονΓ
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Like multitudinous cries of daws, when breaks A day of sunny calm and windless air After a ruining storm: from their glad hearts So rose the joyful clamour, till the Gods Heard and rejoiced in heaven, all who had helped With willing hands the war-fain Argive men.
But chafed those others which had aided Troy, Beholding Priam’s city wrapped in flame,
Yet powerless for her help to override Fate; for not Cronos’ Son can stay the hand Of Destiny, whose might transcendeth all The Immortals, and Zeus sanctioneth all her deeds.
The Argives on the flaming altar-wood Laid many thighs of oxen, and made haste To spill sweet wine on their burnt offerings, Thanking the Gods for that great work achieved. And loudly at the feast they sang the praise Of all the mailed men whom the Horse of Tree Had ambushed. Far-famed Sinon they extolled For that dire torment be endured of foes:
Yea, song and honour-guerdons without end All rendered lixm : and that resolved soul Glad-hearted joyed for the Argives’ victory,
And for his own misfeaturing sorrowed not.
For to the wise and prudent man renown Is better far than gold, than goodlihead,
Than all good things men have or hope to win.
So, feasting by the ships all void of fear,
Cried one to another ever and anon:
“ We have touched the goal of this long war, have won
Glory, have smitten our foes and their great town! Now grant, O Zeus, to our prayers safe home-return ! ”
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'Ὠς ἐφαν ἀλλ’ οὐ πᾶσι πατὴρ ἐπὶ νόστον
ἔνευσε.	120
τοῖς δὲ τις ἐν μέσσοισνν ἐπιστάμενος *	*
*	*	*	* οὐ γὰρ Ιτ’ αὐτοῖς
δεῖμα πέΧεν ποΧέμοιο Βυσηχέος, ἀλλ’ ἐπὶ ἔργα εὐνομίης ἐτράποντο καὶ ευφρόσυνης ερατεινής, ὺς δ’ ἦτοι πρώτον μὲν ἐελδομένοισιν ἄειδεν,	12Γ>
λαοὶ ὅπως συνάγερθεν ἐς ΑνΧίΒος ἱερὸν οὖδας, ἡδ’ ώς Πηλεἰδαο μίγα σθένος άκαμάτοιο δώδεκα μὲν κατὰ πόντον Ιων διἐπερσε ποΧηας, ἕνδεκα ο αὖ κατὰ γαῖαν ἀπείριτον, ὄσσα τ’ ἔρεξε Τήλεφον ἀμφὶς ανακτα και οβριμον Ἠετίωνα, 130 ώς δὲ Κύκνον κατἐπεφνεν υπέρβιον, ἡδ’ ὅσ’ Αχαιοί
μαρνάμενοι κατὰ μῆνιν Ἀχιλλἐὰς ἔργα κάμοντο, Ἕκτορα δ’ ὡς εἴρυσσεν ἑἣς περὶ τείχεα πάτρη ς, ὦς τ’ ἕλε Πενσεσίλειαν ἀνὰ μὁθον, ως τ’ ἐδά-μασσεν
υίέα Τιθωνοῖο, καὶ ώς κτάνε καρτβρος Αίας	135
ΓΧαὐκον ένμμεΧίην, ἡδ’ ως ipiKvBea φώτα Εὐρὑπυλον κατέπβφνε θοον παῖς ΑΙακίΒαο, ως δὲ Πάριν Βαμάσαντο ΦιΧοκτηταο βέΧεμνα, ἡδ’ ὁπὁσοι δολὸςντος ἐσήλυθον ἔνδοθεν ίππον άνέρες, ως τε πόληα θεηγενέος Πριάμοιο	140
πέρσαντες Βαίννντο κακών άπο νοσφι κνΒοιμων. ἄλλα δ’ ἄρ’ ἄλλος ἄειδεν, ὅ τι φρεσὶν ἦσι μενοίνα.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε δαινυμένοισι μέσον πβριτέΧΧετο νυκτός,
δὴ τότε που Βορποιο καί άκρήταιο ποτοιο πανσάμενοι Πάντες ΧαθικηΒέα κοιτον ἔλοντο* 145 χθιζον γὰρ καμάτοιο μένος κατεΒάμνατο πάντας· τῷ καὶ παννύχιοι λελιημένοι ειΧαπινάζειν πανσανθ\ οὕνεκεν ὕπνος ἄδην άέκοντας ερυκεν*
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But not to all the Sire vouchsafed return.
Then rose a cunning harper in their midst,
And sang the song of triumph and of peace Re-won, and with glad hearts untouched by care They heard; for no more fear of war had they,
But of sweet toil of law-abiding days And blissful-fleeting hours henceforth they dreamed. All the War’s Story in their eager ears He sang—how leagued peoples gathering met At hallowed Aulis—how the invincible strength Of Peleus’ son smote fenced cities twelve In sea-raids, how he inarched o’er leagues on leagues Of land, and spoiled eleven—all he wrought In fight with Telephus and Eetion—
How he slew giant Cycnus—all the toil Of war that through Achilles’ wrath befell The Achaeans—bow he dragged dead Hector round His own Troy’s wall, and how he slew in fight Penthesileia and Tith onus’ son :—
How Aias laid low Glaueus, lord of spears,
Then sang he how the child of Aeacus’ son Struck down Eurypylus, and how the shafts Of Philoetetes dealt.to Paris death.
Then the song named all heroes who passed in To ainbush in the Horse of Guile, and hymned The fall of god-descended Priam's burg;
The feast he sang last, and peace after war;
Then many another, as they listed, sang
But when above those feasters midnight’s stars Hung, ceased the Danaans from the feast and wine, And turned to sleep’s forgetfulness of care,
For that with yesterday’s war-travail all Were wearied ; wherefore they, who fain all night Had revelled, needs inust cease : how loth soe’er, Sleep drew them thence; here, there, soft slumbered they.
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ἄλλῃ δ’ άΧΧος ϊαυβν' ὁ δ’ ἐν κλισίῃσιν kfjaiv Ἀτρείδης ὸάριζε μετ’ ήϋκόμοιο γυναικὸς·	150
οὐ γάρ πω /ceivotaLV ἐπ’ ομμασιν ὑπνος ἔπιπτεν, ἀλλὰ Κύπρις πεπόνητο περὶ φ ρίνας, δφρα τταΧαιον Χέκτρου έττιμνησωνται, ἀγο? δ’ ἀπὸ νόσφι βά~ Χωνται*
πρώτη δ’ αὖθ’ Ἑλένη τοῖον ποτὶ μύθον ἔειπε’
“ μή νὑ μοι, ὦ Μενἐλαε, j(pXov ττοτιβάΧΧεο θυμώ· 153 οὐ γὰρ ἐγὼν έθέΧονσα λιπον σἐὰ δώμα καί εὐνήν, ἀλλά μ’ Ἀλεξάνδ^οοιο βίη καὶ Τρώιοι υἷες σεῦ ἀπὸ νόσφιν έοντος άνηρβίψαντο κιοντβς, καί μ’ ἄμοτον μεμαυῖαν οιξνρώς άττοΧέσθαι η βρόχψ άρ<γα\έφ ἡ καὶ ξἐφεῖ στονὁεντι	160
eipC/ov ἐνὶ μεγάροισι παρηγορἐοντες ἔπεσσι σεῦ ἐνεκ’ άχνυμένην καὶ τηλυγὲτοιο θυγατρὁς* τῆς νύ σε πρός τε ηάμον ητοΧνγηθέος ἡδὲ σεῦ αὐτοῦ
λίσσομαι, ἀμφ’ ἐμέθεν στυγερής λελαθέσθαι
άννηςΓ
"Ὠς φαμίνην προσἐειπε πόκα φ ρονέων Μενέλαος*	105
“ μηκέτι νῦν μέμνησ, ἀλλ’ ἰσ%έμεν ἄλγεα θνμψ ἀλλὰ τὰ μέν που πάντα μέλας δόμος ἐντὸς ἐἐργοι λήθης* οὐ γὰρ ἔοικε κακών μςμνησθαι ἔτ’ ἔργων.” 'Ὠς φάτο* τὴν δ’ ἕλε χάρμα, δέος δ’ έξέσσντο θύμον*
ἔλπετο γὰρ ττανσασθαι άνιηροΐο χόΧοιο	170
ὸν πόσιν ἀμφὶ δὲ μιν βάλε ττὐχεε* * καί σφιν άμ άμφω
δάκρυ κατά βΧςφάροιιν ἐλείβετο ἡδὺ γοώντων. ἀσπασίως δ’ ἄρα τώ γε παρ’ άΧΧήΧοισι κλιθἐντε σφωιτέρου κατά θύμον ανςμνήσαντο ηάμοιο* ως δ’ ὅτε που κισσός τε καὶ ἡμερὶς άμφιβάΧωνται 173 ἀλλήλους περὶ πρέμνα, τὰ δ’ οὔποτε ῖς ἀνέμοιο 57^
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But in his tent Menelaus lovingly With bright-haired Helen spake ; for on their eyes Sleep had not fallen yet. The Cyprian Queen Brooded above their souls, that olden love Might be renewed, and heart-ache chased away.
Helen first brake the silence, and she said :
“ O Menelaus, be not wroth with me !
Not of my will I left thy roof, thy bed,
But Alexander and the sons of Troy Came upon me, and snatched away, when thou Wast far thence. Oftentimes did I essay By the death-noose to perish wretchedly,
Or by the bitter sword; but still they stayed Mine hand, and still spake comfortable words To salve my grief for thee and my sweet child.
For her sake, for the sake of olden love,
And for thine own sake, I beseech thee now,
Forget thy stern displeasure against thy wife.” Answered her Menelaus wise of wit:
“ No more remember past griefs : seal them up Hid in thine heart. Let all be locked within The dim dark mansion of forgetfulness.
Wliat profits it to call ill deeds to mind ? ”
Glad was she then : fear flitted from her heart, And eaine sweet hope that her lord’s wrath was dead.
She cast her arms around him, and their eyes With tears were brimming as they made sweet inoan;
And side by side they laid them, and their hearts Thrilled with remembrance of old spousal joy.
And as a vine and ivy entwine tlieir stems Each around other, that no might of wind
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σφῶν ἄπο νόσφι βαΧίσθαι ἐπισθἐνει. (ος ἄρα τώ γε ἀλλήλοις συνίχοντο λιλαιόμενοι φιΚοτητος.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτε οὴ καὶ τοῖσιν ἐπήλυθεν ὕπνος ἀπήμων,
δὴ τὁτ’ Ἀχιλλῆος κρατερόν κη ρ Ισοθίοιο	180
ἔστη ὑπὲρ κεφαλῆς οὐ υίέος, οἷος ἔην περ ξωὺς ἐών, ὅτε Τρωσὶν ἄχος πόλε, χάρμα ὃ’ Ἀγαιοῖς·
κύσσε δὲ οἱ δειρὴν καὶ φάβα μαρμαίροντα ἀσπασίως· καὶ τοῖο τταρηηορίων ττροσίειττε·
“ χαῖρε, τόκος, καὶ μήτι δαίζεο πενθεί θύμον 185 είνεκ’ ἐμεῖο θανὁντος, ἐπεὶ μακάρεσσι θεοῖσιν ήδη όμίστιός εἰμι* σὺ δ ϊσχεο τειρόμβνος κη ρ ἀμφ’ ἐμἐθεν, καὶ κάρτος ἄδην ἐμὺν ένθεο θνμω. am δ’ ’Αργείων πρόμος ϊστασο μηδενὶ εϊκων ήνορίη* άηορή δὲ τταΧαιοτίροισι βροτοισν	190
πείθεο· καὶ νύ σε Πάντες ένφρονα μυθήσονται. τῖε δ’ άμύμονας άνδρας, ὅσοις νόος ἔμπεὃὁς ἐστιν* ἐσθλῷ γὰρ φίλος ἐσθλὸς ἀνήρ, χάλεττψ δ’ ἀλε-γεινὁ?.
ἣν δ’ άηαθόν φρονίης, ά^αθων καλ τεύξεαι epC/ων κεῖνος δ’ οὖποτ’ ἀνὴρ Ἀρετῆς ἐπὶ τῆομαθ’ Lcavev, 195 ᾤτινι μὶ; νόος ἐστὶν εναίσιμος* ουνεκ ἄρ’ αυτής 'πρέμνον δύσβατον ίστι, μακρὸν δί οι ἄχρις ἐπ’ αϊθρην
οζοι ἀνηἐξηνθ’* ὁπόσοισι δὲ κάρτος όττηδεΐ καὶ ττ ονος, ἐκ καμάτου ττοΧυγηθία καρττόν άμ&νται εἰς ’ Αρετής άναβαν τες ίύστεφάνου κΧυτόν ίρνος. 200 ἀλλ’ ἄγε, κύδιρυος ἕσσο, καὶ ἐν φ peal ττευκαΧίμησι μήτ ἐπὶ Ηήματι ττάηχυ δαίζεο θύμον άνίη, μήτ όσθΧψ μέγα χοίρε* νόος δί τοι ήττιος έστω ες τε φίλους ίτάρους ες θ’ υ/έας ἔς τε ηυνάίκα1 μνωομίνφ κατά θυμόν, ὅτι σχεδόν άνθρώττοισιν 205 1 Zinnnermann, ex Ρ, for γυναῖκας of ν.
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Avails to sever them, so clung these twain Twined in the passionate embrace of love.
When came on these too sorrow-drowning sleep, Even then above his sort’s head rose and stood Godlike Achilles’ mighty shade, in form As when be lived, the Trojans’ bane, the joy Of Greeks, and kissed his neck and flashing eyes Lovingly, and spake comfortable words: ζζ All hail, my son ! Vex not thine heart with grief For thy dead sire ; for with the Bless£d Gods Now at the feast I sit. Refrain thy soul From sorrow, and plant my strength within thy mind.
Be foremost of the Argives ever; yield To none in valour, but in council bow Before thine elders : so shall all acclaim Thy courtesy. Honour princely men and wise ;
For the true man is still the true man’s friend,
Even as the vile man cleaveth to the knave.
If good thy thought be, good shall be thy deeds: But no man shall attain to Honour s height,
Except his heart be right within : her stem Is hard to climb, and high in heaven spread Her branches : only they whom strength and toil Attend, strain up to pluck her blissful fruit,
Climbing the Tree of Honour glory-crowned.
Thou therefore follow fame, and let thy soul Be not in sorrow afflicted overmuch,
Nor in prosperity over-glad. To friends,
To comrades, child and wife, be kindly of heart, Remembering still that near to all men stand
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οὐλομἐνοιο μὁροιο πύλαι καί δώματα νεκρών* άνδρών yap yέvoς ὲστὶν όμοιων άνθεσι ποίης, άνθεσιν εΙαρινοισι* τα μεν φθινύθει, τὰ δ’ ἀεξει· τοννεκα μείΧιχος ἔπσο. καὶ Ἀργείοισιν ἔνισπβ Ἀτρείδῃ δὲ μάΧιστ ' Ay αμεμνονι, εἴ γε τι θνμω 210 μέμνηνθ', ὅσσ’ ἐμἀγησα περὶ Πριάμοιο πόληα, ἡδ’ ὅσα ληισάμην πρὶν Τρώϊον οὖδας ίκέσθαι, τω μοι νυν ποτὶ τύμβον εεΧδομένφ ττερ αγόντων1 ληίδος ἐκ Τίριάμοιο Πολυξείνην ετπτεττΧον ******
ὄφρα θοῶς ρέξωσιν, εττεί σφισι γώομαι ἔμπης μᾶλλον ἔτ’ ἢ τὺ πάρος Βρισηίοος· ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ οἶδμα
κινήσω πόντοιο, βαΧώ δ’ ἐπὶ χείματι χεῖμα, ὄφρα καταφθινύθοντες άτασθαΧίησιν ἐῇσι μίμνω σ’ ενθάδε πολλὸν ἐπὶ χρόνον, είσόκ ἔμοιγε Χοιβάς αμφιχέωνται εεΧδόμενοι μίγα νόστου· αυτήν δ’, εἴ κ εθεΧωσιν, ἐπὴν ἀπὺ θυμόν εΧωνται, κονρην ταρχνσασθαι ἀπόπροθεν οὔτι μεγαίρω.” ΛΟς είττών άττόρονσε θοῇ εvaXίyκιoς αὓρῃ* αἷήτα δ’ ἐς Ἠλύσιον πεδίον κίεν, ἦχι τέτνκται ούρανου ἐξ νττάτοω καταιβασία) τ άνοδός τε άθανάτοις μακάρεσσιν 6 δ’, ὁππότε μιν Χιττεν
ὕπνος,
μνήσατο ττατρός εοΐο· νόος δέ οἱ ήὺς ἰάνθη.
Ἀλλ’ ὅτ’ ἐς ουρανόν ενρυν ανήιεν TApiyeveia νύκτα διασκεδάσασα, φάνη δ’ ἄρα γαῖα καὶ αίθήρ,
δη τ οτ’ 'Αχαιών υΐες ἀπὲκ Χεχέων άνόρουσαν ίέμενοι νόστοιο, νέας δ’ ἐς βένθεα πόντου εΐΧκον καηχαΧόωντες ἀνὰ φρένας, εί μὴ ἄρ’ αντους έσ συ μένους κατέρυκεν ΆχιΧΧεος οβριμος νιος,
1 Zimmermami, for κατἄ 0υμὅν ἐελδ. περί πάντων of ν.
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The gates of doom, the mansions of the dead :
For humankind are like the flower of grass,
The blossom of spring; these fade the while those bloom:
Therefore be ever kindly with thy kind.
Now to the Argives say—to Atreus’ son Agamemnon chiefly—if my battle-toil Round Priam’s walls, and those sea-raids I led Or ever I set foot on Trojan land,
Be in their hearts remembered, to my tomb Be Priam’s daughter Polyxeina led—
Whom as my portion of the spoil I claim—
And sacrificed thereon: else shall my wrath Against them more than for Briseis bum.
The waves of the great deep will I turmoil To bar their way, upstirring storm on storm,
That through their own mad folly pining away Here they may linger long, until to me They pour drink-offerings, yearning sore for home. But, when they have slain the maiden, I grudge not That whoso will may bury her far from me.”
Then as a wind-breath swift he fleeted thence,
And came to the Elysian Plain, whereto A path to heaven reach eth, for the feet Ascending and descending of the Blest.
Then the son started up from sleep, and called His sire to mind, and glowed the heart in him.
When to wide heaven the Child of Mist uprose, Scattering night, unveiling earth and air,
Then from their rest upsprang Achaea’s sons Yearning for home. With laughter ’gan they hale Down to the sea the keels: but lo, their haste Was reined in by Achilles’ mighty son:
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εἰς ayoprjv τ’ ἐκάλεσσε καὶ ἔκφατο πατρὸς ἐφετμήν*
“ κέκΧντέ μεν, φίλα τέκνα μενεπτοΧέμων Άρ-γείων,	235
πατρὸς εφημοσύνην ερικνδέος, ἦν μοι ἐνισπε χθιζὸς ἐνὶ Χεχέεσσι διὰ κνἐφας ὕπνώοντι* φή yap ἀενγενἐεσσι μετἑμμεναι ἀθανάτοισιν ἡνώγει δ’ ύμέας τε καὶ Ἀτρβίδην βασϊΧηα, οφρα οἱ ἐκ πόΧεμοιο γέρας περικαλλές ἄγοιτε1	240
τύμβον ἐπ’ εὐρώεντα Π ολ υ ξείνη ν ενπεπΧον καί μιν ἔφη ρέξαντας ἀπόπροθι ταρχύσασθαν εἰ δέ οι οὐκ aXeyovτες επιπλώοιτε θάλασσαν, ἡπείλβι κατὰ πόντον εναντία κύματ ἀείρας λαὸν ὁμῶς νήεσσι ποΧύν χρόνον ἐνθάδ’ ἐρύξειν.” 245 ΛΩς φαμένου πείθοντο, καὶ ὼ? θεᾤ ενχετόωντο· καὶ 7δη δή κατὰ βένθος άέξετο κῦμα θυέλλῃ εύρύτερον καὶ μᾶλλον ἐπήτριμον, ἡ πάρος ἦεν, μαινομένον άνέμοιο· μέγας δ’ όροθύνετο πόντος χερσὶ Ποσειδάωνος· ὁ γὰρ κρατερψ Ἀχιλῆι 250 ἦρα φε'ρεν* ττασαι δὲ θοῶς ενόρονσαν ἄελλαι ἐς πέλαγος· Δαναοί δὲ μἐγ’ ευχόμενοι* Ἀχιλῆι Πάντες ὁμῶς μάλα τοῖο πρός αΧΧηΧονς όάριζον “ άτρεκέως yeverj μεγάλου Διὸς ἦεν Ἀχιλλεὺς· τῷ καὶ νῦν θεὸς ἐστι, καὶ εἰ πάρος ἔα κε μεθ* ἡμῖν*	255
οὐ γὰρ άμαΧδύνει μακάρων yέvoς ἄμβροτος αιών.” Λί1ς φάμενοι ποτὶ τύμβον ΆχιΧΚέος απτονέοντο' την 3’ ἄγον, ἡὺτε πόρτιν ἐς άθανάτοω θυηΧας μητρος ἀπειρύσσαντες ἐνὶ ξυλὐχοισι βοτήρες, ἡ δ* ἄρα μάκρα βοωσα κινύρεται άχννμένη κήρ*	260
ως τῆμος Πριάμοιο παῖς περικωκύεσκε δνσμενέων εν χερσίν* ἄδην δέ οἱ εκχυτο δάκρυ* ὡς 8’ ὁπότε βριαρψ υπό χέρματι καρπός ἐλαίης 1 Zimmermann, for ἄροιτε of ν.
584
THE FALL OF TROY, BOOK XIV
He assembled them, and told his sire’s behest :
“ Hearken, dear sons of Argives battle-staunch,
To this my glorious father’s best, to me Spoken in darkness slumbering on my bed:
He saith, he dwells with the Immortal Gods:
He biddeth you and Atreus’ son the king To bring, as his war-guerdon passing-fair,
To his dim dark tomb Polyxeina queenly-robed,
To slay her there, but far thence bury her.
But if ye slight him, and essay to sail The sea, he threateneth to stir up the waves To bar your path upon the deep, and here Storm-bound long time to hold you, ships and men.” Then hearkened they, and as to a God they prayed;
For even now a storm-blast on the sea
Upheaved the waves, broad-backed and thronging
fast
More than before beneath the madding wind.
Tossed the great deep, smit by Poseidon’s hands For a grace to strong Achilles. All the winds Swooped on the waters. Prayed the Dardans all To Achilles, and a man to bis fellow cried :
“ Great Zeus’s seed Achilles verily was;
Therefore is he a God, who in days past Dwelt among us ; for lapse of dateless time Makes not the sons of Heaven to fade away.”
Then to Achilles’ tomb the host returned,
And led the maid, as calf by herdinen dragged For sacrifice, from woodland pastures tom From its mother’s side, and lowing long and loud It moans with anguished heart; so Priam’s child Wailed in the hands of foes. Down streamed her tears
As when beneath the heavy sacks of sand
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οὔπω χειμερίγσι μελαινόμενος ψεκάδεσσι Xevrj ttoWov άλειφα, περιτρίζωσι δὲ μακρὰ	205
άρμεν ὓπὺ σπάρτοισι βιαζομενων αϊζηων* ὼς ἄρα καὶ ΐΐριάμοιο πόλντλήτοιο θυγατρὸς ελκομέζἱης ποτὶ τύμβον αμείλικτου ἈχιΧἣος αίνον όμως στοναχήσι κατὰ βλεφάρων pee δάκρυ* καί οἱ κολπος ἔνερθεν ἐπλήθετο* δεύετο δὲ χρὼς 270 ἀτρεκέω9 ἀτάλαντος ενκτεάνψ ἐλέφαντι.
Καὶ τότε λευγαλἐοις ἐπὶ πἐνθβσι κύντερον ἄλγος
τλήμόνος ἐς κραδίην Ἑκά/δης πεσεν* ἐν δὲ οἱ ἦτορ μνήσατ όίζνροϊο καί άλγινόεντος ονείρου, τόν ἡ’ ἴδεν ύπνώονσα παροιχομεντ} ἐνὶ νυκτί· "	275
ἦ γὰ^α ὸίετο τύμβον επ’ αντίθεου Ἀχιλῆος εσταμεναι C/οόωσα, κόμαι δὲ οἱ ἄχρις ἐπ’ οὖδας ἐκ κεφαλής ἐκέχυντο, καὶ άμφοτερων άπο μαζών ερρεε φ οίνων αίμα ποτὶ χθόνα, δεῦε δὲ σήμα· τού πέρι δειμαίνονσα καί οσσομενη μίγα πῆμα 280 οίκτρον άνοι μώζεσκε, ηόω δ* ἐπὶ μακράν άντε ι* εὖτε κύων προπάροιθε κιννρομενη μεηάροιο μακρον ύλα<γμον ϊησι, ν εο ν σπαραηεύσα γάλακτί, τής άττο νήπια τέκνα πάρος φάος είσοράασθαι νόσφι βάλωσιν άνακτες ελωρ ἔμεν οίωνοΐσιν, 285 ἡ δ’ ὁτὲ μεν θ' υλακή σι κινύρεται, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε* ώρνθμω, στυγερή δὲ δὁ ήἑρος εσσντ αυτή· ώς Έκαβη ηοόωσα μετ/ ϊαχεν άμφί θυγατρί*
“ ώ μοι ἐγώ, τί νυ πρώτα, τί δ’ ύστατον άγννμενη
“VP
κωκνσω πολεεσσι περιπλήθουσα κακοϊσιν,	290
υἱἐας ἣ πόσιν αίνά καί οὐκ επίελπτα παθόντας, ἢ πάλιν ήε θἀγατρας άεικέας, ή εμον αυτής ήμαρ άναηκαων καί δούλων; οννεκα Κἣρες σμερδαλεαι πολεεσσι μ’ ενειλήσαντο κακοϊσι.
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Olives clear-skinned, ne’er blotched by drops of storm,
Pour out their oil, when the long levers creak As strong men strain the cords; so poured the tears
Of travail -burdened Priam’s daughter, haled To stern Achilles’ tomb, tears blent with moans. Drenched were her bosom-folds, glistened the drops * On flesh clear-white as costly ivory.
Then, to crown all her griefs, yet sharper pain Fell on the heart of hapless Hecuba.
Then did her soul recall that awful dream,
The vision of sleep of that night overpast: Herseemed that on Achilles’ tomb she stood Moaning, her hair down-streaming to the ground, And from her breasts blood dripped to earth the while,
And drenched the tomb. Fear-haunted touching this,
Foreboding all calamity, slie wailed Piteously ; far rang her wild lament.
As a dog moaning at her master’s door,
Utters long howls, her teals with milk distent,
Whose whelps, ere their eyes opened to the light, Her lords alar have flung, a prey to kites;
And now with short sharp cries she plains, and now
Long howling : the weird outcry thrills the air;
So wailed and shrieked for her child Hecuba:
“ Ah ine ! what sorrows first or last shall I Lament heart-anguished, who am full of woes ?
Those unimagined ills my sons, my king
Have suffered ?—or my city, or daughters shamed ?—
Or my despair, my day of slavery ?
Oh, the grim fates have caught ine in a net Of manifold ills ! O child, they have spun for thee
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τέκνον ἐμόν, σοὶ δ’ alva καί οὐκ ἐπίελπτα καὶ
αὐτῇ	295
ἄλγε’ επεκΧώσαντο* γάμον δ’ ἄπο νόσφι βάΧοντο ἐγγὺς ἐὁνθ’ 'Υμέναιον, επεκρήναντο δ’ ὅλεθρον άσχετον apyaXeov τε καὶ οὐ φατόν ἦ γὰρ Ἀχιλλεὺς
καὶ νέκυς ήμετερω ἔτ’ Ιαίνεται αι ματ ι θύμον ὦς μ’ ὄφελον μετὰ σεῖο, φίλον τἐκος, ήματι τῷδε 300 γαῖα y αν ουσα κάΧυψε, πάρος σἐο πότμον ἰδἐὰθαι.”
*Ὠς φαμένης άΧΧηκτα κατά βΧεφ άροιιν εγνντο δάκρυα* ΧευγαΧίον yap ἔχεν μετὰ πένθεσι πἐνθος. οἱ δ’ ὅτ’ ἔβαν ποτὶ τύμβον Ἀχιλλῆος ζαθεοιο, δὴ τότε οἱ φίλος υἱὸς ἐρυσσάμενος θοὸν ὰορ	30ο
σκαιῇ μὲν κούρην κατερητυε, δεξιτερῇ δὲ τύμβψ επιψαύων τοϊον ποτὶ μύθον εειπε·
“ κΧνθι, πάτερ, σεο παιδδς εττενγρμένοιο καί άΧΧων
Ἀργείων, μηδ’ ἧμιν Ιτ’ άργαΧεως χαΧεπαινε· ἤδη γάρ τοι πάντα τεΧεσσομεν, οσσα μενοινας 310 σῇσιν ἐνὶ πραπίδεσσι* σὺ δ’ ἵλαος ἄμμι yevoio τέντας εύγομενοισι θοῶς θυμηδία νόστον”
Λί1ς είπων κούρη ς δία Xoiyiov ηΧασεν άορ Χενκανίης· τὴν δ’ αιψα Χίπεν ποΧνηρατος αιών οίκτρον άνοιμώξασαν ἐφ’ υστατίη βιότοιο*	315
και ρ η μεν πρηνὴς χαμάδις πεσε· τῆς δ’ ὑπὸ δειρῇ
φοινίχθη περὶ πάντα, χιών ὦς, ἧ τ’ ἐν ορεσσιν η ανος ἢ άρκτοιο κατουταμΑνης υπ* άκοντι αϊματι πορφυρόεντι θοῶς ερυθαίνεθ’ ὕπερθεν.
Ἀργεῖοι δὲ μιν αἶγα δόσαν ποτὶ ἄστυ φερεσθαι 320 ἐς δόμον αντίθεου Αντήνορος, ουνεκ άρ αυτήν κείνος ἐνὶ Τρώεσσιν ἐφ πάρος νίέι δίω Εὐρυμάχω άτίταΧΧεν ἐνὶ μεγάροισι ν ακοιτιν.
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Dread weird of unimagmed misery !
They have thrust thee away, when near was Hymen’s hymn,
From thine espousals, marked thee for destruction Dark, unendurable, unspeakable !
For lo, a dead man’s heart, Achilles’ heart,
Is by our blood made warm with life to-day!
O child, dear child, that I might die with thee,
That earth might swallow me, ere I see thy doom! ” So cried she, weeping never-ceasing tears,
For grief on bitter grief encompassed her.
But when these reached divine Achilles’ tomb,
Then did his son unsheathe the whetted sword,
His left hand grasped the maid, and his right hand Was laid upon the tomb, and thus he cried :
“ Hear, father, thy son’s prayer, hear all the prayers Of Argives, and be no more wroth with us !
Lo, unto thee now all thine heart’s desire Will we fulfil. Be gracious to us thou,
And to our praying grant sweet home-return.”
Into the maid’s throat then he plunged the blade Of death: the dear life straightway sobbed she forth,
With the last piteous moan of parting breath. Face-downward to the earth she fell: all round Her flesh was crimsoned from her neck, as snow Stained on a mountain-side with scarlet blood Rushing from javelin-smitten boar or bear.
The maiden’s corpse then gave they, to be borne Unto the city, to Antenor’s home,
For that, when Troy yet stood, he nurtured her In his fair halls, a bride for his own son Eurymachus. The old man buried her,
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ος S’ ἐπεὶ οὐν τὰρχυσε κλυτὴν Πριάμοιο θνηατρα ἐγγὺς β οι ο δὁμοιο, παραὶ Γανυμήδεος Ι ρω	325
ση μάτι1 και νηοΐο καταντίον Άτρυτώνης, δὴ τότε πανσατο κύμα, κατευνήθη δὲ θύελλα σμερδαλέη, καὶ χεῦμα κατεπρήννβ γαλήνη.
Οἱ δὲ θοῶς ἐπὶ νῆας ἔβαν μίγα κα^γχαΧοωντες μέΧποντβς μακάρων lepov γένος ή δ’ ’Αχιλῆα. 330 αἶψα δὲ δαῖτ’ έπάσαντο βοών ἀπὸ μήρα ταμὸντες αθανάτου ἐρατὴ δὲ θυηπολίη πὲλε πάντη· οἱ δὲ που αρηυρέοισι καὶ ἐν χρυσέοισι κνπέΧΧοις πῖνον άφνσσάμενοι Χάρον μέθυ· γήθεε δὲ σ φι θυμός έβΧΒομένων σφβτέρην ἐπὶ η αίαν ίκέσθαι.	335
ἀλλ’ ὅτε δὴ Βόρποιο καί €ΐΧαπίνης κορέσαντο, δὴ τότε Νηλὲος υίὸς ἐελδομἐνοισιν eeirrev* u κλῦτε, φίλοι, ποΧέμοιο μακρην προφνγόντες ὁμοκλήν,
ο'φρα ΧιΚαιομένοισιν ἔπος θυμἣρες ἐνίσπω· ἡοη γὰρ νο στ ο ιο πέλει θυμηδέος ώρη*	340
ἀλλ’ ἴσμεν* δὴ 7ὰρ 71-0 ^ Ἀχιλλἐος οβριμον ἦτορ ττανσατ όϊζνροΐο χοΧου· κατέρνξε δὲ κῦμα οβριμον Εννοσίγαιος* ἐπιπνείουσι δ’ ἀῆται μειλνχοΓ οὐδ’ ἔτι κῦμα κορνσσζταί' ἀλλ’ ἄγε νήας
εἰς ἁλὺς οιδμ* έρύσαντες άναμνησώμςθα νοστον” 345
ΛΩς φάτ’ ἐελδομἐνοις· οἱ δ’ ἐν πλέον ἐντὑνοντο. ἔνθα τίρας θηητον έπιχθονίοισι φαάνθη, οὕνεκα δὴ Π ριάμοιο Βάμαρ ποΧυΒακρντοιο ἐκ βροτον ὰλγινὁεσσα κύων γίνετ’· ἀμφὶ δὲ λαοὶ θάμβεον aypopevor τῆς δ’ αψβα Χάϊνα πάντα 350 θῆκε θεὸς, μέγα Θαύμα καί έσσομένοισι βροτοϊσι* καί την μὲν Κάλχαντος ὑπ’ ἐννεσίῃσιν Ἀ^αιοὶ νηὸς ἔτι ώκυποροιο πέραν θέσαν Ελλήσποντου. καρπαλίμως δ’ ἄρα νἣας ἔσω ἁλὸς είμὑσσαντες 1 Zimmermarm, for Ιρἄ δώματα of MS.
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King Priam’s princess-child, nigh his own house,
By Ganymedes’ shrine, and overagainst The temple of Pallas the Unwearied One.
Then were the waves stilled, and the blast was hushed
To sleep, and all the sea-flood lulled to calm.
Swift with glad laughter hied they to the ships, Hymning Achilles and the Blessed Ones.
A feast they made, first severing thighs of kine For the Immortals. Gladsome sacrifice Steamed on all sides: in cups of silver and gold They drank sweet wine: their hearts leaped up with hope
Of winning to their fatherland again.
But when with meats and wine all these were filled, Then in their eager ears spake Neleus’ son:
“ Hear, friends, who have ’scaped the long turmoil of war,
That ϊ may say to you one welcome word:
Now is the hour of heart’s delight, the hour Of home-return. Away! Achilles soul Hath ceased from ruinous wrath ; Earth-shaker stills The stormy wave, and gentle breezes blow;
No more the waves toss high. Haste, hale the ships Down to the sea, Now, ho for home-return! ”
Eager they heard, and ready made the ships.
Then was a marvellous portent seen of men;
For all-unhappy Priam* s queen was changed From woman’s form into a pitiful hound ;
And all men gathered round in wondering awe.
Then all her body a God transformed to stone—
A mighty marvel for men yet unborn!
At Calchas’ bidding this the Achaeans bore In a swift ship to Hellespont’s far side.
Then down to the sea in haste they ran the keels :
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κτήματα πάντ όβά\ονθ\ ὁπόσ’ Τλιον daavi-
ὸντες	355
ληίασαντο πάροιθε περικτίονας δαμάσαντες, ἡδ’ ἀπὁσ’ ἐξ αὐτἣς ἄγον Ίλιον, οἷσι μάλιστα γ ὴ θεόν, οὔνεκ’ ἔσαν μάλα μύρια* τοῖς δ’ ἅμα Πολλαὶ
ληιάδες συνἐποντο μάλ’ ἀγνὑμεναι κατὰ θύμον* αὐτοὶ δ’ ἐντὸς ἵκοντο νεὼν. ἀλλ’ οὖ σφίσι Κάλχας	360
ἔσπετ’ ἐπειγομὲνοισιν ἔσω ἁλὁς, ἀλλὰ και ἄχλους Ἀ^γβίους κατόρνκβ* Καφηρίσι yap περὶ πότρῃς δειδιεν αἰνὺν ὅλεθρον ἐπεσσύμενον Δαναοῖσιν. οἱ δέ οἱ οὔτι πίθοντο* τταρήτταφβ yap νόον ἀνδρῶν Αισα κακή* μοῦνος δὲ θεοπροπίας εὖ εἰδὼς	365
Ἀμφίλοχος, θοὸς υἱὸς άμνμονος Άμφιαράον, μίμνεν ὁμῶς Κάλχαντι περίφρονι. τοϊσι γὰρ ἦεν αϊσιμον άμφοτίροισιν ὲἧς ἄπο τηλίθι γαίης Παμφύλων Κιλίκων τε ποτὶ πτολίεθ^οα νἐεσθαι.
Ἀλλὰ τὰ μὲν μετόπισθε θεοὶ θέσαν ανταρ
’Αχαιοί	370
νηῶν πείσματ’ ἔλυσαν ἀπὸ χθονὸς ἡδὲ καὶ εὐνὰς ἐσσυμἐνως avaeipav· ἐπίαχε δ’ Ἑλλήσποντος απερχόμενων νῆες δὲ ττζρικΚνζοντο θαΧάσση* άμφϊ ο αρα σφίσι πολλὰ περὶ πρώρῃσιν ἐκ ει ν το ἔντε’ άποκταμένων καθὑπερθε δὲ σήματα νίκης	375
μυρΓ άττηώρηντο* κατβστέψαντο Be νήας καί κεφαλὰς καὶ δοῦρα καὶ ἀσπίδας, οἷσι μάγοντο άντία δυσμενέω ν ἀπὸ δὲ πρώρηθεν ἄνακτες εἰς ἄλα κνανίην λεῖβον μέθυ πολλὰ θεοῖσιν εὐχὁμενοι μακάρεσσιν ἀκηδέα νόστον οττάσσαι*	380
εὐχωλαι δ’ ἀνἐμοισι μίγεν καὶ ἀπόπροθι νηῶν μαψιΒίως νεφὲεσσι καὶ ἡἐρι σνμφορέοντο.
Αἱ δ’ ἄρα Ίταττταίνβσ κον ἐς Τλιον ἀγνὑμεναι κη ρ ληιάδες· καὶ πολλὰ KLwpopuevat, γοάασκον 592
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Their wealth they laid aboard, even all the spoil Taken, or ever unto Troy they came,
From conquered neighbour peoples; therewithal Whatso they took from Ilium, wherein most They joyed, for untold was the sum thereof.
And followed with them many a captive maid With anguished heart: so went they aboard the ships. But Calchas would not with that eager host Launch forth ; yea, he had fain withheld therefrom All the Achaeans, for his prophet-soul Foreboded dread destruction looming o’er The Argives by the Rocks Capherean.
But naught they heeded him; malignant Fate Deluded men’s souls: only Amphiloehus The wise in prophet-lore, the gallant son Of princely Amphiaraus, stayed with him.
Fated were these twain, far from their own land,
To reach Pamphylian and Cilician burgs;
And this the Gods thereafter brought to pass.
But now the Achaeans cast the hawsers loose From shore : in baste they heaved the anchor-stones. Roared Hellespont beneath swift-flashing oars; Crashed the prows through the sea. About the bows Much armour of slain foes was lying heaped :
Along the bulwarks victory-trophies hung Countless. With garlands wreathed they all the ships, Their heads, the spears, the shields wherewith they had fought
Against their foes. The chiefs stood on the piOws, And poured into the dark sea once and again Wine to the Gods, to grant them safe return.
But with the winds their prayers mixed ; far away Vainly they floated blent with cloud and aii\
With anguished hearts the captive maids looked back
On Ilium, and with sobs and moans they wailed,
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κρύβδην Ἀργείων μέγ’ ἐνὶ φρεσὶ πἐνθος ἔχουσαι* καί ρ’ αἱ μὲν περὶ γοννατ ἔχον χέρας· αι δὲ μέτωπα
χβρσϊν βιτηρβίΒοντο Βνσάμμορι* αι δ’ ἄρα τέκνα1 ἄμφεχον ὰγκοίνῃσι* τὰ δ’ οὔπω δούλιον ἦμαρ ὅστε νο ν οὐδὲ πάτρη? ἐπὶ πήμασιν, ἀλλ’ ἐπὶ μαξῷ θύμον ἔχον κηΒέων yap ἀπόπροθι νήπιον ἦτορ. πάσῃσιν δ’ iXeXvvTo κόμαι καί στηθεα Xvypa ἀμφ’ ὸνὐχεσσι ΒέΒρυτττο* παρειησιν δ’ ἔπι δάκρυ αναΧέον ντβρίκβιτο, κατβίβετο δ’ ἀλλ’ ἐφύπερθε πυκνόν ἀπὸ βΧβφάρων Βέρκοντο δὲ τλήμονα πάτρην
αίθομένην ἔτι πάγχυ, ττολὺν δ’ ἀνὰ καττνον Ιόντα* ἀμφὶ δὲ ΚασσάνΒρην ττβρικνΒέα τταττταίνουσαι ττασαί μιν θηβνντο θεοπροπίης ἀλεγεινῆς μνωόμ&ναΐ' ἡ δέ σφιν ἐπεγγελάασκε γοώσαις, καίπερ άκηχβμένη στυγεροῖς ἐπὶ πήμασι ττάτρης.
Τρώων δ' ὅσσοι αΧνξαν άνηΧέος έκ ττοΧέμοιο, ay ρο μβνοι κατὰ ἄστυ περὶ νέκνας ττονέοντο θατττὑμεναι μεμαωτες* ἄγεν δ’ aXeyeivov ἐς ἔργον Ἀντήνωρ* αντην δὲ πυρὴν πολἐεσσι τίθεντο.
Ἀργεῖοι δ’ άΧΧηκτον ἐνὶ φρεσὶ καγχαΧόωντες ἄλλοτε μὲν κωπῃσι Βιέττρησσον μέΧαν νΒωρ, ἄλλοτε δ’ ιστία νηνσϊ μεμαὁτες έντύνοντο έσσνμένως* όττίσω δὲ θοῶς ἀπελείπετο ττάσα ΑαρΒανίη καί τύμβος ΆχιΧΧέος· οι δ’ ἀνὰ θύμον καίπερ ἰαινὑμενοι κταμένων μνησθέντβς έταίρων άργαΧέως ακάχοντο καί άΧΧοΒαττών ἐπὶ yalav ὄσσε βάλον* η Βέ σφιν έφαίνετο τηΧόθι νηών χαζομένψ τοι δ’ αἶψα παρ’ ἀγχιάλοιο φέροντο ρηγμῖνας Τενἐδοιο* τταρημείβοντο δὲ Ιδρυσαν καί Φοίβον ^ μιν θ η ος ίΒος ξαθέοιό τε Κίλλη ς*
1 Verse supplied by Zimmerman, ex Ρ.
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Αέσβος δ’ ἡνεμὁεσσ’ ἀνεφαίνετο· κάμπτβτο δ’ άκρη
ἐσσυμένως Λεκτοῖο, τόθι βίον ύστατον ’Ίδης, λαίφεα δὲ πρησθἐντα ττερίαχεν ἀμφὶ δέ πρώραις εβραχεν οἷδμα κελαινόν- έττεσκιόωντο δὲ μάκρα κύματα* λευκαίνοντο δ’ ὑπὲρ πόντοιο κέλευθοι, Καί νύ κεν ’Αργεῖοι κίον Ελλάδος ἱερὸν οὖδας πάντες ἁΧὸς κατὰ βένθος άκηΒέες, εἰ μὴ ἄρα σφι κούρη ἐριγδοὑποιο Διὸ? νεμέσησεν Ἀθήνη* καί ρ’ οπότ’ Εὐβοίης σχεδόν ἦλυθον ήνεμοέσσης, δὴ τότε μητιόωσα βαρύν καί άνηλέα ττότμον άμφί Αοκρών βασίλη ι καί άσχετον άσχαλόωσα ΖηνΙ Θεών μεΒέοντι πταρισταμένη φάτο μύθον αθανάτων ἀπάνευθε* χόλον Bi οι ον χάΒε θυμός-ί( Ζεῦ πάτερ, ουκέτ ανεκτά θεοῖς εττιμηχανόωνται άνέρες, οὐκ ἀλἐγοντες ἀνὰ φρένας ούτε σεν αυτοί) ούτ άλλων μακάρων, ἐπεὶ ἦ τίσις ουκέτ όττηΒεΐ ἀνδράσι λεν^αλέοισι, κακού δ’ ἄρα πολλάκις ἐσθλὸς
συμφέρετ ἄλγεσι μάλλον, ἔχει δ’ άλληκτον όϊζύν-τούνεκ α ρ ούτε δίκην τις Ιθ’ άζεται, ουΒέ τις αἰδὼς
ἔστι παρ’ άνθρώττοισιν- ἔγωγε μὲν οὔτ’ εν Ὀλύμπῳ
εσσομαι, οὔτ’ ἔτι σεῖο κεκλήσομαι, εἰ μη Αχαιών τίσομ άτασθαλίην, ἐπεὶ ἦ νύ μοι ἔνδοθι νηοϋ νιος Όΐληος p(j ένήλιτεν, οὐδ’ έλέαιρε Κασσάνδρην όρέηουσαν άκηΒέας είς ἐμὲ χεϊρας πολλάκις, οὐδ’ ὅ 7* ἔδεισεν ἐμὺν μένος, ουΒέ τι θυμψ
ηΒέσατ άθανάτην, ἀλλ’ άσχετον ἔργον ἔρεξε. τῷ νὑ μοι άμβροσίησι περὶ φρεσὶ μή τι μεγήρης ρέζαι, ὅπως μοι θυμός έέλΒεται, οφρα καί άλλοι αίζηοΐ τρομέωσι Θεών άρίΒηλον όμοκλήν”
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The windy heights of Lesbos. Rounded now Was Lecton’s foreland, where is the last peak Of Id a. In the sails loud hummed the wind, Crashed round the prows the dark surge: the long waves
Showed shadowy hollows, far the white wake gleamed.
Now had the Argives all to the hallowed soil Of Hellas won, by perils of the deep Unscathed, but for Athena Daughter of Zeus The Thunderer, and her indignation’s wrath.
When nigh Euboea’s windy heights they drew,
She rose, in anger unappeasable Against the Locrian king, devising doom Crushing and pitiless, and drew nigh to Zeus Lord of the Gods, and spake to him apart In wrath that in her breast would not be pent:
Zeus, Father, unendurable of Gods Is men’s presumption ! They reck not of thee,
Of none of the Blessed reck they, forasmuch As vengeance followeth after sin no more ;
And ofttimes more afflicted are good men Than evil, and their misery hath no end.
Therefore no man regardeth justice: shame Lives not with men ! And I, I will not dwell Hereafter in Olympus, not be named Thy daughter, if I may not be avenged On the Achaeans’ reckless sin ! Behold,
Within my very temple Oileus’ son Hath wrought iniquity, hath pitied not Cassandra stretching unregarded hands Once and again to me; nor did he dread My might, nor reverenced in his wicked heart The Immortal, but a deed intolerable He did. Therefore let not thy spirit divine Begrudge mine heart’s desire, that so all men May quake before the manifest wrath of Gods.
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ΛΩς φαμένην προσέειπε πατὴρ ἀγανοῖς ἐπὲ-εσσιν
“ ὦ τἐκος, οὔτι ἔγωγ’ ανθίσταμαι εινεκ’ ’Αχαιών, ἀλλὰ καὶ ἔντεα πάντα, τά μοι πάρος ἦρα φἐ-ροντες	44*5
χερσὶν υπ’ άκαμάτησιν ἐτεκτήναντο Κύκλωπες δώσω ἐἐλδομένῃ* σὺ δὲ σῷ κρατβρόφρονί θυμω αυτή χεῖμ’ ἀλεγεινὺν ἐπ’ ’Apyeiocaw ορινονΓ ΛΩς εἰπὼν στεροπήν τε θοὴν οΧοόν τε κεραυνόν καὶ βροντήν στονόβσσαν άταρβέος αηγοθι κούρης 450 θήκατο· τῆς δ’ ὰρα θυμός ὑπὸ κραδίῃ μέγ’ ἰάνθη. αὐτίκα δ’ alyiBa θουριν ἐδύσατο τταμφανόωσαν, άρρηκτον βριαρην τε καὶ άθανάτοισιν ἀγητήν ἐν γάρ οι πεπὁνητο κάρη βΧοσυροΐο Μεδούσης σμερδαλέον κρατβροϊ δὲ καὶ ακαμάτου πυρὸς
ορμήν	455
Χάβρον ἀποπυείουτες ἔσαν καθύπερθε δράκοντες* ἔβραχε δ’ αἰπὶς άττασα περὶ στήθεσσιν ἀνάσσης, οἷον ὅτε στεροπῇσιν ἐπιβρἐμει ἄσπετος αἰθήρ.
Χάζετο δ’ ἔντεα πατρὸς, ὅπερ θεὺς οὔτις ἀείρει νόσφι Διὸς μεγάλοιο· τίναξε δὲ μακρὸν’'Ολυμπον* 460 σὺν δ’ ἔχεεν νβφέΧας τε καὶ ἡἑρα ττάσαν ὕπερθε· νὺξ δ’ ἐχὑθη περὶ γαῖαν, ἐπὐχλυσεν δὲ θάλασσα· Ζεὺς δὲ μὸς’ εἰσορὁων ἐπετέρπετο* κίνντο ὃ’ εὐρὺς οὐρανὸς ἀμφὶ πὁδεσσι θεῆς· περὶ δ’ ἔβραχεν αιθήρ, ώς Διὸς άκαμάτοιο ποτὶ κΧονον ἐμμεμαῶτος.	465
ἡ δ’ αφαρ ἡερὁεντος ὑπὲρ πόντοιο φέρεσθαι ούρανοθεν ττροέηκεν ἐς Αίολον αμβροτον Ίριν, ὅφρ’ ανέμους άμα ττάντας έττιβρίσαντας ΙαΧΧη ἐλθἐμεναι κραναοΐο Καφηρέος ἐγγὑθεν άκρων 1 νωΧβμέως γριμφθέντας, άνοιΖήναί τε θάΧασσαν,	470
λευγαλἐχς ριπῇσι μεμηνὁτας. ἡ δ’ άίουσα ίσσυμένως οἴμησε περιγναμφθεῖσα νἐφεσσι·
1 Zimmermaim, for ενἀεν 'Αχαιών of MSS.
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Answered the Sire with heart-assuaging words : cc Child, not for the Argives’ sake withstand I thee;
But all mine armoury which the Cyclops’ might To win my favour wrought with tireless hands,
To thy desire I give. O strong heart, hurl A ruining storm thyself on the Argive fleet.”
Then down before the aweless Maid he cast Swift lightning, thunder, and deadly thunderbolt; And her heart leapt, and gladdened was her soul. She donned the stormy Aegis flashing far, Adamantine, massy, a marvel to the Gods,
Whereon was wrought Medusa’s ghastly head, Fearful: strong serpents breathing forth the blast Of ravening fire were on the face thereof.
Crashed on the Queen’s breast all the Aegis-links,
As after lightning crashes the firmament.
Then grasped she her father’s weapons, which no God
Save Zeus can lift, and wide Olympus shook.
Then swept she clouds and mist together on high ; Night over earth was poured, haze o’er the sea.
Zeus watched, and was right glad as broad heaven’s floor
Rocked ’neath the Goddess’s feet, and crashed the sky,
As though invincible Zeus rushed forth to war.
Then sped she Iris unto Aeolus,
From heaven far-flying over misty seas,
To bid him send forth all his buffeting winds O’er iron-bound Caphereus cliffs to sweep Ceaselessly, and with ruin of madding blasts To upheave the sea. And Iris heard, and swift She darted, through cloud-billows plunging down—
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φαίης κεν πῦρ ἔμμεν άμ ηέρι teal μέλαν ὕδωρ. ἵκετο δ’ Αἰολίην, ανέμων οθι λάβρον άέντων άντρα πόλει στυφελῇσιν ἀρηράμεν’ ἀμφὶ πέτρησι 47δ κοΐλα καί ηχήεντα* δόμοι δ’ ἄγχιστα πέλονται Αίολον Τπποτάδαο. κἐχεν δέ μιν ἔνδον ἐόντα συν τ ἀλὐχῳ και παισὶ δυώδεκα· καί οἱ ἔειπεν, ὁππόσ’ Ἀθηναίη Δαναών ἐπεμήδετο νόστψ. αύτάρ ο y ονκ ἀπίθησε, μόλων δ’ ἔκτοσθε μελά-
θρων	480
χερσϊν υπ’ άκαμάτησιν ορος μέγα τύψε τριαίνγ), ἕνθ’ άνεμοι κελαδεινά δυσηχέες ηὐλίζοντο ἐν κενεψ κευθμώνι· περίαχε δ’ αἰὲν ἰωὴ βρυγομένη ἀλεγεινά* ρίη δ’ ερρηξε κολώνην. οἱ δ ἄφαρ έξεχέοντο- κέλευσε 8έ πάντας ερεμνην 48ο λαίλαπα συμφορέοντας άημεναι, ὅφρ’ aXeyeivov όρννμένης ἁλὸς όιδμα Καφηρέος άκρα κάλυψή. οι δὲ θοῶς ωρνυντο πάρος βασιλήος άκονσαι παν έπος· εσσυμένοισι δ’ επεστενάχιζε θάλασσα άσχετον* ηλιβάτοισι δ’ εοικότα κνματ ορεσσιν 490 ἄλλοθεν ἄλλα φέροντο. κατεκλάσθη δ’ ἄρ’
’Α χάνων
θυμός ἐνὶ στέρνοισιν, επεί νέας ἄλλοτε μὲν που υψηλόν φέρε κϋμα δι ηέρος, άλλοτε δ’ αὖτε οἷα κατὰ κρημνοΐο κνλινδομένας φορέεσκε βυσσόν ες ηερόεντα* βίη δὲ τις άσχετος αίει 495 ψάμμον άναβλνζεσκε διοιγομἐνοισ κλύδωνος. οι δ’ ἄρ’ ἀ μηχανίη βεβόλημένοι οντ ἐπ’ ερετμψ χεΐρα βαλεϊν εδνναντο τεθηπότες οντ άρα λαίφη εσθενον άμφϊ κέρα λελιημένοι είρνσσασθαι ρηγνὑμεν ἐξ ανέμων, οὐδ’ εμπαλιν ίθύνασθαι 500 ἐς πλόον ἀργαλέαι γὰρ επεκλονέοντο θνελλαι· οὐδὲ κνβερνήτησι πέλεν μένος εἰσέτι νηών χερσὶν επισταμίνησι θοώς οΐήϊα νωμάν 6οο
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Thou hadst said: <e Lo, in the sky dark water and fire ! ”
And to Aeolia came she, isle of caves,
Of echoing dungeons of mad-raging winds With rugged ribs of mountain overarched,
Whereby the mansion stands of Aeolus Hippotas’ son. Him found she therewithin With wife and twelve sons; and she told to him Athena’s purpose toward the homeward-bound Achaeans. He denied her not, but passed Forth of his halls, and in resistless hands Upswung his trident, smiting the mountain-side Within whose chasm-cell the wild winds dwelt Tempestuously shrieking. Ever pealed Weird roarings of their voices round its vaults.
Cleft by his might was the hill-side; forth they poured.
He bade them on their wings bear blackest storm To upheave the sea, and shroud Caphereus’ heights. Swiftly upsprang they, ere their king’s command Was fully spoken. Mightily moaned the sea As they rushed o’er it; waves like mountain-cliffs From all sides were uprolled. The Achaeans’ hearts Were terror-palsied, as the uptowering surge Now swung the ships up high through palHng mist, Now hurled them rolled as down a precipice To dark abysses. Up through yawning deeps Some power resistless belched the boiling sand From the sea’s floor. Tossed in despair, fear-dazed, Men could not grasp the oar, nor reef the sail About the yard-arm, howsoever fain,
Ere the winds rent it, could not with the sheets Trim the torn canvas, buffeted, so were they By ruining blasts. The helmsman had no power To guide the rudder with his practised hands,
For those ill winds hurled all confusedly.
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πάντα 7ap aXkvB 19 aXXa κακαὶ διἐχευον ἄελλαι. οὐδὲ τις ἐλπωρὴ βίοτον πόλεν, οὓνεκ ἐρεμνὴ 505 νὺξ ἅμα καὶ μίγα χεῖμα καὶ αθανάτων χόλος αἰνὸς ὦρτο* Ποσειδάων γὰρ άνηΧέα πόντον ορινεν ἣρα κασιηνητοιο φέρων ερικυδέϊ κούρη, ἦ ρα καὶ αὐτὴ ὕπερθεν άμειΧιχα μαιμώωσα θῦνε μετ’ άστεροπήσιν* επεκτνπε δ’ ουρανό θεν Ζεὺς	510
κνδαίνων ἀνὰ θύμον eo ν τέκος, ἀμφὶ δὲ πάσαν νήσοι τ ήπειροί τε κατεκΧύζοντο θαΧάσση Εὐβοίης οὐ πολλὸν ἀπόπροθεν, ὐχι μάλιστα τεὐχεν άμεΐΧίκτοισιν ἐπ’ ἄλγεσιν aXyea δαίμων Ἀργείοις. στοναχή δὲ καὶ οἰμωγὴ κατὰ νῆας 515 ἔπλετ’ άποΧΧνμένων* κανάχιζε δὲ δούρατα νηων ά*γνυμένων αι yap ρα συνωχαδόν άΧΧήΧησνν αἰὲν iirepp^yvvvTO' πόνος δ’ ἄπρηκτος ὰρώρει· καί ρ’ οι μὲν κώπησιν άπωσέρνεναι μεμαῶτες νἣας ἐπεσσυμἐνας αὐτοῖς άρια δούρασν Xvypol 520 κάππεσον ἐς μίγα βένθος, άμειΧίκτω δ’ ὑπο ποτμω
κάτθανον, ovvetc άρα σφιν ἐπἐχραον ἄλλοθεν άΧΧα
νηων δούρατα μακρά' συνήΧοίηντο δὲ πάντων σώματα XeυyaXέως· οι δ’ ἐν νήεσσι πεσὁντες κεῖντο καταφθιμένοισιν ἐοικὁτες* οί δ’ ὐπ’ άvάyκης 525 νήχοντ άμφιπεσόντες ένξέστοισιν ερετμοϊς' άΧΧοι δ’ αὖ σανίδβσσιν έπέπΧεον' έβράχε δ’ ἅλμη βυσσόθεν, ὧστε θάΧασσαν ιδ’ ουρανόν ἡδὲ καὶ αίαν φαίνεσθ’ ἀλλήλοισιν ὁμῶς σνναρηρότα πάντα.
Ἠ δ’ ἄρ’ ἀπ’ OνΧύμποιο βαρύκτυπος Ἀτρυτώνη	530
οὐτι καταισχύνεστε βίην πατρός« ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αιθήρ
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No hope of life was left them: blackest night,
Fury of tempest, wrath of deathless Gods,
Raged round them. Still Poseidon heaved and swung
The merciless sea, to work the heart’s desire Of his brother’s glorious child; and slie on high Stormed with her lightnings, ruthless in her rage. Thundered from heaven Zeus, in purpose fixed To glorify his daughter. All the isles And mainlands round were lashed by leaping seas Nigh to Euboea, where the Power divine Scourged most with unrelenting stroke on stroke The Argives. Groan and shriek of perishing men Rang through the ships; started great beams and snapped
With ominous sound, for ever ship on ship With shivering timbers crashed. With hopeless toil Men strained with oars to thrust back hulls that reeled
Down on their own, but with the shattered planks Were hurled into the abyss, to perish there By pitiless doom ; for beams of foundering ships From this, from that side battered out their lives, And crushed were all their bodies wretchedly.
Some in the ships fell down, and like dead men Lay there; some, in the grip of destiny,
Clinging to oars smooth-shaven, tried to swim ;
Some upon planks were tossing. Roared the surge From fathomless depths: it seemed as though sea, sky,
And land were blended all confusedly.
Still from Olympus thundering Atrytone Wielded her Father’s power unshamed, and still
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ϊαχεν. ἡ δ’ Αϊαντι'χόλον /cal πηρία φβρονσα εμβαλε νηΐ κεραυνόν· άφαρ δέ μιν ἄλλυδις ἄλλῃ ἐσκέδασεν διὰ τυτθά* περίαχε δ’ αἶα καὶ αίθηρ· ἐκλὑσθη δ’ ἄρα πάσα περίδρομος Αμφιτρίτη. 535 οἱ δ’ ἔκτοσθε νεὸς πέσον άθρόον ἀμφὶ δ’ ἄρ’ αὐτοὺς
κύματα μάκρα φεροντο· περὶ στεροπησι δ’ ἀ-νάσσης
αΐγλη μαρμαίρεσκε δια κνεφας άίσσουσα* οι δ’ άποτον λάπτοντες ἁλὺς πολυηχεος άλμην θύμον άττοττνείοντες ὑπὲρ ττόντοιο φεροντο.	540
Ληιάσιν δ’ ἄρα χάρμα καί όλλυμενησι τετυκτο* καί ρ’ αἱ μὲν κατ έδυσαν ἔσω ἁλὺς άμφιβαΑονσαι χεῖρας ἐνῖς τεκεεσσι δυσάμμοροι· αἱ δ’ άλεγεινά δυσμενέων περί κράτα βάλον χόρας, οἷς αμα λυγραι
σπεΰδον άποφθίσασθαι εής αντάξια λάβης	545
τινύμεναι Ααναούς· ἡ δ’ ύψόθεν είσορόωσα τέρπεθ’ Ιον κατὰ θύμον άγαυη Τριτογενεια.
Αἴας δ’ άλλοτε μὲν περινήχετο δουρατι νηός, άλλοτε δ’ αὖ χείρεσσι διηνυεν αλμυρά βένθη άκαμά τ ψ Τιτῆνι βίην ύπεροπλον εοικώς·	530
σχίξετο δ* αλμυρόν οΐδμα περί κρατερησι χέρεσσιν άνδρος ύπερθύμοιο· θεοί δε μιν είσορόωντες ηνορεην καί κάρτος εθάμβεον· ἀμφὶ δὲ κῦμα ἄλλοτε μὲν φορεεσκε πελώριον η vt ἐπ’ άκρην οΰρεος ύψηλοΐο δι ηέρος, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε	555
νψόθεν ola φάραγξιν ενεκρυφεν* οὐδ’ ὅ γε χειρας κάμνε πολντλητους· πολλοί γε μεν ένθα και ένθα σβεννύμενοι σμαράγιζον ἔσω πόντοιο κεραυνοί· οὑττω γάρ οἱ θύμιον εμηδετο κηρι δαμάσσαι 6θ4
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The welkin shrieked around. Her ruin of wrath Now upon Aias hurled she : on his ship Dashed she a thunderbolt, and shivered it Wide in a moment into fragments small,
While earth and air yelled o’er tlie wreck, and whirled
And plunged and fell the whole sea down thereon. They in the ship were all together flung Forth : all about them swept the giant waves,
Round them leapt lightnings flaming through the dark.
Choked with the strangling surf of hissing brine, Gasping out life, they drifted o’er the sea.
But even in death those captive maids rejoiced,
As some ill-starred ones, clasping to their breasts Their babes, sank in the sea; some flung their arms Round Danaans’ horror-stricken heads, and dragged These down with them, so rendering to their foes Requital for foul outrage down to them.
And from on high the haughty Trito-born Looked down on all this, and her heart was glad.
But Aias floated now on a galley’s plank,
Now through the brine with strong hands oared his path,
Like some old Titan in his tireless might.
Cleft was the salt sea-surge by the sinewy hands Of that undaunted man : the Gods beheld And marvelled at his courage and his strength.
But now the billows swung him up on high Through misty air, as though to a mountain’s peak, Now whelmed him down, as they would bury him In ravening whirlpits: yet his stubborn hands Toiled on unwearied. Aye to right and left Flashed lightnings down, and quenched them in the sea;
For not yet was the Child of Thunderer Zeus
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κούρη epiySovTTOio Διὸς μάλα περ κοτέουσα, 560 πρίν τλῆ ναι κακὰ πολλὰ καὶ άλτγεσν πώγχυ μογὴσαι*
τ ούνεκά μιν κατ α βένθος ἐδάμνατο δηρὸν ὀϊζὺς πάντοθε τειρὁμενον περὶ γὰρ κακού μύρια Κῆρες ἀνδρὶ περιστήσαντο· μένος δ' ενεπνενσεν ανάγκη* φή δέ, καὶ εἰ μάλα Πάντες Ὀλύμπιοι εἰς ἐν
ϊκωνται	565
χωόμενον καὶ πάσαν άναστήσωσν θάλασσαν ἐκφυγἐειν ἀλλ’ οὔτι θεών ὓπάλυξεν όμοκλήν δὴ γάρ οἱ νεμέσησεν υπέρ β ως Ἐννοσἐγαιος, εὐτί μιν εἰσενὁησεν εφαπτόμενον χερὶ πέτρης Τνραίης, καί οΐ μέη έχώσατο* συν S’ ἐτίναξε 570 πόντον όμως καί γαῖαν άπενρντον* ἀμφὶ δὲ πάντη κρημνοί υπεκλονέοντο Καφηρέος· αι δ’ ἀλεγεινὺν θεινόμεναι ρηγμῖνες επέβραχον οϊΒματν λάβρω χωομένοιο άνακτος· άπέσχνσε 8’ εἰς ἄλα πέτρον εὐρία, τοῦ περ ἐκεῖνος ὲῇς ἐπεμαίετο χερσί.	575
καί ρα ον άμφϊ πάτγονσνν εΧνσσομενου μάλα δηρὸν χεῖρες ἀπεδρύφθησαν, ὑπέδραμε δ’ αϊμ όννχεσσν μορμῦρον δὲ οἱ αἰὲν όρννομένον περὶ κύμα άφρός ἄδην λεύκαινε κάρη λάσιον τε yevevov καν νν κεν εξήΧνξε κακόν μύρον, εἰ μὴ ἄρ’ αὐτῷ 580 ******
ρήξας γαῖαν ἔνερθεν επνπροέηκε κολώνη ν* εὖτε πάρος μεγάλοιο κατ’ Ἐγκελάδοιο Βαίφρων Παλλὰς άειραμένη ΧνκεΧήν επνκάββαΧε νήσον, ἦ ρ’ ἔτι κανάταν άνεν υπ άκαμάτονο Γίγαντος αιθαλόεν πνενοντος ἔσω χθονός* ως άρα Αοκρων 585 άμφεκάΧνψεν άνακτα Βυσάμμορον οΰρεος άκρη νψόθεν εξερνπονσα, βάρυνε δὲ καρτερόν ἄνδρα*
6οό
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Purposed to smite him dead, despite her wrath,
Ere he had drained the cup of travail and pain Down to the dregs; so in the deep long time Affliction wore him down, tormented sore On every side. Grim Fates stood round the man Unnumbered ; yet despair still kindled strength.
He cried: “Though all the Olympians banded come
In wrath, and rouse against me all the sea,
I will escape them ! ” But no whit did he Elude the Gods’ wrath; for the Shaker of Earth In fierceness of his indignation marked Where his hands clung to the Gyraean Rock,
And in stern anger witliian earthquake shook Both sea and land. Around on all sides crashed Caphereus’ cliffs : beneath the Sea-king’s wrath The surf-tormented beaches shrieked and roared. The broad crag rifted reeled into the sea,
The rock whereto his desperate hands had clung; Yet did he writhe up round its jutting spurs,
While flayed his hands were, and from ’neath his nails
The blood ran. Wrestling with him roared the waves,
And the foam whitened all his hair and beard.
Yet had he ’scaped perchance his evil doom,
Had not Poseidon, wroth with his hardihood, Cleaving the earth, hurled down the chasm the rock, As in the old time Pallas heaved on high Sicily, and on huge Enceladus
Dashed down the isle, which bums with the burning yet
Of that immortal giant, as he breathes Fire underground ; so did the mountain-crag,
Hurled from on high, bury the Locrian king,
Pinning the strong man down, a wretch crushed flat.
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ἀμφὶ Βέ μιν θανάτοιο μέλας ἐκιχήσατ’ ὄλεθρος yairj όμως δμηθἐντα καὶ άτpvyέτφ ἐνὶ ττόντω.
Λί1ς δὲ καὶ ἄλλοι Αχαιοί ὑπὲρ μέγα λαῖτμα φέροντο,
οἱ μὲν ἄρ’ ἐν νήεσσι τεθηπότες, οἱ δὲ πεσὁντες ἔκτοσθεν νηῶν· ὸλοὴ δ’ ἔχε πάντας ὸίξυς* αι μὲν γὰρ φορέοντ έπικάρσιαι εἰν ἁλὶ νῆες, αΧΧαι δ’ ἀν στρέψασαι άνω τροττιν* ὧν δέ που ιστοί
etc Βοράτων1 ἐάγησαν έττισττέρχοντος ἀήτεω· τῶν δὲ διὰ ξύλα πάντα θοαί σκβΒάσαντο θύέΧΧαι' αι δὲ καὶ ἐς μίγα βένθος νποβρνχιαι κατέΒυσαν ομβρου έττιβρίσαντος άττβίρονος, οὐδ’ ὑπὑμειναν Χάβρον όμως άνέμοισι θαλάσσης και Διὸς ὕδωρ μισγὁμενον· ττοταμφ yap ἀλίγκιος eppeev αιθήρ συνεχές* ἡ δ’ ὺττέῶμθεν ἐμαίνετο δῖα θάΧασσα· καί τις ἔφη· “ τάχα τοῖον ἐπἐχραεν ἀνδράσι χεῖμα,
ὁ7Γπὁτε Δευκαλίωνος άθέσφατος ύετος ἦλθε, ττοντώθη δ’ ἄρα γαῖα, βυθός δ’ ἐπεχεὑατο πάντη.” "Ος ἄρ’ ἔφη Δαναών τις ἐνὶ φρεσὶ χεῖμα τε-θηττώς
XevyaXeov πολλοὶ δὲ κατἐφθιθεν* ἀμφὶ δὲ νεκρών ττληθεθ’ ἁλὸς μἐγα χβΰμα, περιστείνοντο δὲ ττάσαι ψύνβς* ττοΧέας yap ἀπἐπτυσε κῦμ ἐπὶ χέρσον* ἀμφὶ δὲ νήια δοῦρα βαρνβρομον Ἀμφιτρίτην πάσαν ἄδην ἐκάλυήτε* μέσον Β ἀνεφαίνετο κύμα. άΧΧοι δ’ ἄλλην κήρα κακήν λάχον οἱ μὲν ἀν’ εὺρὺν
πόντον ορινομένης ἁλὸς άσχετον, οι δ’ ἐνὶ πέτρις ἄξαντες περὶ νἣας οίζνρως άττόΧοντο Ναυπλίου ἐννεσίῃσιν ὁ γὰρ κοτέων μάλα τταιΒος 1 Zimmermann, for κεράτων of ν.
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And so on him death’s black destruction came Whom land and sea alike were leagued to slay.
Still over the great deep were swept the rest Of those Achaeans, crouching terror-dazed Down in the ships, save those that mid the wave? Had fallen. Misery encompassed all;
For some with heavily-plunging prows drave oil,
With keels upturned some drifted. Here were masts
Snapped from the hull by rushing gusts, and there Were tempest-rifted wrecks of scattered beams;
And some had sunk, whelmed in the mighty deep, Swamped by the torrent downpour from the clouds : For these endured not madness of wind-tossed sea Leagued with heaven’s waterspout; for streamed the sky
Ceaselessly like a river, while the deep Raved round them. And one cried : “ Such floods on men
Fell only when Deucalion’s deluge came,
When earth was drowned, and all was fathomless
sea! ”
So cried a Danaan, seeing soul-appalled That wild storm. Thousands perished; corpses thronged
The great sea-highways : all the beaches were Too strait for them: the surf belched multitudes Forth on the land. The heavy-booming sea With weltering beams of ships was wholly paved, And here and there the grey waves gleamed between.
So found they each his several evil fate,
Some whelmed beneath broad-rushing billows, some Wretchedly perishing with their shattered ships By Nauplius’ devising on the rocks.
Wroth for that son whom they had done to death,
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χείματος ορνυμένοιο καί δΧΧυμένων Άργειων 61 δ καίπερ άκηχέμενος μέγ έγήθεεν, ούνεκ άρ αυτώ δώκε τίσιν θεὺς αἶῆτα καὶ ἔδρακεν ἐχθρὸν ομίΧον τειρόμενον κατὰ βένθος, ἐφ δ’ ἄρα πολλὰ τοκῆι εὕχεθ’ ὁμῶς νήεσσιν ύττόβρυχα πάντας δΧέσθαι. τοῦ δὲ Ποσειδάων μάλί ἐπἐκλυεν, ἄγχι ὅὲ πάντας1	620
ἅμ2 μέΧαν όΐδμα φέρεσκεν* 6 δ’ οὐρεὺς ὼς3 χέρι πεύκην
αίθομένην ἀνάειρε* δοΧψ δ’ ἐπὲλασσεν ’Αχαιους ἐλπομένους εύορμον Ιδος Χιμένων άφικέσθαι* αΐνώς jap πὲτρῃσι περὶ στυφελῇσι δάμησαν αυτής σὺν νήεσσι· κακῷ δ’ ἔπι κυντερον ἄλγος 625 τλῆ σαν ἀνιηρῇσι ττροσαγννμενοι περὶ πὲτρῃς νυκτὶ θοῇ· τταΰροο δὲ φύγον μάρον, οὓς τ’ έσάωσεν ή θεὺς ἢ δαίμων τις εττίρροθος· αύτάρ Ἀθήνη ἄλΧοτε μὲν θυμω μέγ έγήθεεν, ἄλλοτε δ’ αὖτε αγνυτ Ὀδυσσῆος τηνυτόφρονος, οΰνεκ ἔμελλε 030 ττάσχειν άΧγεα ττοΧΧά ΐίοσειδάωνος ομοκΧή, ος ρα τότ ακαμάτην ι περὶ φρεσὶ ττάγχυ μεγαίρων τεἐχεσι καὶ ττύργοισιν έύσθενέων Ἀργείων, οὺς εκαμον Τρώων στυγερής ἔμεν ἄλκαρ ἀῦτῆς, εσσυμένως μάΧα ττάσαν άνεττΧήμμυρε θάΧασσαν, 633 ο σ ση ἀπ’ Εὐξείνοια κατέρχεται Ελλήσποντον, καί μιν ἐπ’ ψδνας Τροίης ράλεν* ὐε δ’ ὕπερθε Ζεὺς εττίηρα φέρων ερικυδέϊ Ἐννοσιγαίῳ· οὐ μὴν οὐδ’ Εκάε^γος ἄτερ καμάτοιο τετυκτο, ὰλΧ’ ἄρ’ ἀπ’ Ίδαιων δρέων μάλα πάντα ρεεθρα 640 εἰς δνα χώρον άγεσκε, κατέκΧνσε Κ ἔργον Αχαιών εκΧύσθη δὲ θάΧασσα καί είσέτ ἴσαν4 κεΧαδοντες
1 Zimmermann’s reading. 2 Zimmermann, for άψ of ν.
3	Zimmermann, for αψάμενος of Koechly.
4	Zimmermann, καί τἐσσ^ δ· ὅ. εινίπ of Mf$S.
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He, when the storm rose and the Argives died, Rejoiced ainid his sorrow, seeing a God Gave to his hands revenge, which now he wreaked Upon the host he hated, as o’er the deep They tossed sore-harassed. To his sea-god sire He prayed tliat all might perish, ships and men Whelmed in the deep. Poseidon heard his prayer, And on the dark surge swept them nigh his land. He, like a harbour-warder, lifted high A blazing torch, and so by guile he trapped The Achaean men, who deemed that they had won A sheltering haven : but sharp reefs and crags Gave awful welcome unto ships and men,
Who, dashed to pieces on the cruel rocks In the black night, crowned ills with direr ills. Some few escaped, by a God οι* Power unseen Plucked from death’s hand. Athena now rejoiced Her heart within, and now was racked with fears For pmclent-souled Odysseus; for his weird Was through Poseidon’s wrath to suffer woes Full many.
But Earth-shaker’s jealousy now Burned against those long walls and towers uppiled By the strong Argives for a fence against The Trojans’ battle-onset. Swiftly then He swelled to overbrimming all the sea That rolls from Euxine down to Hellespont,
And hurled it on the shore of Troy: and Zeus,
For a grace unto the glorious Shaker of Earth, Poured rain from heaven : withal Far-darter bare In that great work his part ; from Ida’s heights Into one channel led he all her streams,
And flooded the Achaeans’ work. The sea Dashed o’er it, and the roaring torrents still
611
QUINTUS SMYRNAEUS
•χείμαρροι άΧεγεινόν άεξόμενοι Διὸς ομβρφ, τοὺς μεΧαν οιὸμ’ ἀνεεργε ποΧυστόνου Αμφιτρίτης πόντον επεΧθεμεναι, πρὶν τε ἔχεα πάντ άμαθνναι ί»4Γ> ἀργαλὲως Δαναών* αντος δ’ ἄρα γαῖαν ἔνερθε ρἣξε Ποσειδάων, ἀνὰ δ’ εβΧνσεν άσπετον ύδωρ ιΧνν τε ψάμαθόν τε* βίη δ’ ἐλίλιξε κραταιτ)
Χίγεον* ήιόνες Be μἐγ’ εβραχον ἡδὲ θεμεθΧα Δαρδανίης,1 και άϊστον υποβρύχιόν τ εκαΧνφθη f>50 ἕρκος άπειρεσιον, κατεΒνσατο δ’ ἔνδοθι γαίης μάκρα Βιισταμενης* ψάμαθος δ’ ἔτι φαίνετο μοννη χασσαμενον πόντον, καί απ' άκτάων2 εριΒονπων νόσφιν ἀπ’ alyiaXoio κατεκτάθη. ἀλλὰ τὰ μέν που
αθανάτων ετέΧεσσε κακός νόος* οι δ’ ἐνὶ νηνσιν 655 Ἀργεῖοι πΧώεσκον, ο σ ον ς Βιά χει μα κεΒασσεν ἄλλῃ δ’ ἄλλος ϊκανεν, ὅπη θεὺς ἦγεν έκαστον, ὅσσοι ὑπὲρ πόντοιο Χινγράς νπάΧνξαν άεΧΧας.
1 Zimmermann, for ἐ/c ὅε 0ίμε0λα Δαρδανίτ? of ν. a Zimmermarin, for πόντοιο καί ἐ/c δαναών of MSS.
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Rushed on it, swollen by the rains of Zeus ;
And the dark surge of the wide-moaning sea Still hurled them back from mingling with the deep, Till all the Danaan walls were blotted out Beneath their desolating flood., Then earth Was by Poseidon chasm-cleft: up rushed Deluge of water, slime and sand while quaked Sigeum with the mighty shock, and roared The beach and the foundations of the land Dardanian. So vanished, whelmed from sight,
That mighty rampart. Earth asunder yawned,
And all sank down, and only sand was seen,
When back the sea rolled, o’er the beach outspread Far down the heavy-booming shore. All this The Immortals’ anger wrought. But in their ships The Argives storm-dispersed went sailing on.
So came they home, as heaven guided each,
Even all that ’scaped the fell sea-tempest blasts.
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454, 471; Xli, 547; XIII, 382 Brianys, vm, 24JJ: x, 30»
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Eumaeus, a Trojan, vm, 96 Euneus, son of Jason, iv, 383 Eui'otaa, river of Sparta, x, 121 Euryalus, a Greek, iv, 473 sq ;
VIII, 306, XI, 108 sq ; xu, 824 Eurycoon, α Trojan, xm, 210 Eurydamas, a Trojan, xm, 178 Eurymachiis, (1) a Trojan, xi, 130, 137, 168, 183; XIV, 137, 323 · (2) a Greek, XI, 0 * (3) anotliei Greek, xu, 321 Enrymenes, a Trojan, X, 98 Euryuomus, a Trojan, I, 5S0 Eurypylus, (l)’ son of Telephus grandson of Hercules, comes to Troy, VI, 120 : victorious ovei Greeks, Vi, 368 to vm, 133 . fights with, and slain by Neoptolemus, vm, 134-209. His shield vi, 198-20», Α. Ρ (2) A Greek IV, 502 sq ; XI, 67, 353; XII, 310 Eurysaces, infant son of Aias, v, 527
Eurystheus, king of Tiiyns, vi, 222 Eurytion, herdman of the giant Geryon, vi, 255 Eurytus, a Greek, vm, 111
Galenus, a Trojan, x, 89 Ganymede, cupbearer ot #eus, intercedes for Troy, vm, 429, 443; xiv, U25
Gargarus, town 111 Troad, x, 0U Geryon, a giant, vi, 240 Giants, the, I, 179; 11, 518; in, 725; XI, 410; Xiv, 584 Glaueus, (1) King of Lycia, ill, 214, 232, 243, VIII, 102; x, 147, xiv, 136: (2) a river υί Lycia iv, 11
(lOigtmtf, v, 38
<«races, iv, 140; v, 72; VI, 152 liramrus, liver m Mvsia, ΠΙ, 302 (lygaea, lako m Itfdia, XI, 68 Gyraean liock, m Aegean Sea, xiv, 570
Hades, will not keep Achilles, ill, 774, A. P.
Haemon’s son, a Greek, 1, 229 Harmon, a Trojan, x, 86 Harmothoo, an Amazon. 1, 44, 533
Harpalion, a Boeotian, x, 74 Harpalus, fiirud of Odysseus, vm, Π 3
Harpalus, a river m Caria, x, 144
TNDEX
Harpy, I, 169; IV, 513, 570; vill, 155; X, 395
Heotor, Α. Ρ , from ι, 1, to xiv, 133 Hecuba, wife of Priam, iv, 420; xiv, 22, 273, 288 . her lament for Pans, x, 389 sq.: changed mto a clog, XIV, 347 sq.
Helen, hostess of Eurypylus, VI, 152 sq.. hei lament tor Paris, X, 889 s#. · Menelaus tnerf to kill her, xm, U85 : triumph of her beauty, xiv, 39-70 ami 149-178, Α.Ρ
Helenus, son of Pnam, vm, 25 i, X, 346: XI, 349
Helios, the sun, Α. Ρ , from i, 118 to xm, 229
Hellas, A. P. iiom I, 371 to xiv, 419 Hellespont, A. 3?., from il, 353 to Xiv, 636
Hellus, a Jjydian, XI, 67 Hephaestus, A, P., from i, 550 to XIV, 53
Hera, in, 137; iv, 48; v, 397; x, E34; xm, 417 : upbraids Apollo, III, 129 sq.: strengthens Smon, ΧΠ, 373
Heraclea, ia Paphlagonia, VI, 474 Hercules, his laboms portrayed oil shield, vi, 198-293, A. P., from ϊ, 505 to X, 204
Hermione, daughter of Menelaus, vi, 90
Hermus, river of Lydia, ϊ, 296; xn, 311
Hespendes, II, 419; vi, 257 Hesperus, v, 132 Hippalmua, a Oieek, i, 229 Hippasus, (1) a Trojan, father of Agelaus, ϊ, 279: (2) another Trojan, father of Pammon’s charioteer, vi, f>62 (Ψ) a Greek, fathei ot Demoleon, X, 120 . (4) a Gieek, father of (' Nestor's) clianoteer, ix, 150	(5) a Thes-
salian, XI, 87
Hippodameia, daughter of Oeno-maus, IV, 529
Hippolochus, a Lycun, father of Glaucus, m, 237, 27S; IV, 1 Hippolyte, (1) Amazon Queen, vi, 242: (2) sister of Penthesileia, I, 24
Hippomedon, (1) a Trojan, xi, 99 : (2) another Trojan, vm, 86. (3) a Phrygian, xi, 36 Hippomenes, a Gieek, vm, 311
Hipponous. a Trojan, III, 155 Hippotas, lather oi AeoluH, xiv, 477 Hippothoe, an Amazon, I, 44, 532 Homs, I, 50; π, 658; iv, 135 j Hyllus, (1) a Trojan, I, 529: <21*T Cretan, X, 81
Hymenaeus, Mairiage-god, xiv, 297 Hyperion, the Sun, II, 596 Hypsipyle, daugiitei of Tlioas, iv, 391
Hysrninus, a Trojan, x, 87
Ialmeims, a Greek, xn, 322 Iapetus, father of Prometheus, X, J‘H>
Icorian Sea, IV, 78
Ida, mountain in Truad, A. P. from
I,	10 to XIV, 640
Idomeneus, King of Crete, m battle, I, 247 sq.; VI, 539 sr.; X, 83: at Achilles’ funeral games, IV, 284 &/., A P.
Ihoneus, a Tiojan, xm, 1B1 Ilium, A. P. irorn i, 85 to xiv, 383 Hus, ancient Kmg of Troy, i, 784;
II,	142
Imbrasius, a Trojan, x, 87 Imbros, citadel of Caunus m Caria, VIII, 80
Inaclras, a river of Ari?os, x, 190 Iolaus, friend of Hercules, vi, 216 Iphianassa, a Mysian woman, vm, 295
Iphiclus, father of Podarces, I, 234
Iphition, a Trojan, XI, 36
Ins, the .Ram bo v-goddess, I, 64;
XII, 193; xiv, 407 Ithaea, VII, 187, 442 Itymoneus, a Milesian, I, 279
Jason, leader of the Argonauts, IV, 383
Laomedon, (1) father of Priam, I, 8*1, 183, 505, 788, 802; n, 26, 143,144; III, 110 · (2) a Trojan,
Π, 293
Laophoon, a Paeonian, vi, 549 Lassus, a Paphlagoman, vi, 469 Latmus, a mountain m Caria, i, 282 Lectori, headand m Troad, xiv, 415 Lemnos, island m Aegean Sea, m, 545; IV, 385; V, 190; IX, 331, 338, 353, 434, 492
Leonteus, a Gieek, vn, 484; xir, S23 Lesbos, island oft Mysia, iv, 277: XIV, 414
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JUtlmous, river in Crete, χ» 82 l^wto, mOthM υί Apollo, III, 392, 398; IX, gWi; x, 105; XI, 2λ, and of Artemis, 1,3t56
T-jmyriis, a river of Lycia, VIII, 103 Limius, a river m Carla, vm, 83 tocnaiis, IV, 187, 208; XI, 447, 460; XIV, 424» 485
Lyoaon, son of Priam, XIV, 158, 384, 393
Lycia, m, 232; IV, 6; VIII, 84; x, 154; xi, 21, 24: king ot, IV, 12: men of, m, 270
Lycomedes, father ot Belclameia, vii, 292
Lycou, (1) a Greek, vffl, 300: (2) a Trojan, xi, 91 Lyctius, town in Crete, xi, 42 Lycurgus, king of Thracian Edones, II, 439
Lyncus, a Trojan, xi, 90 Lymessns, a town in Mysia, IV, 478
Machaon, son of Asclepms, killed by Eurypylus, vi, 391 sq ; vii, θ, 14, 43
Maeander, river m Asia Minor, ι» 284; X, 145
Maenaius, (1) a Phrygian, xi, 37: (2) a Trojan, ill, 299 Maecm, father oi Agelaus (2), m, 229 Maeonia, Lydia, x, 85 Margaeus, a Carian, X, 143 Massicylus, mountain m Lycia, m, 2S4; VIII, 107
Medon, (1) a Myaian, vixi, 290: (2) a Trojan, X, 125: (3) another Trojan, xx, 481
Medusa, a (iorgoii, x, 195; νιν, 450 Megacles, a Trojan, m, 209 Meges, (I) a Gteek, sou ot Pliyleiw,
I,	287; VI, ΰ'Μ; X, 108, 138, XII, 826; xra, 212 : (2) a Trojan, π, 202 ; (2) a Phrygian, vii, 60(5
Meilanioii, a Mysiam νίπ, 119 Melaneus, a Carian, viii, 77 Melanipvion, town m Lycia, in, 233 Metinthms, a Greek, IX, 154 Meles, a Trojan, xi, 119 Melius, & Trojan, xi. 85 Memwon, eon of the Dawn-goddess, txmm to Troy, ιι, 100: in battle» π, 285 sq. t fights with Achilles,
II,	45S-542: his burial, II, 586 sq.: his armour, rv, 458: birds oi, ii, 643 $q,
60a
Menaloas, a Mysian, vm, 294 Meneclus, an Aethiop, li, 365, 368 Menelaus (Atreiciee), in chariot-race, iv, 502 sq : m Council, vi, 6 sq.: in battle, VI, 508 sq.: slays Deiphobus, xm, 354: reconciled to Helen, XIV, 149-178, A P. Meneptolenms, a Troian, i, 405 Menes, a Carian, vm, 81 Menestheus, a Greek, xn, 317 Memppus, a Greek, I, 230 Menoetes, (1) a Trojan herald, ix, 34 : (2) another Trojan, xi, 99 Menoetius, (1) father of Patioclus, I, 378 : (2) a Greek, vm, 111 Menon, a Trojan, x, 118 Mentes, a Trojan, II, 228 Meriones, a Cretan chief, I, 254; VI, 540 sq.; VUI, 101, 402; XI, 91; xn, 320
Miletus, city in Caria, I, 280 Mimas, a Trojan, xm, 212 Mmos, King of Crete, IV, 888 Mnesaeus, a Trojan, x, 88 Molion, a Greek, I, 227 Molus, (1) a Cretan, vm, 409: (2) an Argive, vi, 624 Morys, a Phrygian, vm, 35 Mosynus, a Greek, vi, 631 Muses, ΙΠ, 594,662; IV, 141; xn, $06 Mycale, mountain m Ionia, i, 282 Mycenae, m Q »S Mycene, vi, 610 Mygdon, a Troian, xm, 16θ Mynes, a Lyrne«elan. iv, 477 Myrnudoiis, followers of Achilles,
I,	689; II, 547; m, 422,686, 742; νη, 605, 661: VIII, 13; IX, 04; XI, 224
Nastes, a Milesian, i, 281 Naiiphus, king of Kuboea, father of Palamedes, xiv, 0U Neaera, a Nymph, I, 202 Nemean lion, VI, 206 Neoptolemus, «on of Achilles and Jjt ulameia,brought- from Scyros to Troj, vii, 160 sq defends slnpj», vn, 4-5-2—621: slays Eurypylua, vm, 134-216: in battle, vm, x, XI, passim sacnfices Polyxenu, XIV, 304 sq., Α. Ρ Nereids, daughters of Nereus, in, 662. 768, 786; IV, 191; V, 336; vii, 353
Nereus, sea-god» father of Thetis,
II,	435, 498; III, 583, 660. 734; V, 73
INDEX
Nessus, a CViitam, V, 645; vi4 283 Nestor,son ot JSIeieus, kmg of Pylo>j, his son slam, II, 244 sq,: in Council, III, 515 sq.; v, 139 sq.; 600 sq ; xu, 260 sq.: sings praise of Thetis and Achilles, iv, 118-170, A. 1».
Nesus, a Mycenaean, vi, 616 Night as a goddess, II, 625 -Niobe, I, 294
Nireus, handsomest of Greeks, VI, 372 sq ; 440 sq.; VII, 7 sq.; XI, 61 Nims, a Trojan, xi, 27 Nissus, a Trojan, in, 231 Notus, S. Wmd, iv, 520, 533; Vi, 48β; XII, 192, XIII, 484-6 Nychms, an Acthiop, II, 364 Nympbaeus, a nver m Asia Minor, VI, 470
Nymphs, A P. from ill, 300 to χ IV, 73
Ocean* A P. from i, 119 to xrv, 1 Oeyroe, a Nymph, xi, 37 Ooythous, a Lycian, III, 230 Odysbeus, son ol Laertes, kmg of Ithaca, defends Achilles’ corpse, III, 290 sq claimant of arms ot Achillas, V, 129 sq.; mission to Scyros, vil, 169 sq : mission to Lemnos, ix, 338 sq . advi&es building the Wooden Horse, xii, 25 sq. Α V.
Oenens, father of Tydeus, I, 771; V, 253
Oenomaus, iv, 527 Oenone, Nymph forsaken by Paris, ι ejects his prayci, χ, 259-3Λ t: repents ami throws herself on hw pyre, x, 411-189 Oenops, a G-reek, ix, 192 Oeta, mountain m N. Gieece, v, 640 OlympuH, A P. from I, 48 to XIν, ;>:io
Oreitbyia, wife of Boreas, 1,168
Oresbms, a Trojan, in, 30*ἀ
Orion, V, 308, 404, νη, 304
Orpheus, m, 638
Oithrus, dog ot Geryon, vi, 253
Orythaon a Trojan, in, 150
Osna, mountain m N, Greece, i, 518
Palamedes, son of Nauplms, V, 198 Pammon, a son of Priam, vi, 317, 562*, 508; ΧΠΙ, 214 Pampliyha, m Asia Minor, xrv, 369 Panaeeia, a ifyxnph, in, 305
Panopeus, father of Epeius, iv, 324,
.m
Panormus, haven m Cana, I, 283 Paphlagoneion, river from. Mem-non’s blood, n, 560 Paphlagonians, vi, 319, 473 Pans, a son of Priam, opposes peace, 11,67 sq: fights for Achilles· corpse, m, 186 sq.: wounded, by Philoctetes, x, 253 sq.: suppliant to Oenone, X, 259-331: burnt with Oenone, x, 459-489, A P. Paithenms, river in Paphlagoma, vi, 466
Pasithea, daughter of Hera, v, 403 Pasitheus, a Trojan, χ, 86 Patroclus,, I, 721; n, 447, III, 538;
IV,	209; V, 315; νη, 697 Pegasis, a Nymph, in, 301 Peisander, a man of Abydos, m, 298
Peisenor, a Lycian, vm, 101 Peleus, father of Achilles, marriage with Thetis, iv, 131-143, A. P. fiom I, 574 to XIII, 275 Pehas, Kmg of lolcos, IV, 307: XII, 270
Pelion, mountain in Thessaly, I, 518, IV, 52,133; V, 76; vm, 161 Peneius, river of Thessaly, xi, 88 Peneleos, Boeotian chief, vn, 104, 125, 159
Penthesileia, Amazon queen, comes to Troy, i, 19 sq.: in battle, I, 227 sq : meets and is slam by Achilles, I, 538-629: beautiful m death, 659-674, Α. Ρ Pergamus, citadel ot Troy, xil, 182, XIII, 434
Ponboea, α Phrygian woman, vil, 010
Penelymenus, brother of Nestor, II, 273
Penlaus. a Trojan, vm, 294 Perimedeb, a Tiojan, vm, 291 Perinmestus, a Trojan, xm, 210 Perseus, x, 105 Persinous, a Greek, I, 227 Pi me thon, v, 627; X, 192 Phalerus, a Troian, vm, 293 Phasis, a Trojan, χ, 89 Pheres, a Cretan, vi, 622 Phereus, a Pylian, n, 279, 293, 298, 343
Pile ion, a Messenian, ii, 238 Philoctetes, a Greek chief, in Scyiod, ix, 354 sq.: brought to
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Troy, IX, 426 sq.' healed by PcxlaHi ms, ix, 459 sq in battle, Χ, I(>7 sq Hhoots Paris!, X, 223-240, A. 1\
Alleges, a Trojan, x, 87 ^oebus, Apollo, in, 30, 40, 56, 98; VIII, 399, XI, 178; XII, 103, 517; XIV, 413
Phoemce, town m Lyna, vin, 10G Phoenix, aged friend ot Αι,bilks, ill, 460; IV, 293, νη, 630; ix, 64 Pholoe, a mountain m Elis, vii, 108 Pholus, a Centaui, vi, 274 Phoroys, a Salamoman, vi, 6ΨΙ Phrygia, l, 285; VIII, 85; X, 120 Phyluco, a town in Thessaly, i, 231,
244
Phyleus, father of Meges, i, 276; X, 13»; XII, 326
Phyllis, a Carian woman, x, 14:i Phylodama-, a Tiojan, viu, 40ii Piendes, the Muses, III, 047, 786; VI, 76
Plttlieus, king of Troezen, xm, 500 Pleiades, n, 605, 605; V, 367; vii, 808; XIII, 554
Podaleirms, brother of Machaoa, XII, 321: heals wounded men, IV, 397,539, IX, 463; hi* brother's* death, vi, 456; vn, 2.2 sq Fodareea, a Greek, I, 233, 238, 815 Podaige, a Harpy, in, 7.’>0 Poeas, father ot Philoctetes, q.v. Polemuna, an Amazon, i, 42, 531 Polites, a son of Priam, vm, 408, 411; xi, 3*0; xnr, 214 Polyb us, a Trojan, vm, 8d Polydamas, a Troian chief, m Council, II, 41 sq. ; x, 9 sq : m battle, vi, 317, Γ»0Γ>; x, ‘217, xi, 60
Polydeuoes, brother ot Cantor, iv, 309
PolydoruH, a Trojan» IV, 331, Γ»8« Polyidus, a Oteiau, XI, Τί»
Poly minus, a Trojan. II, 202 Poly poet e», a Greek, i, 291; IV, 503 ; xii, α is
Polyxeina, a daughter of Priam, xiv, 2X4, 241: sacrificed on Achilles’ tomb, XIV, 315 si. Poseidon, in, 758; IV, 154; xiv, 250» S07, 620, 031, 647 Priam, King of Troy, slam by Neoptolemus, xin, 220-250; A L* from i, 3 to XIV, 348 Prometheus, V, 333; vi, 209
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Pronoe, Paphlagoman woman, vi. 469
Piotesilaus, a Gieok chief, 1, 231.
816, 8X8, IV, 469; VII, 408 Proteus, a Trojan, in, 303 Prothoonor, a Boeotian Chief, X, 76 Pylos, men of, m, 3 Pyrrhasus* son, xi, 247 Pytho, ancient name of Delphian Orcu ie, m, 393
Rhodians' land, x, 222 Rhoeteium, a headland in the Troad, v, 656
Salamis, V, 519, 548; VI, 632 Ηιιπκν, ΧΠΙ, 467
Sartgurius, a river in Asia Minor.
VII, 611; XI, 38 Sarpedon, rv, 2<)0 Scaean gate of Troy, m, 82: ix, 268; xi, 338
Scaraander, river of Troy, I, 10:
IX, 210
Sehedras, a Trojan, x, 87 Seylaceus, a Lyeian, X, 147 Scyros, an island in Aegean Sea, III, 120, 704; IV, 170; VI, 65, 87; VII, 169, 239 Solene, x, 129, 337, 454 Sostos, I, 268 Sicily, xiv, 58»
Sii?eum, headland in Troad, νη, 402, 562; XIV, 040 ttmiow, river of Tioy, 11, 488; m, 24; VI, 047, XI, 24G, xn, 460, XIV, 83
Smon, a Oieek, XII, 243 «97, 3C0, 419; xin, 23, xiv, 107 Sipvluh, mountain m Lydia, I, 293, 2ί)Γ, 301
Sleep, god ot, V, 396 Snuntheus, Apollo, XIV, 413 Smyrna, xii, 310 Socus, a Trojaii, νη, 444 Solymi, Lyeiau highlanders, ll, 122 Sparta, II, 33; III, 570; X, 15 Strattis, a Thracian, vm, 00 Stymphalian birds, vi, 227 Styx, V, 453; VI, 206
Tarbelus, mountain in Caria, vin, 80
Tecmessa, v, 521 sq Telamon, father of Aias (l), 1, 534; m, 273; IV, 100, 227; V,
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129, 863, 482, 5S0, 663, and ol Teucer, iv, 186
Telephus, son of Hercules, fathei of Eurypylus, IV, 152, 174, VT, 137, 181, 192, 404; νη, 141; Vin, 7, 125; XIV, 130 Tenedos, island W. of Troad., νη 407, ΧΠ, 30, 235, 278, 34δ; XIII, 29, 467; XIV, 412
Tefchys, the sea personified, ii, 117; in, 748; V, 14, 398; XI, 418; xn, 160
Teucer. brother of Aias (1), v, 435, 500, 561; vm, 311, S14* competes in foot-race, iv, 186 sq.: aixl m archery, 405 sq. : in battle, v, 539 SQ.; X, 125; XI, 99. 357
Thalms, a Trojan, II, 228 Thalpius, a Greek, xn, 323 Theano, a Trojan woman, I, 449 Thebe, city of Mysia, in, 546: IV, 153, 5i4; x, 33; xm, 276 Theiodamas, a Trojan, i, 292 Themis, I, 753; iv, 136; vm, 73;
XII, 202; XIII, 299, 369 Thermodon, river m Pontus, i, 18 Thermodosa, an Amazon, I, 46, 254 Thersantler, a Cretan, X, 80 Thersites,rails at Achilles, i, 722 sq. : lolled by him, i, 768 sq. : buried ignomimously, I, 828 Theseus, king of Athens, iv, 33 L, 358, 388, 394; XIII, 497, 511, 513 Thestoi, (1) father of Oalchas, vi, 57, 68 : (2) a Trojan, m, 229 Thetis, mother of Achilles, bewails his death, ill, 631: present at funeral games, iv, 110 to v, 235: Α Ρ fiom π, 437 to xm, 62 Thoas (1) a Lemman king, iv, 392 : (2) aw Aefcolian, VI, 540, 580, 587; xi, 00; xri, 318: competes m chariot-taco, IV, 503 SQ. Thrace I,168; vm, 09, 355
Tlirasymed.es, son of Nestor, π, 267, 297, 342 Tlirmacia, Sicily, v, 643 Tin yon, a town in Peloponnesus. II, 241
Thymoetes, a Trojan, n, 9 Tiber, xm, 337
Tisiplione, a Trojan woman, I,
406 sq.
Titan, i, 714; n, 205, 519; v, 105; Vi, 271; VIII, 461: xn, 180; xiv, 550
Titenis, the Chimaera x, 163 Tithonus, husband of Eos, n, 494;
VI, 2; xiv, 135 Tityos, a giant, in, 392 Tlos, a town m Lycia, x, 163 Toxaechro.es, a Greek, xi, 488 Tritogeneia, Tritoms, Athena, q.v., A. 3?. from 1,128 to XIV, 547 Troezen, town in Peloponnesus, xm, 510
Tiojan, A. P. from ϊ, 3 to xiv. 034
Tros, ancient King of Troy, π 142
Troy, A P. from 1,17 to xiv, 637 Tydeus, lather of Diomedes, Α. Ρ from Ι» 260 to ΧΙΠ, 207 Tyndareus’ daughter, Helen, x, 310, 345
Typlion or Typhoeus, a monster V, 4S5; VI, 261; XII, 452
Xantlius, (1) river of Troy, Α. Ρ from π, 483 to xm, 337 : (2) god of the river, XI, 246; xn, 72, 459, xiv, 80: (3) a river in Lycia, XI, 21
Zechis, a Phrygian, x, 125 Zephyrus, W. wind, A P. from in 703 to xn, 192 fteus, A. P. fiom l, CS to xiv, 643 Zorns, a Trojan, in, 231
SIMILES
I.—The Heavens.
1.	Heavenly todies and natural phenomena :—Dawn, i. 48-51; sunrise,
II	208-210, vm 1:8-31, moon, ι 37-40, crescent, 47-49; evening stai, ν 130--132; rainbow, I 63-69.
2.	Clouds and mnt:—Cloud-rack, vm. 49-52; storm-clouds, π 194-
193, 534-534, XI. 377-378; thunder-clouds, iv. 349-352; mist, IV 310-521.
3.	Wind and storm.—Whirlwind, n. 230-232; stormy winds, iy.
552-550, xi 322-125, XIII. 480-486; wind and foiest-fiie, ν 336-339. vm. 361-364; storm, I 355-356; with mist, n. 471-476; With fne, χ 60-71; thunder-storm, II. 221-224, vin. 69-73; iiumcane, v. 364-369, hail on corn, Xiv. 75-79.
4 Snow:—IX. 71-2; with hail, x. 248-250; blood-stained, xiv.
317-310; tliavmg, III. 578-581, VII. 229-230, X. 415-420.
5. Thunder and hgMmngLightning, I. 153-156; tliunder-bolts, I 677-OttO, VIII. 222-226.
II.	—-The Earth.
1.	Mountains and rods *—Motmtam-Rpur, vm. 167-169; peak, vm.
388-*330; inllm# mg, ι 697-702, li. 379-386, xi 396-398:
fall of rocks. XI 401-404.
2.	Forests and trees .—Storm m foiest, l, 488-401, IV. 218-0, forest-
lire, I 209-210, 536-7, ΧΠΙ, 48S-4S9; tree uprooted, VIII. 204-206; sapling, VI. 378-8]; ovdtliiowii, i. 625-6^7; felled, I. 249-251, VIII. 130-132; tailing, III 280, tiec-btock, XIII 305-397; leaves falling, in. 325-327, vm 230-231; fallen, n. 536-537.
,	8. Plants .—Poppy, iv 423-9; corn, IV. 78-80, IX. 473-476; vine
and ivy, xiv 175-177.
4.	Rivers and streams —Iiivtr in flood, Π 345-352, vil 1X5-120,
X, 171-175; river and forest-fire, vil. 587-591; mountain-torrents, νη. 5i5~550, xiv. 5-8.
III.	—The Sea.
1.	Natural phenomena.—Stormy waves, ϊ. 820-323, II. 217-218,
III	508-511, VI. 330-3.ί4, VIII. 59-00, IX. 270- 272, XL. 228-232; lipples, iv 78-80; el iii-caves, IX. 378-382; wreefc-strewn brack, XI 309-313.
2.	Fish .—in. 271-272.
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IV,—Govs *—Ares, vii. 359-364, ix. 218-221; Zeus hurling thuufler-bolts, xiv 47-54, Aphrodite in tlws net, xiv 47-54.
V.—Giants and Monsters — Enceladus, v. 641-649, xiv. 582-585; Centaurs, vii. 107-111.
VI.	—Human Beings.
1 Bodily states —Restored sight, I 76-82; fevei, χ 277-281.
2.	Social relations —Welcome to daughter, ι 86-87; orphan cluld,
V.	502-500» children and tliundei, νη. 530-532, father and son, νη, 637-639; father and children, xm 537-542; captured city, m 413-416.
3.	Occupations:—Hunters, i. 615-618, π. 282-286; dead hunter
and hounds, π 575-579, and wild beasts, in 201-203, reapers, in 375-378, XI. 156-158, ΧΠΙ 242-243, shepherds, ντπ·%71, 379-384; wood-cutter, ix. 162-166, vine-dressers, VIII. 278-281; gathenng olives, ix 198-201; crushing olives, xiv 263-266; fishermen, νη 509-575, IX 172-177, slinger, X. 110-116; sailors, launching ship xn 428-432; on sea, II 102-105, xiv 263-266, ship-wrecked, ι 033-639; weather-bound, vii. 455-401; helmsman, vm 414-118, xm 300-315 Cooking, ι 613-614; boilmg caldron, v. 380-384; child, killing flies, vm, 331-334
4.	Buildings:—Falling tower, in. 63-65.
VII.	—Animals.
1.	Wild beasts’—Unspecified, i, 207-208; fighting, rv. 220-223,
vm. 175-180; robbed of whelps, ν 371-378; in amphitheatre,
VI.	532-536; maimed m trap, IX 365-369; lion, v. 406-407,
VII. 464-467, vm. 238, and boar, II. 248-250, VI. 306-398, and jackals, π. 208-300, vi. 132, and hounds, m. 267-26S, and hull, vi. 410; wounded, III. 142-146; old lion, π 330-334; lion’s den, vn 715-720: lions, I 524-527, vii 486-492; lioness, ϊ. 315-317, XII. 530-533; leopard, I. 480-481, 540-544; leopa:-dess, XII, 580-583; wolf, xm 44-48; wolves, vn. 504~Γχ09, xm 72-75, and, sheep, xm. 133-140; wild boar, ix, 240-214; wiki goat, xi. 488-484; deer, II. 371-376; fawns, ΠΙ. 170-172; wounded snake, xi, 74-76.
2,	Domestic-Kline, x. 5-7; cow, vii. 287-259, and calf, XIV 258-
260; heifer, I. 306-400, X. 441-445, xm 258-263; oxen, VI. 107-111, vm $72; calves, VT 341-347, slam, I 202-264; bulls iighfcmf?, IV, 238-246; sheep, I. 175-170, ill. 182-183, V. 493-496, XHL 68-69; goats, νη, lW-JUW, horse, VII, 317-321; hounds, vi 611-612, vni. *268-270, vm	; dog and lion,
X. 242-243; dogs chasing swine, xl 170-177; bitch howling for Whelps, XIV. 282-287; swine, XHL 127-128, XIV 33-36.
3,	Birds:—Eagle, v, 298-299, and vultures, m. 353-353, and. hares,
v. m-m, mid cranes, xm. 104-107; vulture, vm 405-406; hawk and sterlMKH, III 359-361; daws, xiv. 89-01, and starlings, νη 387 >01; swallow, νη 330 -335, nightingale, XII 489-494; geese, VI. 125-127.
4.	InsectsRoes, ϊ. WO~4*a, m 2ZI-226, vi. 324-226, XI 383;
VIII 41 -41, λ. Π4-11(5, XI 146-150, ΧΠΙ. 5Γ>--Γ>7, locust, II,	gud-fly awl oxen, xi 207-^14